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ACT      I.       SCENE     I. 

The  palace. 
Flour ijb  of  trumpets  :  then  bautbeys.     Enter  King  Henry, 
Duke  Humphry,  Salifbury,  Warwick,  and  Beaufort,  on 
the  one  fide:   the  Queen,  Suffolk,  York,  Soroeifet,  and 
Buckingham,  on  the  other. 

"f*    \    ^^  yom  k'fik  imperial  Majefty 

L\      I  had  in  charge  at  my  depart  for  France, 
<*■   •*-    As  procurator  for  your  Excellence, 
To  marry  Princefs  Marg'ret  for  your  Grace ; 
So  in  the  famous  ancient  city  Tours, 
In  prefence  of  the  Kings  of  France  and  Sicil, 
The  Dukes  of  Orleans,  Calaber,  Bretagne,  Alanfon, 
Seven  Earls,  twelve  Barons,  twenty  reverend  Bifhops, 
I  have  perform 'd  my  tafk,  and  was  e/pous'd  : 
And  humbly  now  upon  my  bended  knee, 
In  fight  of  England  and  her  lordly  peers, 
Deliver  up  my  title  in  the  Queen. 

[pre/enting  the  Queen  to  the  King, 
To  your  mofl  gracious  hand;  that  are  the  fubftancc 
Of  ihat  great  fhadow  I  did  represent; 
The  happieft  gift  that  ever  Marquis  gave, 
The  faireft  Queen  that  ever  King  receiv'd. 

K.  Kenry,  Suffolk,  arife.     Welcome,  Queen  Margaret; 
I  can  exprefs  no  kinder  (ion  of  love, 
Than  this  kind  kifs.     O  Lord,  that  lend'ft  me  life, 
Lend  me  a  heart  replete  with  thankfulneft  ! 
For  thou  haft  giv'n  me  in  this  beauteous  face, 
A  world  of  earthly  bltfllngs  to  my  foul, 
If  fympathy  of  love  unite  our  thoughts. 

Q.  Mar.    Great  King  of  England,    and  my  gracious 
The  mutual  conf'rcnce  that  my  mind  hath  had,     [Lord, 
By  day,  by  night,  waking,  and  in  my  dreams, 
In  courtly  company,  or  at  my  beads, 
With  you  mine  alder-lievieft  Sovereign  ; 
Makes  me  the  bolder  to  falute  my  King 
With  ruder  terms;  fuch  as  my  wit  affords, 

*  Vide  Ball's  Chronicle,  fol,  66. year  23.  init.   Mr  Pope. 
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And  over-joy  of  heart  doth  minifter. 

K.  Henry.  Her  fight  did  ravifh,  but  her  grace  in  fpeech, 
Her  words  y-clad  with  wifdom's  majefty, 
Make  me  from  wond'ring,  fall  to  weeping  joys, 
Such  is  the  fulnefs  of  my  heart's  content. 
Lords,  with  one  chearfut  voice  welcome  my  love. 

All  kneel  Long  live  Queen  Marg'ret,  England's  hap* 

Q.  Mar.  We  thank  you  all.  {Fhimjlh 

Suf.  My  Lord  Proteelor,  fo  it  pleafe  your  Grace, 
Here  are  the  articles  of  contracted  peace, 
Between  our  Sovereign  and  the  French  King  Charles, 
For  eighteen  months  concluded  by  confent. 

Glo  treads.]  Imprimis,  It  is  agreed  between  the  French 
K'n:*  Charles,  and  William  de  la  Pole  Marquis  of  Suffolk, 
Ambaffidor  for  Henry  King  of  England,  that  the  faid  Henry 
Pall  efpoufe  the  Lady  Margaret,  daughter  unto  Reignter 
King  'of  Naples,  Sicilia,  and  faufalem,  and  crown  her 
Queen  of  England,  ere  the  thirtieth  of  May  next  enfuing^ 

Item,  That  the  duchy  of  An  jo  u,  and  the  county  of  Maine, 
foal!  be  releafed  and  delivered  to  the  King  her  father, 
*  [Lets  fall  the  paper, 

K.  Henry.  Uncle,  how  now  ? 

Glo.  Pardon  me,  gracious  Lord; 
Some  fudden  qualm  hath  ftruck  me  to  the  heart, 
And  dimm'd  mine  eyes  that  I  can  read  no  further. 

K.  Henry.  Uncle  of  Winchefter,  ]  pray,  read  on. 

Win.  Item,  That  the  duchies  of  Anjou  and  Maine  Jhall 
he  releafed  and  delivered  to  the  King  her  father,  and  fie  fent 
over  of  the  King  of  England's  own  proper  coji  and  charges, 
-without  having  any  dowry. 

K.  Henry.  They  pleafe  us  well.     Lord  Marquis,  kneel 
We  here  create  thee  the  Firft  Duke  of  Suffolk,  [you  down ; 
And  gird  thee  with  the  fword.     Coufin  of  York, 
We  here  difcharge  your  Grace  from  being  Regent 
I'  th'  parts  of  France,  till  term  of  eighteen  months 
Be  full  expir'd.     Thanks,  uncle  Winchefter, 
Glo'fter,  York,  Buckingham,  and  Somerfet, 
Salisbury,  and  Warwick ; 
We  thank  you  for  all  this  great  favour  done, 

A3  J» 
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In  entertainment  to  my  princely  Qjjeen. 
Come,  let  us  in.  and  with  ail  fpeed  provide 
To  fee  her  coronation  be  peform'd. 

[Exeunt  King,  Queen>  and  Suffolk. 
SCENE     II.       Manent  the  reft. 

Gls.  Brave  Peers  of  England,  pillars  of  the  flate, 
To  you  Duke  Humphry  mud  unload  his  grief, 
Your  grief,  the  common  grief  of  all  the  land. 
What !  "did  my  brother  Henry  fpend  his  youth, 
His  valour,  coin,  and  people,  in  the  wars? 
Did  he  fo  often  lodge  in  open  field, 
In  winter's  cold,  and  fummer's  parching  heat, 
To  conquer  France,  his  true  inheritance  ? 
And  did  my  brother  Bedford  toil  his  wits 
To  keep  by  policy  what  Henry  got? 
Have  you  yourfelves,  Somcrfet,  Buckingham, 
Brave  York,  and  Salifbury,  victorious  Warwick, 
Receiv'd  deep  fears  in  France  and  Normandy? 
Or  hath  mine  uncle  Beaufort,  and  myfelf, 
With  all  the  learned  council  of  the  realm, 
Studied  fo  long,  fat  in  the  council-houfe, 
Early  and  late,  debating  to  and  fro, 
How  France  and  Frenchmen  might  be  kept  in  awe  ? 
And  was  his  Highnefs  in  his  infancy 
Crowned  in  Paris,  in  defpight  of  foes  ? 
And  fhall  theft  labours  and  thefe  honours  die! 
Shall  Henry's  conqueft,  Bedford's  vigilance, 
Your  deeds  of  war,  and  all  our  counfel,  die? 
O  Peers  of  England,  fhameful  is  this  league, 
Fatal  this  marriage;  cancelling  your  fame, 
Blotting  your  names  from  books  of  memory; 
Hazing  the  chara&ers  of  your  renown, 
Defacing  monuments  of  conquered  France, 
Undoing  all,  as  ail  had  never  been. 

Car    Nephew,  what  means  this  pafilonate  difcourfs  ? 
This  peroration  with  fijch  circumftances? 
For  France,  'tis  ours ;  and  we  will  keep  it  ftil!. 

Gio.  Ay,  uncle,  we  will  keep  it  if  we  can: 
But  now  it  is  impoflible  we  (hould. 
Suffolk,  the  new-made  Duke,  that  rules  the  roafr, 

Hath 
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Hath  giv'n  the  duchy  of  Anjou  and  Maine 
Unto  the  poor  King  Rcignier,  whofc  large  ftyle 
Aorces  not  with  the  leannrf?  of  his  purle. 
'      %/    Now,  by  the  death  of  him  who  c!y  d  for  a!!, 
Thefe  counties  were  the  keys  of  Normandy. 
But  wherefore  weeps  Warwick,  my  valiant  Ton? 

War    For  grief  that  they  are  part  recovery. 
For  were  there  hope  to  conquer  them  again, 
My  fword  ihouid  med  hot  blood,  mine  eyes  no  tears. 
Anjou  and  Maine !  myfdf  did  win  them  both. 
Thofe  provinces  thefe  arms  of  mine  did  conquer. 
And  are  the  cities  that  I  got  with  wounds, 
Deliver'd  up  again  with  peaceful  words  \ 
'    \Y«rk.  For  Suffolk's  Duke,  may  he  be  fuffocate> 
That  dims  the  honour  of  this  warlike  hie!] 
France  fhould  have  torn  and  rent  my  very  heart, 
Before  I  would  have  yielded  to  this  league. 
I  never  read,  but  England's  Kings  have  had 
Large  fums  of  gold,  and  dowries  with  their  wives  ; 
And  our  King  Henry  gives  away  his  own, 
To  match  with  her  that  brings  no  vantages. 

Glo.  A  proper  jeft,  and  never  heard  before, 
That  Suffolk  fhould  demand  a  whole  fifteenth, 
For  coft  and  charges  in  tranfporting  her. 
She  fhould  have  ftaid  in  France,  and  ftarv'd  in  France, 

Before 

Car.  My  Lord  of  Glo'fter,  now  ye  grow  too  hot: 
It  was  the  pleafure  of  my  Lord  the  King. 

Glo.  My  Lord  of  Wincheikr,  I  know  your  mind. 
>Tis  not  my  fpeeches  that  you  do  miflike, 
But  'tis  my  prefencc  that  doth  trouble  you. 
Rancour  will  out,  proud  prelate  ;  in  thy  face, 
1  fee  thy  fury  :  if  I  longer  flay, 
We  fhall  begin  our  ancient  bickerings. 
Lordings,  farewel ;  and  fay,  when  I  am  gone, 
I  prophefy'd,  France  will  be  loft  ere  long.  [Exit* 

Car.  So,  there  goes  our  Proteclor  in  a  rage. 
'Tis  known  to  you,  he  is  mine  enemy; 
Nay  more,  an  enemy  unto  you  all, 
And  no  great  friend,  I  fear  me,  to  the  King, 

Confidcr, 
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Confidcr,  Lords,  he  is  the  next  of  blood, 

And  heir-apparent  to  the  Englifh  crown. 

Had  Henry  got  an  empire  by  his  marriage, 

And  all  the  wealthy  kingdoms  of  the  cart, 

There's  reafon  he  mould  be  difplcas'd  at  it. 

Look  to  it,  Lords;  let  not  his  fmoothing  words 

Bewitch  your  hearts;  be  wife  and  circumfpecl. 

What  though  the  common  people  favour  him, 

Calling  him  Humphry,  the  good  Duke  of  Glower, 

Clapping  their  hands,  and  crying  with  loud  voice 

Jefti  maintain  your  Royal  Excellence  ! 

With,  God  preferve  I  he  good  Duke  Humphry! 

I  fear  me.  Lords,  for  all  this  flattering  glols, 

He  will  be  found  a  dangerous  Protedlor. 

Buck.  Why  mould  he  then  proteel  our  fbvereign, 

He  being  of  age  to  govern  of  himftlf? 

Coufin  of  Somerlet,  join  you  with  me, 

And  all  together  with  the  Duke  of  Suffolk, 

We'll  quickly  hoifl  Duke  Humphry  from  his  teat. 

Car.  This  weighty  bufintfs  will  not  brook  delay; 
I'll  to  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  prelently.  [Exit. 

Som,  Coufin  of  Buckingham,  though  Humphry's  pride 
And  greatnefs  of  his  place  be  grief  to  us, 
Yet  let  us  watch  the  haughty  Cardinal, 
His  infblence  is  more  intolerable 
Than  all  the  princes  in  the  land  befide. 
If  Glo'fter  be  difplac'd,  he'li  be  Protector. 

Buck.  Or  Somerlet,  or  I,  will  be  Proteclor, 
Delpight  Duke  Humphry,  or  the  Cardinal. 

[Exe.  Buckingham  and  Somerlet. 
Sal.  Pride  went  before,  ambition  foilows  him. 
While  thefe  do  labour  fqr  their  own  pteferment. 
Behoves  it  us  to  labour  for  the  realm. 
I  never  faw,  but  Humphry  Duke  of  Glo'fler 
Did  bear  him  like  a  noble  gentleman. 
Oft  have  I  feen  the  haughty  Cardinal 
More  like  a  loldier  than  a  man  o'  th'  church, 
As  flout  and  proud  as  he  were  lord  of  all, 
Swear  like  a  ruffian,  and  demean  himfelf 
Unlike  the  ruler  of  a  common-weal. 

Warwick 


Sc.  3.  King  Henry  VI.  9 

Warwick  my  fori,  the  comfort  of  my  age! 

Thy  deads,  thy  plainnefs,  and  thy  houle-keepmg, 

Have  won  the  greateft  favour  of  the  commons, 

Excepting  none  but  good  Duke  Humphry. 

AnJ,  brother  York,  thy  adls  in  Ireland, 

In  bringing  them  to  civil  difcipline  ; 

Thy  late  exploits  done  in  the  heart  of  France, 

When  thou  wert  Regent  for  our  fovereign, 

Have  made  thee  fear'd  and  honour'd  of  the  people. 

Join  we  together  for  the  public  good, 

In  what  we  can,  to  bridle  and  fupprefs 

The  pride  of  Suffolk,  and  the  Cardinal,     < 

With  Somerfet's  and  Buckingham's  ambition ; 

And  a.  we  may,  cherilh  Duke  Humphry  s  deeds, 

While  they  do  tend  the  profit  of  the  land. 

War    So  God  help  Warw'-ck,  as  he  loves  the  land, 
And  common  profit  of  his  country  ! 

York.  And  fo  fays  York,  for  he  hath  greateft  caufc. 

Sal.  Then  let's  make  hade,  and  look  unto  the  main: 

{War.  Unto  the  main  ?  Oh  father,  Maine  is  loft; 
That  Maine,  which  by  main  force  Warw.ckdid  win, 
And  would  have  kept  fo  long  as  breath  did  laft  I     _ 
Main  chance,  father,  you  meant;  but  I  meant  Majne, 
Which  I  will  win  from  France,  or  elfe  be  "a|n-J 

[Exeunt  Warwick  and  Saliibury. 
SCENE      III.     Manet  York. 
York.  Anjou  and  Maine  are  given  to  the  French; 
Paris  is  lott  ;  the  Hate  of  Normandy 
Stands  on  a  tickle  point,  now  they  are  gone. 
Suffolk  concluded  on  the  articles, 
The  Peers  agreed,  and  Henry  was  well  pleas'd 
To  change  two  dukedoms  for  a  Duke's  fair  daughter. 
I  cannot  blame  them  all,  what  is't  to  them  i 
'Tis  thine  they  give  away,  and  not  their  own.  _ 
Pirates  may  make  cheap  penn'worths  of  their  pillage, 
And  purchafe  friends,  and  give  to  courtezans, 
Still  revelling,  like  lords,  till  all  be  gone  : 
While  as  the  filly  owner  of  the  goods 
Weeps  over  them,  and  wrings  his  haplefs  hands, 

1  Ana 
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t^P*1!?*  his  bead'  and  ,re«*i>l»»g  fonts  aloof, 
While  all  is  fhar'd,  and  all  is  borne  away: 

Ready  to  flarve,  and  dares  not  touch  his  own. 

^Jrtmu°-fit'  and  fret>  and  b,fe  "is  tongue, 
While  his  own  lands  are  bargain'd  for.  and  fold. 
Methinks  the  realms  of  England,  France,  and  Ireland, 
JJear  that  pioporticn  to  my  flcfli  and  blood, 
As  did  the  fatal  brand  Ahbea  burnt, 
Unto  the  prince's  heart  of  Calydon. 
Anjou  and  Maine,  both  giv'n  unio  the  French  ' 
Co  d  news  for  me  :  for  I  had  hope  of  France,  ' 
Ev'n  as  I  have  of  fertile  England's  foil. 
A  day will I  come  when  York  fhall  claim  his  own; 
And  theiefore  I  will  take  the  Nevills'  parts 
And  make  a  (hew  of  love  to  proud  Duke  Humphry, 
And,  when  I  fpy  advantage,  claim  the  crown: 
*or  that's  the  golden  mark  I  feek  to  hit. 
2s.or  fhall  proud  Lancafter  ufurp  my  right, 
Nor  hold  the  fceptre  in  his  chiidifh  fiff,  *      " 

tfor  wear  the  diadem  upon  his  head, 
Vhofe  church^like  humour  fits  not  for  a  crown. 
Then,   York,  be  Hill  a  while,  till  time  do  terve  : 
•Watch  thou,  and  wake  when  others  be  afleep 
To  pry  jnto  rhe  fecrets  of  the  ftate; 
Till  Henry,  furfeiting  in  joys  of  love 
With  his  new  bride,  and  England's  dear-bought  Queen, 
And  Humphry  with  the  Peers  be  fail'n  at  jar?. 
Then  will  I  raife  aloft  the  milk- white  rofe, 
"With  whole  lweet  fmell  the  air  fhall  be  perfumM ; 
And  in  my  (hndard  bear  the  arms  of  York 
To  grapple  with  the  houfe  of  Lancafter;     ' 
A"d>  forte  Pierce,  I'll  make  him  yield  the  crown 
Wfcofc  bookilh  rule  hath  puil'd  fair  England  down. 

crpv1P    „.      _,  ,  [Exit  York. 

b  C  E  N  E    IV.     Changes  to  the  Duke  ofGlotmJler's  houfe. 
Enter  Duke  Humphry,  and  his  -wife  Eleanor. 
mean.   Why  droops  my  Lord,  like  over-rioen'd  corn 
Hanging  the  head  with  Ceres'  plenteous  load  > 
"Why  doth  the  great  Duke  Humphry  knit  his  brows, 
As  frowning  ai  the  favours  of  the  world  i 

Why 
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Why  are  thine  eyes  fix'd  to  the  fullen  earth, 

Gazing  at  that  which  feems  to  dim  thy  fight  ? 

What  fectt  thou  there  ?  King  Henry's  diadem, 

Inchas'd  with  all  the  honours  of  the  world  ? 

If  fo,  gaze  on,  and  grovel  on  thy  face, 

Until  thy  head  be  circled  with  the  fame. 

Put  forth  thy  hand,  reach  at  the  glorious  gold. 

W  hat !  is't  too  foort  ?  I'll  lengthen  it  with  mine. 

And,  having  both  together  heav'd  it  up, 

We'll  both  together  lift  our  heads  to  heaven  ; 

And  never  more  abafe  our  fight  fo  low, 

As  to  vouchfafe  one  glance  unto  the  ground. 

Glo.  O  Nell,  fweet  Nell,  if  thou  doft  love  thy  Lord, 
Banifh  the  canker  of  ambitious  thoughts : 
And  may  that  thought,  when  I  imagine  ill 
Againft  my  King  and  nephew,  virtuous  Henry, 
Be  my  laft  breathing  in  this  mortal  world  ! 
>Jy  troublous  dreams  this  night  do  make  me  fad. 

EUan.  What  dream'd  my  Lord  ?   tell  me,  and  I'll  re- 
quite it 

"With  fweet  rehearfal  of  my  morning's  dream. 

Glo.  Methought  this  ftafF,  mme  office-badge  in  court, 

"Was  broke  in  twain ;  by  whom,  I  have  forgot; 

But,  as  I  think,  it  was  by  th' Cardinal; 

And,  on  the  pieces  of  the  broken  wand,  • 

Were  plac'd  the  heads  of  Edmund  Duke  of  Somerlet, 

And  William  de  la  Pole  firft  Duke  of  Suffolk. 

This  was  the  dream  ;  what  it  doth  bode,  God  knows. 
EUan.  Tut,  this  was  nothing  but  an  argument, 

That  he  that  breaks  a  flick  of  Glo'fter's  grove, 

Shall  lofe  his  head  for  his  prefumption. 

But  lift  to  me,  my  Humphry,  my  fweet  Duke. 

Methought  I  fat  in  feat  of  majefty, 

In  the  cathedral  church  of  Weftminfter, 

And  in  that  chair  where  kings  and  queens  are  crown'd; 

Where  Henry  and  Margaret  kneel'd  to  me, 

And  on  my  head  did  fet  the  diadem. 

Glo.  Nay,  Eleanor,  then  muft  I  chide  outright. 

Prefumptuous  dame,  ill-  nurtur'd  Eleanor, 

Art  thou  not  fecond  woman  in  the  realm, 

Ana 
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And  the  protestor's  wife,  belov'd  of  him? 
Haft  thou  not  worldly  pleafure  at  command, 
Above  the  reach  or  compafs  of  thy  thought  ? 
And  wilt  thou  ftiil  be  hammering  treachery,' 
To  tumble  down  thy  hufband,  and  thyfelf, 
From  top  of  honour  to  dilgrace's  feet  ? 
Away  from  me,  and  let  me  hear  no  more. 

Elean.  What,  what !  my  Lord  !  are  you  Co  choleric 
"With  Eleanor,  for  telling  but  her  dream  > 
Next  time  I'll  keep  my  dreams  unto  myfelf, 
And  not  be  check'd. 

Glo.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  I  am  pleas'd  again. 
Enter  Mejfenger. 

Mefl  My  Lord  Proteclor,  'tis  his  Highnefs'  pleaTure, 
You  do  prepare  to  ride  unto  St  Alban's, 
Whereas  the  King  and  Queen  do  mean  to  hawk. 

Glo.  I  go :  come,  Nell,  thou  wilt  ride  with  us  > 

[Exit.  Gloucefter. 
Elean.  Yes,  my  good  Lord,  I'll  follow  prefently. 
Follow  I  muft;  I  cannot  go  before, 
While  Glo'fter  bears  this  bafe  and  humble  mind. 
Were  I  a  man,  a  Duke,  and  next  of  blood, 
I  would  remove  thefe  tedious  ftumbling-blocks, 
And  fmooth  my  way  upon  their  headlefs  necks. 
And  being  a  woman,  I  will  not  be  flack 
To  play  my  part  in  Fortune's  pageant. 
Where  are  you  there  ?  Sir  John  !  nay,  fear  not,  maa, 
We  are  alone ;  here's  none  but  thee  and  I. 

Enter  Hume. 

Hume,  Jelus  preferve  your  Royal  Majefty  ! 

Elean.  What  fay'ft  thou  ?  Majefty  ?  I  am  but  Grace. 

Hume.  But,  by  the  grace  of  God,   and  Hume's  advice, 
Your  Grace's  title  (hall  be  multiply'd. 

Elean.  What  fay'ft  thou,  man  ?   haft  thou  as  yet  con- 
With  Margery  Jordan  the  cunning  witch,  [ferr'd 

And  Roger  Bolingbroke  the  conjurer  ? 
And  will  they  undertake  to  do  me  good  ? 

Hume.  This  they  have  promifed  to  fhew  your  High- 
A  fpirit  rais'd  from  depth  of  underground,  [nefs, 

That  fhall  make  anfwer  to  fuch  qucftions 

As 
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As  by  your  Grace  (ball  be  propounded  him. 

E!tan.  It  is  enough,  I'll  think  upon  the  queftions. 
When  from  St  Alban's  we  do  make  return, 
We'll  fee  thofe  things  effected  to  the  full. 
Here,   Hume,  take  this  reward;    make  merry,  man, 
With  thy  confederates  in  this  weighty  caufe. 

[Exit  Eleanor. 

Hume.    Hume  muft  make  merry   with  the  Dtitchcfs' 
g  Id: 
Marry,  and  (hall :   but  how  now,  Sir  John  Home  ? 
Seal  up  your  lips,  and  give  no  words,  but  mum  ! 
The  bufinefs  afketh  filent  fecrecy. 
Dame  Eleanor  gives  goU  to  bring  the  witch. 
Gold  cannot  come  amifs,  were  (he  a  devil. 
Yet  have  I  g'>ld  flies  from  another  coaft  : 
J  dare  not  fay  from  the  rich  Cardinal, 
And  (rom  the  great  and  new-made  Duke  of  Suffolk* 
Yet  I  do  find  it  fo  :  for  to  be  plain, 
They  (knowing  Dame  Eleanor's  afpiring  humour) 
Have  hired  me  to  undermine  the  Duchefs, 
And  buzz  thefe  conjurations  in  her  brain. 
They  fay,  a  crafty  knave  does  need  no  broker; 
Yet  am  I  Suffolk's  and  the  Cardinal's  broker; 
Hume,  if  you  take  not  heed,  you  (hall  go  near 
To  call  them  both  a  pair  of  crafty  knaves. 
Well,  fo  it  (lands;  and  thus  I  fear  at  laft, 
Hume's  knavery  will  be  the  Duchefs'  wreck, 
And  her  attainture  will  be  Humphry's  fall. 
Sort  how  it  will,  I  (ball  have  gold  for  all.  [Exit* 

SCENE     V.     Changes  to  an  apartment  In  the  palace. 
Enter  three  or  four  Petitioners,    Peter  the  armourer's  man 
being  one. 

1  Pet.  My  maflers,  let's  (land  clofe;  my  Lord  Protec- 
tor will  ccme  this  way  by  and  by,  and  then  we  m^y  de- 
liver our  fupplications  in  the  quill. 

2  Pet.  Many,  the  Lord  protect  him,  for  he's  a  good 
man  ;  Jefu  blefs  him  ! 

Enter  Suffolk,    and  Queen. 
1  Pet.  Here  a'  comes,  methinks,    and  the  Queen  with 
h'm.    I'll  be  the  firft,  fure. 

Vol.  V.  B  2PW. 
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2  Pet.  Come  back,  fool ;    this  is  the  Duke  of  Suffolk, 
and  not  my  Lord  Protector. 

Suf   How  now,  fellow,    would'ft  any  thing  with  me  ? 

i  Pet,  I  pray,    my  Lord,   pardon  me;    I  took  ye  for 
my  Lord  Protector. 

Q.  Mar.  To  my  Lord  ProteHor.  [reading.]  Are  your 
fupplications  to  his  Lordfhip  ?  let  me  fee  them ;  what  is 
thine  ? 
^  I  Pet.  Mine  is,  an't  pleafe  your  Grace,  againft  John 
GooJman,  my  Lord  Cardinal's  man,  for  keeping  my 
houfe  and  lands,  and  wife,  and  all  from  me. 

Suf.  Thy  wife  too?  that's  fome  wrong  indeed.    What's 
your's  ?  what's  here?    [Reads]    Againft  the  Duke  of  Suf- 
folk, for  incloftng  the  commons  of  Long  Melford.    How  now, 
Sir  Knave  ? 

2  Pet.  Alas,  Sir,  I  am  but  a  poor  petitioner  of  our 
whole  town  (hip. 

Suf.  [reads  ]  Againft  my  mafter,  Thomas  Horner,  for 
faying,  that  the  Duke  of  York  -was  rightful  heir  to  the 
crown. 

£.  Mar.  What !  did  the  Duke  of  York  fay,  he  was 
rightful  heir  to  the  crown  ? 

Peter*  That  my  mafter  was  ?  no,  forfboth;  my  ma- 
iler (aid,  that  he  was ;  and  that  the  King  was  an  ufurp- 
er. 

Suf.  Who  is  there? Take  this  fellow  in,  and  fend 

for  his  mafter    with  a  purfuivant,    prefently;    weM  hear 
more  of  your  matter  before  the  King. 

[Exit  Peter  guarded. 

Q^  Mar.  And  as  for  you  that  love  to  be  protected 
Under  the  wings  of  our  Protector's  Grace, 
Begin  your  fuits  anew,  and  fue  to  him. 

[Tears  the  fupplications. 
Away,  bafe  cu! lions  :  Suffolk,  let  them  go. 

All  Come,  let's  be  gone.  [Exeunt  Petitioners. 

Q^  Mar.  My  Lord  of  Suffolk,  fay,  is  this  the  guife? 
Is  this  the  faihion  in  the  court  of  England  ? 
Is  this  the  government  of  Britain's  ifle? 
And  this  the  royalty  of  Albion's  King  ? 

Whas! 
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What'    (hall  King  Henry  be  a  pupil  ftill, 

Under  the  iurly  Glo'ller's  governance  ? 

Am  I  a  Queen  in  title  and  in  ftyle, 

And*  muft  be  made  a  fubjeft  to  a  Duke  ? 

I  tell  thee,  Pole,  when  in  the  city  Tours 

Thou  ran'it  a  tilt  in  honour  of  my  love, 

And  (tol'rt  away  the  ladies'  hearts  of  France  ; 

I  thought  King  Henry  had  refembled  thee 

In  courage,  courtfhip    and  proportion. 

But  all  his  mind  is  bent  to  hol'mefs, 

To  number  Ave  Maries  on  his  beads ; 

His  champions  are  the  prophets  and  apoft'es; 

His  weap  >ns,  holy  faws  of  facrcd  writ ; 

His  ftudy  is  his  tilt-yard;  and  his  loves 

Arc  brazen  images  of  canoniz'd  faints. 

I  would  the  college  of  the  Cardinals 

Would  chufe  him  Pope,  and  carry  him  to  Rome, 

And  fet  the  triple  crown  upon  his  head; 

That  were  a  ilate  fit  for  his  holinefs ! 

■Sir/.   Madam,  be  patient ;  as  I  was  the  caufe 
Your  Highnefs  came  to  England,  fo  will  I 
In  England  work  your  Grace's  full  content. 

jg.   Mar.  Btfide  the  proud  Pi ouclor,  have  we  Beaufort 
Th' imperious  churchman;  Somerfet,  Buckingham, 
And  gambling  York;  and  not  the  leaf!  of  thefe 
But  can  do  more  in  England  than  the  King. 
Suf    And  he  of  thefe  that  can  do  mod  of  all, 

Cannot  do   Tore  in  England  than  the  Nevilis; 
SaliiV.-y  a  d  Warwick  are  no  iimple  Peers. 

Q^  Mar.  Not  all  thefe  Lords  do  vex  me  half  Co  much, 

As  that  pioud  dame,  the  Lord  Protector's  wife. 

She  fweeps  it  through  the  coutt  with  troops  of  ladies, 

More  like  an  Emprefs  than  Duke  Humphry's  wife. 

Strangers  in  court  do  take  her  for  the  Queen ; 

She  bears  a  Duke's  revenues  on  her  back, 

And  in  her  heart  {he  (corns  our  poverty. 

Shall  1  not  live  to  be  aveng'd  on  her  ? 

Contemptuous,  bafe-bom  callot,  as  (he  is, 

She  vauted  'mongfl  her  minions  t'o  ier  day, 

The  very  train  of  her  worft-weaiing  gown 
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"Was  better  worth  than  all  my  father's  lands, 
Till  SafTolk  gave  two  dukedoms  for  his  daughter ! 

Suf.   Madam,  myfelf  have  lim'd  a  bufh  for  her, 
And  plac'd  a  quire  of  fuch  enticing  birds, 
That  (he  will  light  to  liflen  to  their  lays, 
And  never  mount  to  trouble  you  again. 
So  let  her  reft;  and,  Madam,  lift  to  me  ; 
For  I  am  bold  to  counfel  you  in  this; 
Although  we  fancy  not  the  Cardinal, 
Yet  muft  we  join  with  him  and  with  the  Lords, 
Till  we  have  brought  Duke  Humphry  in  difgracc. 
As  for  the  Duke  of  York,  this  late  complaint 
"Will  make  but  little  for  his  benefit. 
to,  one  by  one,  we'll  weed  them  all  at  laft, 
And  you  yourfelf  (hall  fteer  the  happy  realm. 

SCENE        VI. 
To  them  enter  Ki>:g  Henry,    Duke  Humphry,    Cardinal, 

Buckingham,    York,  Somerfet,    Salisbury,    Warwick, 

and  the  Duchefs  of  Gloucefter. 

K.  Henry.  For  my  part,  Noble  Lords,  I  care  not  which, 
Or  Somerfet,  or  York,  all's  one  to  me. 

York.  If  York  have  ill  demean'd  himfelf  in  France, 
Then  let  b.'m  be  deny'd  the  regent/hip. 

Sim.  If  Sometfct  be  unworthy  of  the  place, 
Let  York  be  Regent,  I  will  yield  to  him. 

War.  Whether  your  Grace  be  worthy,  yea  or  no, 
Difpute  not  that,  Y  rk  is  the  worthier. 

Car.  Ambitious  Warwick,  let  thy  better  (peak. 

War.  The  Ca-dinal's  not  my  better  in  the  field. 

~Buck.  All  in  this  pretence  are  thy  betters,   Warwick, 

War.  Warwick  may  live  to  be  the  beft  of  all. 

Sal.  Peace,  fon ;  and  (hew  fome  reafon,    Buckingham, 
Why  Sonerfet  ihould  be  preferr'd  in  this. 

Q^  Mar.  Becauie  the  King,  forfooth,  wiil  have  it  Co, 

Glc.  Madam,  the  King  is  old  enough  himfelf 
To  give  his  cenfure  :  thefe  are  no  woman's  matters. 

&  Mar.  If  he  be  old  enough,  what  needs  your  Grace 
To  be  Protector  of  his  Excellence  ? 

Glo.  Madam,  I  am  Prote&or  of  the  realm, 
And,  at  his  pleafure,  will  refign  my  place. 

Suf. 
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Sa/  Refign  It  then,  and  leave  thine  infblence. 
Since  thou  wert  King,  (as  who  is  King  but  thou?), 
The  commonwealth  hath  daily  run  to  wreck. 
The  Dauphin  hath  prevail'd  beyond  the  teas, 
And  all  tht  peers  and  nobles  of  the  realm 
Have  been  as  bondmen  to  thy  fbvereignty. 

Car.  The  commons  haft  thou  rack'd  ;  the  clergy's  bags 
Are  lank  and  lean  with  thy  extortions. 

Som.  Thy  fumptuous  buildings,  and  thy  wife's  attire, 
Have  coft  a  mafs  of  public  treafury. 

Buck.  Thy  cruelty  in  execution 
Upon  offenders  hath  exceeded  law, 
And  left  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  law. 

Q.  Mar.  Thy  fale  of  offices  and  towns  in  France, 
If  they  were  known  as  the  fuipect  is  great, 
"Would  make  thee  quickly  hop  without  thy  head. 

[Exit  Glo. 
Give  me  my  fan  ;  what,  minion  ?  can  ye  not  ? 

[She  gives  the  Dnchefs  a  box  on  the  ear. 
I  cry  you  mercy,  Madam  ;  was  it  you  ? 

Elean,  Was't  1 ?  yea,  I  it  was,  proud  Frenchwoman  ? 
Could  I  com*  near  your  beauty  with  my  nails, 
I'd  fet  my  ten  commandments  in  your  face. 

K.  Henry.  Sweet  aunt,  be  quiet;  'twas  againfther  will. 

Elean.  Againft  her  will,  good  King?  look  to't  in  time, 
She'll  hamper  thee  and  dandle  thee  like  a  baby  : 
Though  in  this  place  mod  matter  wears  no  breeches, 
She  (hall  not  (hike  Djme  Eleanor  unrevenged. 

[Exit  Eleanor* 

Such  Lord  Cardinal,  I'll  follow  Eleanor, 
And  liften  after  Humphry,  how  he  proceeds : 
She's  tickled  now,  her  fume  can  need  no  (purs; 
She'll  gallop  faft  enough  to  her  destruction.     [Exit  Buck. 
SCENE     VII.    Re-enter  Duke  Humphry. 

Glo.  Now,  Lords,  my  choler  being  over-blown 
"With  walking  once  about  the  quadrangle, 
I  come  to  talk  of  commonwealth-affairs. 
As  for  your  fpightful  falfe  objections, 
Prove  them,  and  I  lie  open  to  the  law. 
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But  God  in  mercy  deal  Co  with  my  foul, 
As  T  in  duty  love  my  King  and  country  ! 
But  to  the  matter  rhat  we  have  in  hand  : 
I  fay,  my  fovereign,  York  is  meeteft  man 
To  be  your  Regent  in  the  realm  of  France. 

Suf.     Before  we  make  election,  give  me  leave 
To  (hew  fome  reafon  of  no  little  force, 
That  York  is  mod  unmeet  of  any  man.   * 

York   I'll  tell  thee,  Suffolk,  why  I  am  unmeet. 
Firft,  for  I  cannot  flatter  thee  in  pride; 
Next,  if  I  he  appointed  for  the  place, 
My  Lord  of  Somerfet  will  keep  me  here 
"Without  difcharge,  money,  or  furniture, 
Till  France  be  won  into  the  Dauphin's  hands. 
Laft  time  I  dane'd  attendance  on  his  will, 
Till  Paris  was  befieg'd,  fimifh'd,  and  loft. 

War.  That  I  can  witnefs;  and  a  fouler  faft 
Did  never  traitor  in  the  land  commit. 
Suf.   Peace,  head-ftrcng  Warwick  ! 
War.  Image  of  pride,  why  fhould  I  hold  my  peace  ! 
Ewe r  Horner  the  armourer,    and  his  man  Peter,    guarded, 

Suf  Becaufe  here  is  a  man  accus'd  of  treafbn. 
Pray  God  the  Duke  of  York  excufe  himfelf  I 
York.  Doth  any  one  accufe  York  for  a  traitor  ? 
K.  Henry.  What  mean'ft  thou,  Suffolk  ?  tell  me  what 

are  thefe  ? 
Suf  Pleafe  it  your  Majefty,  this  is  the  man 
That  doth  accufe  his  mafter  of  high  treafon. 
His  words  were  thefe  :     That  Richard  Duke  of  York 
Was  rightful  heir  unto  the  Englifh  crown, 
And  that  your  Majefty  was  an  ufurper. 

K.  Henry    Say,  man  ;  were  thefe  thy  words  ? 
Arm.  An't  (hall  pleale  your  Majefty,    I  never  (aid  nor 
thought  any  fuch  matter :  God  is  my  witnefs,  I  am  falfc- 
3y  accus'J  by  the  villain. 

Pet.  By  thefe  ten  bones,  my  Lord,  he  did  fpeak  them 
to  me  in  the  garret  one  night,  as  we  were  fcouring  my 
Lord  of  York's  armour. 

York.  Bafe  dunghill  villain,  and  mechanical, 
I'll  have  thy  head  lor  this  thy  traitor's  fpeeeh. 
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do  befeech  your  Royal  MajcOy, 
•*  him  have  ail  the  rigour  or  the  law. 

^ra  Alas,  my  Lord,  hang  me  ,f  ever  I  fake  the 
vords.  M\  acculer  is  my  prentice;  and  when  I  did  cor- 
eel  him  for  his  fault  the  other  day,  he  dd  vow  upon  his 
-nees  he  would  be  even  with  me.  I  have  good  witnefs 
if  thi<-  the.etore  I  befeech  your  Majefly,  do  not  call  a- 
vay  an  honed  man  for  a  villain's  accufat.on.    _ 

K  Henry.  Uncle,  what  (hiil  we  fay  to  this  in  law! 

Glo.  This  doom,  my  Lord,  if  I  may  judge. 
Let  Somerfet  be  Regent  o'er  the  French, 
3ecaufe  in  York  this  breed,  fufpicion. 
\nd  let  thefe  have  a  day  appointed  them 
For  fmgle  combat  in  convenient  place; 
For  he  hath  witnefs  of  his  fervant's  malice. 
This  is  the  law,  and  this  Duke  Humphry's  doom. 

K  Henry.  Then  be  it  fo:  my  Lord  of  Somerfet, 
We  make  your  Grace  Regent  over  the  French. 

Som.  I  humbly  thank  your  Royal  Majefly. 
Arm.  And  I  accept  the  combat  willingly. 
Peter.  Alas!   my  Lord,    I  cannot  fight;    for  Gods 
fake    pity  my  cafe ;  the  fpight  of  man  prevaileth  againft 
me.'    O  Lord,  have  mercy  upon  me!  I  (hall  never  be  a- 

ble  to  fight  a  blow  :    O  Lord,  my  heart!  

Glo    Sirrah,  or  you  mu(t  fight,  or  elfe  be  hangd. 
K-  Henry.   Away  with  them  to  prifon ;    and  the  day  of 
combat  (hall  be  the  laft  of  the  next  month.     Come,  So- 
merfet, we'll  fee  thee  fent  away.  [Flourijb.     Exeunt, 

SCENE     VIII.       The  -witch's  cave. 
Enter  Mother  Jordan,    Hume,    Southwel,    and   Boling- 

brook 

Hume.  Come,  my  mailers;  the  Duchefs,  I  tell  you, 
expects  performance  of  your  promifes. 

Boling  Mailer  Hume,  we  arc  therefore  provided. 
Will  her  Ladylhip  behold  and  hear  our  exorcifms? 

Hume.  Ay,  what  elfe i  fear  not  her  courage. 

Boling.  I  have  heard  her  reported  to  be  a  woman  of  an 
invincible  fpirit ;  but  it  (hall  be  convenient,  Matter  Hume, 
that  you  be  by  her  aloft,  while  we  be  bufy  below ;    and 
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Co  I  pray  you,  go  in  God's  name,  and  leave  us.  [Exit 
Hume.]  Mother  Jordan,  be  proftrate  and  grovel  on  the 
earth;  John  Souihwel,  read  you,  and  let  us  to  our 
work. 

Enter  Eleanor  above. 

Elean.  Well  (aid,    my  m afters,   and  welcome  to  all  I 
to  this  geer.  the  (boner  the  better. 

Boling.    Patience,    good    Lady:     wizards   know   their 
Deep  night,  dark  night,  the  filent  of  the  night*,    [times, 
The  time  of  night  when  Troy  was  fet  on  fire, 
The  time  when  (creech-owls  cry,  and  ban  dogs  howl  ; 
"When  (pints  walk,  and  ghofts  break  up  their  graves; 
That  time  beft  fits  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 
Madam,  fit  you,  and  fear  not ;  whom  we  raiie, 
We  will  make  faft  within  a  hallow'd  verge. 

[Here  they  perform  the  ceremonies,  a*.d  make  the  circle: 
JBolingbrook  or  Sourhwel  reads,  Conjuro  te,  ire. 
It  thunders  and  lightens  terribiy;  then  the  f pint  rifetb. 

Spirit.  Adfum. 

M..  Jord-  Afmuth,  by  the  eternal  God,  whofe  name 
And  power  thou  trembled  at,   tell  what  I  a(k; 
For  till  thou  fpeak,  thou  (halt  not  pafs  from  hence. 

Spirit.  A(k  what  thou  wilt.         That  I  had  faid,    and 
done ! 

Boling.  Firft,  of  the  King  :  what  (hall  of  him  become? 

Spirit.  The  Duke  yet  lives  that  Henry  (hall  depofe; 
But  him  outlive,  and  die  a  violent  death. 

[As  the  Spirit  (peaks,  they  -write  the  anfwer. 

Boling.  Tell  me,    what  fates  await  the  Duke  of  Suf- 
folk? 

Spirit.  By  water  (hall  he  die,  and  take  his  end. 

Boling,  What  (hall  befal  the  Duke  of  Somerfet  ? 

Spirit.  Let  him  (hun  caftles. 
Safer  (hall  he  be  on  the  fandy  plains, 
Than  where  caftles  mounted  ftand. 
Have  done,  for  more  I  hardly  can  endure. 

*  The  filent  of  the  night,   is  a  ckjpcal  exprejion;  and 
means  an  interlanar  night, 

Boling* 
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Boling.  Defcend  to  darknefs,  and  the  burning  lake: 
"alfe  fiend,  avoid!  [Thunder and lightning.    Spirit defeends. 
later  the  Duke  of  York,   and  the  Duke  of  Buckingham, 

vjith  their  guard,  and  break  in. 

York.  Lay  hands  upon  thefe  traitors,  and  their  trafh: 
Icldame,  I  think,  we  watch'd  you  at  an  inch. 
Vhat,  Madam,  are  you  there?  the  King  and  realm 
ire  deep  indebted  for  this  piece  of  pains; 
•ly  Lord  Proteftor  will,  I  doubt  it  not, 
cc  you  well  guerdon'd  for  thefe  good  deferts. 

Elean.  Not  half  fo  bad  as  thine  to  England's  King, 
sjiuicus  Duke,  that  threat'ft  where  is  no  caufe. 

Buck.  True,  Madam,  none  at  all.   What  call  you  this? 
kway  with  them,  let  them  be  clapp'd  up  clofe, 
ind  kept  apart.     You,  Madam,  fhall  with  us. 
tafford,  take  her  to  thee. 
Ve'il  fee  your  trinkets  here  forthcoming  all. 

[Exeunt  Guard  -with  Jordan,  Southwel,  ire, 
'     [York.  Lord  Buckingham,  methinks,  you  watch'd  her 

A  pretty  plot,  well  chofe  to  build  upon.  [well* 

Now  pray  my  Lord,  let's  fee  the  devil's  writ. 

What  have  we  here? 

The  Duke  yet  lives  that  Henry  Jhall  depofe; 

But  him  outlive,  and  die  a  violent  death. 

Why,  this  is  juft,  Aio  te,  JEacida>  Romanos  v'weere  poffe, 

Well,  to  the  reft  : 

Tell  me  what  fate  awaits  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  ? 

By  water  pall  he  die,  and  take  his  end. 

Whar  fhall  betide  the  Duke  of  Somerfet? 

Let  him  Jim n  cajlles. 

Safer  Jhall  he  be  on  the  fandy  plains, 

Than  where  cajlles  mouited  {land.  * 

Come,  con.e,  my  Lords; 

Thefe  oracles  are  hardly  attain'd. 

/ind  hardly  underftood.J 

*  Tlis  repetition  of  the  prophecies,  -which  is  altogether 

tnnecejf.ry,  after  -what  the  fpedators  haa  heard  in  the  fcene 

mmediately  preceding,  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  frji  edition 

tf  this  pU.y.     Mr  Pope. 

'       *  J  *  The 


22  The  Second  Part  of  Act  n.| 

The  King  is  now  in  progrefs  tow'rds  St  Alban's; 
"With  him  the  hufband  of  this  lovely  lady  : 
Thither  go  thefe  news,  as  faft  as  horfe  can  carry  them  ; 
A  forry  breakfsft  for  my  Lord  Proieftor. 

Buck.  Your  Grace  fhall  give   me  leave,  my  Lord  of 
To  be  the  pod,  in  hope  of  his  reward;  [York, 

York.  At  your  pleafiire,  my  good  Lord. 
"Who's  within  there,  ho  ? 

Enter  a  Serving  man. 
Invite  my  Lords  of  Salisbury  and  Warwick, 
To  fup  wiih  me  to-morrow  night.     Away  !        [Exeunt, 

A     C     T       II.         S     C     E     N     E       I. 

At  St  Alban's. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Queen,  Proteflar,  Cardinal,  and  Suf- 
folk, -with  Fauliontfi  hallooing. 
$K  Mar.  T>Elieve  me,  Lords,  for  flying  at  the  brook, 

]LJ   I  faw  not   better  fport  thefe  feven  years' 
Yet,  by  your  leave,  the  wind  was  very  high  [day; 

And,  ten  to  one,  old  Joan  had  not  gone  out. 

K.  Henry   But  what  a  point,  my  Lord,    your  faalcon 
And  what  a  pitch  (he  flew  above  the  reft :  [made  : 

To  fee  how  God  in  all  his  creatures  works! 
Yea,  man  and  birds  are  fain  of  climbing  high. 

Suf.  No  marvel,  an*  it  like  your  Majefty, 
My  Lord  Protector's  hawk  doth  tow'i  fo  well  ; 
They  know,  their  matter  loves  to  be  aloft, 
And  bears  his  thoughts  above  his  faulcon'*  pitch. 

Glo.  My  Lord,  'tis  but  a  bafe  ignoble  mind, 
Thar  mounts  no  higher  than  a  bird  can  foar. 

Car.   I  thought  as  much  he'd  be  above  the  clouds. 

Glo.   Ay,  my  Lord  Card'nal,  how  think  you  by  that  ? 
"Were  it  not  good  your  Grace  cou'd  fly  to  heav'n  ? 

K.  Henry.  The  treafury  of  everlalting  joy  ! 

Cor,   Thy  heaven  is  on  earth,  thine  eyes  and  thoughts 
Benr  on  a  crown,  the  trealute  of  thy  heart: 
Pernicious  Protector,  dangerous  Peer, 
That  fmooih'it  it  ib  with  King  and  common-weal! 

Glo,  What,   Card'nal!   is  your  priefthood  grown  fo 

peremptory  ? 
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peremptory  ?    Tantxne  animis  dgleftibus  irx  ? 
Churchmen  Co  hot?  good  uncle,  hide  fuch  malice. 
With  fuch  holinefs  can  you  not  do  it? 

Suf.  No  malice,  Sir,  no  more  than  well  become! 
5o  good  a  quarrel,  and  Co  bad  a  Peer, 

Clo.  As  who,  my  Lord  ? 

Suf.   Why,  as  yourfclf,  my  Lord  ; 
\n't  like  your  lordly  Lord  Prntrdtorlh'p. 

Clo.  Why,  Suffolk.  England  knows  thine  infulence. 

CA  Mar.   And  thy  ambition,  Glo'fter. 

A'  Henry    I  pray  thee,  peace,  good  Queen  ; 
^nd  whet  not  on  thefe  two  too  furious  Peers, 
•or  blcfTed  are  the  peace-makers  on  earth. 

Car.  Let  me  be  blellcd  for  the  peace  I  make, 
igainft  this  proud  Protector,  with  my  fword? 

Clo.  '.Faith,  holy  uncle,  'would  'twere  come' 
to  that 

Car.  Mairy,  when  thou  dar'ft. 

Clo.  Make  up  no  factious  numbers  for  the 

matter,  ^   [Afiie* 

n  thine  own  perfbn  anfwer  thy  abufe. 

Car.  Ay,  where  thou  dar'A  not  peep:    and 
if  thou  dar'it, 
This  ev'ning  on  the  eaft  fide  of  the  grove. 

K.  Henry    How  now,  my  Lords  ? 

Car.  Believe  me,  coufin  Glo'fter, 
rlad  not  your  man  pot  up  the  fowl  Co  fiiJJenly, 

We'd  had  more  fport Come  with   thy  two-hand 

fword.  [Aftde  to  Gloucester. 

Clo.  True,  uncle. 

Car.  Are  you  advis'd? — The  eaft  fide  of  the  grove? 

Clo.   Cardinal,   I  am  with  you.  [Afide* 

K  Henry.  Why,  how  now,  uncle  Glo'fter  ? 

Glo.  Talking  of  hawking;    nothing  el(e,  my  Lord- 
Mow,  by   God's  mother,    Prk-ft,    I'll  fhave  your  crown 

for  this, 
Or  all  my  fence  mall  fail.  [Afide* 

Car.  [Afide.]  Me  dice,  ie.pf.im. 
Protector,  fee  to't  well,  protect  yourfelf. 

K.  Hcnrj, 
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K.  Henry.  The  winds  grow  high,  (b  do  your  ftomachs, 

How  irkfbme  is  this  mufic  to  my  heart !  [Lords. 

When  fuch  firings  jar,  vihat  hopes  of  harmony? 

I  pray,  my  Lords,  let  me  compound  this  ftrife. 

SCENE     II.       Enter  One,  crying,  A  miracle  I 

Glo.   What  means  this  noife? 
Fellow,  what  miracle  doft  thou  proclaim  ? 

One .  A  miracle,  a  miracle  ! 

Suf.  Come  to  the  King,  and  tell  him  what  miracle. 

One   Forfooih,  a  blind  man  at  St  Alban's  (hriBe,    . 
Within  this  half-hour  hath  receiv'd  his  light  j 
A  man  that  ne'er  faw  in  his  life  before. 

K.  Henry.  Now  God  be  prais'd,  that  to  believing  foul 
Gives  light  in  darknefs,  comfort  in  defpair  ! 
Enter  the  Mayor  of  St  Alban's,  and  hit  brethren,   bearint 

Shnpcox  between  two  in  a  chair,    Simpcox's  wife  fot 

lowing* 

Car.  Here  come  the  townfmen  on  procefl7on, 
Before  your  Highnefs  to  prefent  the  man. 

K.  Henry.  Great  is  his  comfort  in  this  earthly  vale, 
Though  by  his  fight  his  fin  be  multiply'd. 

Glo   Stand  by,  my  matters,    bring  him  near  the  King, 
His  Highnefs'  pleafure  is  to  talk  with  him. 

K.  Henry.  Good  fellow,    tell  us  here  the  circumftance, 
That  we  for  thee  may  glorify  the  Lord. 
What,  hafi  thou  been  long  blind,  and  now  reftor'd? 

Simp.  Born  blind,  an't  pleafe  your  Grace. 

Wife.  Ay,  indeed,  was  he. 

Suf.    What  woman  is  this? 

Wife.  His  wife,  an't  like  your  Worfhip. 

Glo.  Had'ft  thou  been  his  mother,    thou  couldft  have 
better  told. 

K-  Henry.  Where  wert  thou  born  ? 

Simp.  At  Berwick  in  the  north,  an't  like  your  Grace. 

K.  Henry.  Poor  foul!    God's  goodnefs  hath  been  great 
to  thee : 
Let  never  day  or  night  unhallowed  pafs, 
But  ftill  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 

£K  Mar.  Tell  me,  good  fellow,   cam'ft  thou  here  by 
Or  of  devotion,  to  this  holy  fhrine  ?  [chance, 

Sim  ft. 
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Simp.  God  knows  of  pure  devotion  ;  being  callM 
A  hundted  times  and  ottY.er,  in  my  deep 
By  good  Sr.int  Alban  ;  who  (aid,  Simpccx,  come  ; 
Come,  offer  at  my  fhrine,  and  I  will  help  thee. 

Wife-  Moft  true,  for  foot  h  ;  and  many  a  time  and  oft 
MylcH'hdVc  heaid  a  vok<  to  caii  him  fo. 
Cjr.   What,  art  thou  lame? 
Simp.  Ay,  God  Almighty  help  me! 
Suf.  How  cam'ft  thou  foi 
Simp.  A  fall  off  a  tiee. 
Wife.  A  plum-tree,  Matter. 
Glo.  How  long  haft  thou  been  blind  ? 
Simp,   O   born  fo,  Mafter.  * 

G'.o.   What,  and  wouldftclimba  tree? 
Simp.  But  once  in  all  my  life,  when  I  was  a  youth. 
Wife.  Too  true,  and  bought  his  climbing  very  dear. 
Glo.  Mafs,  thou  lov'dft  plums  well  that  wouldft  ven- 
ture fo. 
Simp.  Alas,  good  Sir,  my  wife  dtfir'd  fome  damfons, 
And  made  me  climb  with  danger  of  my  life. 

Glo.   A  fubtlc  knave  !  but  yet  it  fhall  not  ferve: 
Let's  fee  thine  eyes;  wink  now,  now  open  them  : 
In  my  opinion,  yet,  thou  feed  not  well. 

Simp.   Yes,  M  after,    clear  as  day  j    I  thank  God  and 

Saint  Alban. 
Glo.  Say'ft  thcu  me  fo?  what  colour  is  this  cloak  of* 
Simp.  Red,   Mafter,   red  as  blood. 
Glo.    \\  hy,    that's  well  faid.      What  colour  is  my 

gown  of? 
Simp.  Black,  forfboth,  coal-black,  as  jet. 
K,  Hei.ry,   Why  then  thou  know'ft  what  colour  jet 
is  of? 

Suf.  And  yet  I  think  jet  did  he  never  fee. 

Glo.  But  cloaks  and  gowns,  before  thi*  day,  a  many. 

Wife.  Never  before  this  day  in  all  his  lite. 

Glo.  Tell  me,  fnrah,  what's  my  name? 

Strep.  Alas,  Mafter,  I  know  not. 

Glo.   What's  his  name? 

Simp.   I  know  not. 

Glo.  Nor  his? 

Vol.  V.  C  Sim}* 
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Simp.  No,  indeed,   M after. 

Glo.  What's  thine  own  name? 

Simp.  Sounder  Simpcox,  an'  if  it  pleafc  you,  Matter. 

Glo.  Saunder,  fit  there,    the  lying'ft   knave  in  Chri* 
ftendom. 
If  thou  hadft  been  born  blind, 
Thou  might'ft  as  well  know  all  our  names,  as  thus 
To  name  the  feveral  colours  we  do  wear. 
Sight  may  diftinguilh  colours: 
But  fuddenly  to  nominate  tbem  all, 
Jt  is  impuflible. 

My  Lords,  Saint  Alban  here  hath  done  a  miracle: 
Would  ye  not  think  that  cunning  to  be  great, 
That  could  reftcre  this  cripple  to  his  legs? 

Simp.  O  Mafter,  that  you  could! 

Glo.  My  matters  of  Saint  Alban's, 
Have  you  not  beadles  in  your  town, 
And  things  call'd  whips? 

Mayor.  Yes,  my  Lord,  if  it  pleafe  your  Grace. 

Glo*  Then  (end  for  one  prelently. 

Mayor.  Sirrah,  go  fetch  the  beadle  hither  ftraight. 

[Exit  Meffenger. 

Glo.  Now  fetch  me  a  ftool  hither.  Now,  firrah,  if 
you  mean  to  fave  yourfelf  from  whipping,  leap  me  over 
this  ftool,  and  run  away. 

Simp.  Alas,  Mafter,  I  am  not  able  to  ftand  alone :  you 
go  about  to  torture  me  in  vain. 

Enter  a  Beadle  -with  whips. 

Glo.  Well,  Sir,  we  mult  have  you  find  your  legs. 
Sirrah,  beadle,  whip  him  till  he  leap  over  that  fame 
ftool. 

Bead.  I  will,  my  Lord.  Come  on,  furah,  off  with 
your  doublet  quickly. 

Simp.  Alas,  Mafter,  what  lhall  I  do  ?  I  am  not  able 
to  ftand. 

[sifter  the  beadle  hath  hit  him  once,  he  leaps  over  the 
ftool  and  runs  aivay  j  and  they  folUwt  and  cry,  A 
miracle ! 

K.  Henry.  O  God,  fee(l  thou  this,  and  bear'ft  fo  long! 

Queen%  h  made  me  laugh  to  fee  the  villain  run. 

*~  Gb. 
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Glo.  Follow  the  knave,  and  take  this  drab  away. 

Wife.  Alas,  Sir,  we  did  it  for  pure  need. 

Glo   Let  them  he  whipp'd  through  every  market-town, 
till  they  come  to  Be.  wick,  from  whence  they  came. 

[Exit  Beadle  -with  the  -woman. 

Car.  Duke  Humphry  has  done  a  miracle  to  day. 

Suf.  True;  made  the  lame  to  leap,  and  fly  away. 

Glo.  But  you  have  done  more  miracles  than  I  ;    x 
You  made  in  a  day,  my  Lord,  whole  towns  to  fly. 
SCENE     III.       Enter  Buckingham. 

K.Hoiry.  What  tidings  with  our  coufin  Buckingham,1 

Buck.  Such  as  my  heart  doth  tremble  to  unfold: 
A  fort  of  naughty  perfens,  lewdly  bent, 
Under  the  countenance  and  confederacy 
Of  Lady  Eleanor,  the  Protector's  wife, 
(The  ringleader  and  head  of  all  this  rout}, 
Have  pracTis'd  dang'roufly  againft  your  (late; 
Dealing  with  witches  and  with  conjurers, 
"Whom  we  have  apprehended  in  the  fact, 
Raifing  up  wicked  fpirits  from  under  ground; 
Demanding  of  King  Henry's  life  and  death, 
And  other  of  your  Highnefs'  privy  council, 
As  more  at  large  your  Grace  ihall  underlfand. 

Car.  And  fo,  my  Lord  Protector,  by  this  means 
Your  lady  is  forthcoming,  yet  at  Lonion 
This  news  I  think  h3th  turn'd  youi  weapon's  edge. 
'Tis  1  ke,  my  Lord,  you  will  not  keep  your  hour. 

[A fide  to  Glourcfter. 

Glo.  Ambitious  churchman  !  leave  t'  afflict  my  heart ! 
Sorrow  and  grief  have  vanquilh'd  all  my  powers; 
And  vanqmin'd  as  I  am,  1  yield  to  thee, 
Or  to  the  meaneft  groom. 

K.  Henry.  O  God,  what  mifchiefs  work  the  wicked  ones. 
Heaping  confufion  on  their  own  heads  thereby! 

Q^een.  Glo'ller,  fee  here  the  tainture  of  thy  nefl, 
And  look  thyfelf  be  faultlefs,  thou  wert  heft. 

Glo.   Madam,  for  myfelf,  to  Heav'n  I  do  appeal, 
How  I  have  lov'd  my  King  and  common-weal: 
And  for  my  wife,  I  know  not  how  it  ftandst 
Sorry  am  I  to  bear  what  I  have  heard  .' 

C  2  Nob!? 
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"Noble  Ine  is ;  but  if  the  have  forgot 

Honour  and  virtue,  and  convers'd  with  fuch 

As,  like  to  pitch,  defile  Nobility  ; 

.1  banifh  her  my  bed  and  company, 

And  give  her  as  a  pray  to  law  and  fhame, 

That  hath  di(honout\i  Gio'fier's  honeft  name. 

K.  Henry.  Well,  for  this  night  we  will  rcpo/e  us  here; 

To-morrow  toward  London  back  again, 

To  look  into  this  bufineis  thoroughly, 

And  call  theft  f>ul  offenders  to  their  anfwers  ; 

And  poife  the  caufe  in  Juflice'  equal  fcales, 

Whole  beam  (lands  fure,  whofe  rightful  caufe  prevails. 

[Ehunfo.     Exeunt. 

SCENE     IV.      Changes  to  the  Duke  of  York's  palace. 
Enter  York,  Salisbury,    and  Warwick. 
York.   Now,  my  good  Lords  of  Salisbury  and  Warwick, 

Our  fimple  fijpper  ended,  give  me  leave, 
3n  this  clofe  walk  to  fatisfy  myfelf, 
In  craving  your  opinion  of  my  title, 

Which  is  infallible,   to  England's  crown. 

Sal.  My  Lord,   I  long  to  hear  it  thus  at  full. 
War.  Sweet  York,  begin;  and  if  thy  claim  be  good, 
The  Nevills  are  thy  fubjects  to  command. 

York.   Then  thus  : 
Edward  the  Third,   my  Lords,  had  (even  fbns: 
The  firrt,  Edward  the  Black  Prince,  Prince  of  Wales; 
The  Jecond,    William  of  Hatfield  ;  and  the  third, 
Lionel  Duke  of  Clarence;  next  to  whom 
"Was  J)hn  of;  Gaunt,  the  Duke  of  Lancafter; 
The  fifth  was  Edmond  Langley,    Duke  of  York  ; 
The  fixth,  was  Thomas  of  Woodil>ck  Duke  of  Glo'fler ; 
William  of  W/ndfor  was  the  (cventh  and  laft. 
Edward  the  Black  Prince  dy'd  before  his  father, 
And  !«fc  behind  him  Richard,  his  only  fbn, 
Who,  after  Edward  the  third's  death,  reign'd  King; 
Till  Henry  Bolingbroke,  Duke  of  Lancaster, 
The  elded:  (on  and  heir  of  John  of  Gaunt, 
Crown'd  by  the  name  of  Henry  the  Fourth, 
Seiz'd  on  the  reaim ;  depos'd  the  rightful  King; 
Sent  his  poor  Queen  to  France  from  whence  (he  came, 

And 
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And  him  to  Pomfret ;  where,  as  all  you  know, 
Harmlefs  King  Richard  trait'roufly  was  murther'd. 

War.  Father,  the  Duke  hath  told  the  truth. 
Thus  got  the  houfe  of  Lancafter  the  crown. 

Yrk.  Which  now  they  hold  by  force,  and  not  by  right ; 
For  Richard   the  firit  fon's  heir  being  dead, 
The  ifliie  of  the  next  fon  (hould  have  reign'd. 

Sal.  But  William  of  Hatfield  dy'd  without  an  heir. 

York.  The  third  fon,    Duke  of  Clarence,    from  whole 
I  claim  the  crown,  had  ifTue  Philippe,  a  daughter,      [line 
Who  married  Edmund  Mortimer,  Earl  of.  March. 
Edmond  haJ  ifliie;  Roger  Earl  of  March  •• 
Ro^er  had  ilTue ;  Edmond,  Anne,  and  Eleanor. 

Sal.  This  Edmond,  in  the  reign  of  Bolingbroke, 
As  I  have  read,  laid  claim  unto  the  crown; 
And,  but  for  Owen  Glendower,  had  been  King; 
Who  kept  him  in  captivity  till  he  dy'd. 
But  to  the  reft— — — 

York.  His  eldeft  fifter,  Anne, 
My  mother,  being  heir  unto  the  crown, 
Married  Richard  Earl  of  Cambridge, 
Who  was  the  f  >n  to  Edmond  Langley, 

Edward  the  Third's  fifth  Con. 

By  her  I  claim  the  kingdom;  (he  was  heir 
To  Roger  Earl  of  March,  who  was  the  ion 
Of  Edmond  Mortimer,  who  married  Philippe, 
Sole  daughter  unto  Lionel  Duke  of  Clarence. 
So,  if  the  ilTue  of  the  elder  (on 
Succeed  before  the  younger,  I  am  King. 

War.  What  plain  proceeding  is  more  plain  than  this? 
Henry  doth  claim  the  crown  from  John  of  Gaunt, 
The  fourth  (on;   York  here  claims  it  from  the  third. 
Till  Lionel's  ilTue  fail,  his  (hculd  not  reign; 
It  fails  not  yet,  but  flourifheth  in  thee, 
And  in  thy  fons,  fair  flips  of  fuch  a  flock. 
Then,  fa  her  Salisbury,  kneel  we  together, 
And  in  this  private  plot  be  wc  the  firft, 
That  (hall  falute  our  rightful  Sovereign 
"With  honour  of  his  birthright  to  the  crown. 

C  1  SfiiK 
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Both.  Long   live   our    Sov'reign    Richard,    England's 

King ! 
York.  We  thank  you,  Lords  :  but  I  am  not  your  King 
Till  I  be  crown'd  ;  and  that  my  fword  be  ftain'd 
With  heart-Mood  of  the  houfe  of  Lancafter  : 
And  that's  not  fuddenly  to  be  perform'd, 
But  with  advice  and  filent  fecrecy. 
Do  you,  as  I  do,  in  thtfe  dang'rous  days, 
AVink  at  the  Duke  of  Suffolk's  infolence, 
At  Beaufort's  pride,  at  Somerfet's  ambition, 
At  Buckingham,   and  all  the  crew  of  them  ; 
Till  they  have  fnar'd  the  fhepherd  of  the  flock, 
That  virtuous  prince,    the  good  Dcke  Humphry  : 
'Tis  that  they  feek,   and  they  in  feeking  that 
Shall  feek  their  deaths,    if  Yo  k  can  prophefy. 

Sal.  My  Lord,  here   break  we   off;  we  know   your 

mind. 
War.  My  heart  affures  me,  that  the  Earl  of  Warwick 
Shall  one  day  make  the  Duke  of  York  a  King. 

York.   And,  Nevil,    this  I  do  afTure  myfelf: 
Richard  fhall  live  to  make  the  Earl  of  Warwick 
The  greatefl  man  in  England,    but  the  King.       [Exeunt. 

SCENE    V.      Changes  to  a  houfe  near  to  Smithfield. 
Sound  trumpets.     Enter  King  Henry,  Qjeen>  and  Nobles; 
the   Duchefs,    Mother  Jordan,    Southwel,    Hume,  and 
.Bolingbrook,  under  guard. 

K.   Henry.    Stand    forth,    Dame    Eleanor   Cobham, 
Glo'fler's  wife. 
In  fight  of  God  and  us  your  guilt  is  great ; 
Receive  the  (enrence  of  the  law  for  fins, 
Such  as  by  God's  book  are  adjudged  to  death. 
You  four  from  hence  to  prifbn,    back  again; 
From  thence  unto  the  place  of  execution  ; 
The  witch  in  Smithfield  fhall  be  burnt  to  afhes, 
And  you  three  fhall  be  ftrangled  on  the  gallows. 
You,  Madam,  for  you  are  more  nobly  born, 
Defpoiled  of  your  honour  in  your  life, 
Shall  after  three  days  open  penance  done, 
Live  in  your  country  here,  in  banifhment, 
With  Sir  John  Stanley,  in  the  ifle  of  Man, 

Ekan, 
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mean.  Welcome  is  exile,  wS^lTSiS  ^^i- 

Glo.    The  law,   rhou  feed,  hath  judg'd  thee,  Eleanor, 

T  cannot  iulUfv  whom  law  condemns.  ..^.J^f 

I  cannot  j       y  ^  ^^  ^  %u  ^        J|wr<jW. 

Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  my  heart  of  gnet. 

Ah     Humphry  !  this  dimonour  in  thine  age 

Will  bring  thy  head  with  forrow  to  the  ground. 

I  befeech  your  Majefty,  give  me  leave  to  go; 

Sorrow  would  folace,    and  my  age  would  «£• 

iK.  Henry.    Stay,    Humphry    Duke  of  Glo  tor,   ere 

Give  up  thy  Staff:    Henry  will  to  himfelr  fcWOU  go* 

Proteflor  be,   and  God  (hall  be  my  hope, 

Mv  (lay,  my  guide,  and  Unthorn  to  my  feet. 

And  go'in  peac8e,  Humphry,   no  lefs  belov  d 

Than  when  thou  wcrt  Prottclor  to  thy  King. 

Q.  Mar.  I  fee  no  reafon  why  a  King  of  years 
Should  be  to  be  protected  like  a  ch.ld :  _ 

God  and  King  Henry  govern  England  s  realm  . 

Give  up  your  llafT,  Sir,  and  the  King,  his  realm. 
Glo    My  (larT?  here,  noble  Henry,  is  my  ftafii 

As  willingly  do  I  the  fame  refign, 

As  e'er  thy  father  Henry  made  it  mine  ; 

And  even  as  willing  at  thy  feet  1  leave  it, 

As  others  would  ambitioufly  receive  it. 

Farewel,  aood  King;  when  I  am  dead  and  gone, 

May  honourable  peace  attend  thy  throne.^  ^^ 

'  £.  Mar.   Why,   now  is  Henry  King,    and  Marg'ret 

Queen.  -         ,.    r.c 

And  Humphry  Duke  of  Glo'fter  fcarcc him  felt, 
That  bears  Co  forewd  a  maim  ;  two  pulls  at  once; 
H.s  Lady  baniuYd,  and  a  limb  lopp'd  off: 
This  ftaff  of  honour  raught,  there  let  it  ftand, 
Where  ben  it  fits  to  be,  in  Henry's  hand. 

Suf.  Thus  droops  this  lofty  pine,  and  hangs  h.s  fprays; 
Thus  Eleanor's  p.ide  dies  in  her  younger  days.  _ 

York.  Lords,  let  him  go.     Pleafe  it  your  Majefly, 
This  is  the  day  appointed  for  the  combat, 
And  ready  are  th'  appellant  and  defendant. 
The  armourer  and  his  man  to  enter  the  lifts; 

£0 
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So  pleafe  your  Highnefs  to  behold  the  fight 

I  Jrrfhf'  Ay'  g°'i  myLord>   f^  Purpofely  therefore 
Left  I  the  court,  to  fee  this  quarrel  try'd 

K.  Henry.  A'  God's  name,    fee  the   lifts  and  all  thin2s 
Here  let  them  end  ,t,  and  God  guard  the  right !         ffif . 
Tork.  I  never  faw  a  fellow  worfe  beftead,  L     ' 

Or  more  afra.d  to  fight  than  is  th'  appellant ! 
The  fervant  of  the  armourer,  my  Lord*. 
S     C     £     N     £      Vf. 
Enter  at  me  door  the  armourer  and  bis  neighbours,  drinkin* 
to  htm  fi  much  that  he  is  drunk;    and  he  enter]   Jtthi 
drum  before  km    and  bis  ftaff>  ruitb  a  fand-bag  faflcJd 
to  tt    ;  and  *t  the  other  door  his  man,  -with  a  drum  aid 
fand-bag,  and  prentices  driving  to  him. 

o  LN,7r  tHere'  "eighb°Ur  Horner<    l  drit*  to  you  in 
ITeSJfr''    "*  *"  "*    "^ur,    you  ^  do 

*zzo1?ei&h'  And  ^^  ndShbour>    h^'s  *  cup  of  char. 

3  Neigh.  And  here's  a  pot  of  good  double  beer,  neish. 
bour ;  drink,  and  fear  not  your  man.  g 

>nf:Zjo?LCr'   "^    ^  Til  Plc%youall; 
fraid.^*'  "'^  ?eter'    *  dn'nk  t0  thce'    and  be  ™  a* 

tZ3?™;^  m?ty'r  Peter'    and  fear  not  thy  marten 
fight  for  the  credit  of  the  prentices.  ' 

Peter.    I  thank  you  all;    drink   and  pray  for  me     I 

fhrayy°M;   f0LUbn^th^  ^ken  myP|art  draughun 
this  workT     Here    Rob;D,    lf  r   dl       /  iye  thee    *  '£ 

p  on;    and,  W.ll,    thou  fhalt  have  my8 hammer  ;  Ld 
here,  Tom,    take  all  the  money   that  I  have.     O  Lord 
blefs  me  I  pray  God;    for  I  am"  never  able  to  deal  w  th 
my  maOer,  he  hath  learn'd  io  much  to  fence  already 
Sal.  Come,  leave  your  drinking,  and  fall  to  blows. 

*«  I  f/'  aTTSUlg  t0  the  oU  h™  °f  d**h  Knights  -were 
to  fight  wtb  the  lance  and  fioord;  f0  thofe  of  inferior  raik 

%$b  Zt /  'vbT  M°r  haUo>n<    ^  the  farther  end  of 
vbicb  vusjix'd  a  bag  crammed  bard  -with  faiid.  J 

Sirrah, 
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irrah,  what's  thy  name  ? 
Peter.  Peter,  forfooth. 
Sal.  Peter?  what  more? 

sTnffl  then  fee  thou  thump  thy  mailer  well. 
Ji hm     M-flers,  I  am  come  hither  as  ,t  were  upon  my 

X  my^.A  I  n.  " t^t  him  any  ill,  nor  the  Kin& 
wtheOueen;  and  therefore.  Peter,  have  at  thee  wuh 
Tdown^ht  blow,    as  Be*  of  Southampton  fell  upon 

^lorT'o^ch  :  th«  knave's  tongue  begins  to  double. 
Sound  irumPets;ala^.the^^^^^ 

Am  Hold,  Peter,  hold,    I  confefs,  I  confefs  treafon. 

York.    Take  away  his  weapon:    fellow,  thank   God, 
and  the  eood  wine  in  thy  matter's  way. 

Prt,r.8OGod.   have  I  overcome  mine  enemy .nA* 
O  Peter,  thou  haft  prevailed  in  r:.ght.  [p  efence. 

K  £**  Go,  take  hence  that  tra< tor  from  oar  fight, 
For  by  his  death  ■  we  do  perceive  his  guilt. 
M,d  God  in  juftice  hath  reveal  d  to  us 
The  troth  and  innocence  of  this  poor  fellow 
Which  he  hath  thought  to  murder  wrongfully. 
Come,  fellow,  folow  .*r  *,  ^  pJM 

Enter  Duke  Humphry  and  his  men,  U  mourmr.g  cloaks. 

Glo.  Thus  fomeSmi  hath  the  brghtelt  day  •   cloud; 
And,  after  fummer,  evermore  (ncceeds 
The  barren  u  inter  with  his  nipping  cold  : 
So  cares  and  joys  abound,  as  fcafoos  fleet. 
Sirs,  what'*  a  clock? 

S-.'V.  Ten,  my  Lord. 

Glo.  Ten  is  the  hour  that  was  appointed  me, 
To  watch  the  com.ng  of  my  pumlVd  Duchels: 

•  death,  for  defeat.    Becaufe  by  the  laws  of  fads,  be 
that  was  defeated,  -was  executed  in  confequence  oj  *  ^^ 
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Unneath  may  (he  endure  the  flinty  rtreets, 

To  'read  ri.tm  wirh  her  tender- feeling  feet. 

Sweet  Neil,  ill  can  thy  nob!e  mind  a -brook 

The  abjea  people  gazing  on  thy  face, 

With  envious  looks  ftilj  laughing  at  thy  frame. 

That  erfl-  did  follow  thy  proud  chariot  wheel*, 

When  thou  didrt  ride  in  tnumph  th.ro'  the  rtreets. 

But  fofr!  I  think  (he  comes;  and  I'll  prepare 

My  trar.ftam'd  eves  to  fee  her  miferies. 

Enter  the  Duckf,  in  a  white  Jhm,  and  a  taOer  burning  in 
her  hand,  with  Sir  John  Stanley,  a  Sheriff  and  Of, 
peer  i.  M  J 

Serv.  So  pleafe  your  Grace,    we'll  take  her  from  the 

Sheriff. 
Glo,  No,  rtir  not  for  your  lives,  let  her  pafs  by. 
Mean.  Come  you,  my  Lord,  to  fee  my  open  frame? 
Now  thop  dot!  penance  too.     Look,  how  they  gaze  ' 
See  how  the  giddy  multitude  do  point, 
And  nod  their  heads,  and  throw  their  eyes  on  thee  ' 
Ah,  Glo'fter  hide  thee  from  their  hateful  looks- 
And  in  thy  clofet  pent  uPi  rue  my  fr, me, 
And  ban  our  enemies   both  mine,  and  thine. 
Gh.  Be  patient,  gentle  Ne  11 ;  forget  this  grief. 
hkn-t..    Ah  !  Glo'ifer.  reach  me  to  forget  myfelf- 
For  Ahi'ft  I  think  I  am  rhy  married  wife, 
A:d  thou  a  prince,  Proteclor  of  this  land, 
Methmks  I  fh^r-ld  not  thus  be  led  along 
Mail'd  up  in  fhzn.c;  *i.-h  papers  on  ny  back- 
And  follow'd  with  a  rabble,  that  rejoice 
To  fee  my  tears.  ,nd  hear  my  deep-fetch'd  groans, 
Th.  ruthkfj  flint  doth  cut  my  tender  fat  • 
And  when  I  lb  it  the  cruel  pcopie  laugh,    ' 
And  bid  me  be  advjfed  how  1  tread. 
Ah!   Humphry,  can  I  bear  this  (hameful  yoke > 
Trow'fl  thou  that  e'er  I'll  look  upon  the  world/ 
Or  c  >unt  them  happy  that  enjoy  the  fun  ? 
No:  dark  (hall  be  my  light,  and  night  my  day. 
To  think  upon  my  pomp  frail  be  my  hell. 
Sometime  111  fay,  I  am  Duke  Humphry's  wife. 
And  he  a  piince,  and  ruler  of  the  Jand  : 

Yet 
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ret  To  he  rul'J,    and  fuch  a  prince  he  was, 

That  he  Hood  by,   whilA  I,  his  forlorn  Duchefs, 

>Vas  made  a  wonder  and  a  pointing  ftock 

To  evety  idle,  rafcal  follower. 

Jut  be  thou  mild,  and  blufh  not  at  my  Iharnc, 

^or  ttir  at  nothing,  till  the  ax  of  death 

-Jang  over  thee,  as,  fure,  it  flionly  will. 

Tor' Suffolk  (he  that  can  do  all  in  all 

With  her  that  hattth  thee  and  hates  us  all), 

\nd  York,  and  impious  Beaufort,   that  falie  pried, 

Have  all  lim'd  bufhes  to  betray  thy  wings; 

*nd  fly  thou,  how  thou  can'lt,  they'll  tangle  thee  : 

Bui  fear  not  thou  until  thy  foot  be  fnar'd, 

STot  never  feek  prevention  of  thy  foes. 

Glo.  Ah,  Nell,  forbear ;  thou  aimtft  all  awry. 
[  muft  cfTcnd  before  I  be  attainted  : 
And  had  1  twenty  times  fo  many  foes, 
And  each  of  them  had  twenty  times  their  power, 
All  theie  could  not  procure  me  any  fcathe, 
So  long  as  I  am  loyal,  true,  and  crimelefs. 
Wouldfl  have  me  refcue  thee  from  this  reproach  ? 
Why,  yet  thy  fcandal  we.e  not  wip'd  away; 
But  I  in  danger  for  the  breach  of  law. 
Thy  greatcO  help  is  quiet,  gentle  Nell : 
I  pray  th.-e,  foit  thy  heart  to  patience; 
Thefe  few  days'  wonder  will  be  quickly  worn. 
Enter  a  Herald. 

her     I  fummon  your  Grace  to  his  Majefty's  parlia- 
ment holdcn  at  Bury,  the  fnft  of  this  next  month. 

Glo    And  my  confent  ne'er  afk'd  herein  before? 
This  is  cloie  dealing.     Well,  I  will  be  there. 

[Exit  Herald, 
My  Nell,  I  take  my  leave;  and,  Matter  Sheriff, 
Let  not  her  penance  exceed  the  King's  commifiion. 

Sber.  An't   pleafe  your   Grace     here  roy  commifiion 
And  Sir  John  Stanley  is  appointed  now,  [flays : 

To  take  her  with  him  to  the  Iflc  of  Man. 

Glo.  Muft  you,  Sir  John,  protect  my  Lady  here? 

Stan.    So  am   I  giv'n  in  charge,    may't  pleafe  your 

Grace. 

Glo, 


: 
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do.  Intreat  her  not  theworfe  in  that  I  pray 
You  ufe  her  well ;  the  world  may  laugh  again; 
And  I  may  live  to  do  you  kindnefs,  if 
Ycu  do  it  her:  and  fo,  Sir  John,  farcwel. 

Elean.  What  gone,  my  Lord,  and  bid  me  not  farewel 
Clo.  Witnefs  my  tears,  I  cannot  flay  to  fpeak. 

[Exit  Glouceffei 
.,  Elean.  Art  thou  gone  too;  a!J  comfort  go  with  thee/ 
For  none  alrdes  with  me;  my  joy  is  death; 
Death,  at  whofe  name  I  oft  have  been  afraid, 
Becaufe  I  wifo'd  this  world's  eternity. 
Stanley,  I  pr'ythce.  go  and  take  me  hence, 
I  care  not  whither,  for  I  beg  no  favour; 
Only  convey  me  where  thou  art  commanded. 

Stan.  Why,  Madam  that  is  to  the  Ifle  of  Man; 
There  to  be  us'd  according  to  your  ftate. 

Elean.   That's  bad  enough,  for  I  am  but  reproach : 
And  (hall  I  then  be  us'd  reproachfully.' 

Han.  No;   iike  a  Duchefs,  and  Duke  Humphry's  lady  1 
According  to  that  Hate  you  (hall  be  us'd.  I 

Elean    Sheriff,  farewel,  and  better  than  I  fare* 
Although  thou  haft  been  conduct  of  my  (heme. 

Sber.  It  is  my  office  ;   Madam,   pardon  me. 

Elean.  Ay,  ay,  farewel,  thy  office  is  difcharo'd. 
Come,  Stanley    (hall  we  go? 

Stan.    Madam,    your  penance  done,    throw   off  this 
And  go  we  to  attire  ycu  for  our  journey.  ffheef 

Elean   My  fhame  will  not  be  (h  if  ted  with  my  fhcet : 
No,  it  will  hang  upon  my  richeft  robes, 
And  (hew  itfelf,  attire  me  how  i  ran. 
Co,   lead  the  way,  I  long  to  fee  my  prifon.  [Exeunt. 

ACT      III.        SCENE      I. 
At  Bury. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Queen,  Cardinal,  Suffolk,  Yoiki 
Buckingham,  Salifbuiy,  and  Warwick,  to  the  par  fa- 
me m. 

K.  henry.  T  Mufe  my  Lord  of  Glo'fter  is  not  come: 

X  Tis  not  his  wont  to  be  the  hiudmoft  man, 

Whatc'er 
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Vhate'er  occafion  keeps  him  from  us  now. 

0^   Mar    Can  you  not  lee  ?  or  will  you  not  obferve 
The  itrangenefs  of  his  alter'd  countenance  ? 
.Vith  what  a  majefly  he  bears  himfelf, 
low  in(b!ent  of  late  he  is  become, 
low  peremptory  and  unlike  himfelf! 
Ve  know  the  time  fmce  he  was  mild  and  affable; 
Ind  if  we  did  but  glance  a  far-off  look, 
mmediately  he  was  upon  his  knee; 
That  all  the  court  admir'd  him  for  fubmiffion. 
Jut  meet  him  now,  and  be  it  in  the  morn, 
iVhen  ev'ry  one  will  give  the  time  of  day, 
-Je  knits  his  brow,  and  (hews  an  angry  eye, 
^nd  paffeth  by  with  ftiff  unbowed  knee, 
Difdaining  duty  that  to  us  belongs. 
Imall  curs  are  not  regarded  when  they  grin  j 
3ut  great  men  tremble  when  the  lion  roars, 
\nd  Humphry  is  no  little  man  in  England, 
rirft  note,  that  he  is  near  you  in  defcent; 
\nd  mould  you  fall,  he  is  the  next  will  mount. 
Me  feemeth  then    it  is  no  policy, 
Refpecting  what  a  rancV  us  mind  he  bears, 
And  his  advantage  following  your  deceafe), 
That  he  (h  u\d  come  about  your  royal  perfon, 
3r  be  admitted  to  your  Kighnefs'  council. 
By  flnr'ry  hath  he  won  the  commons'  hearts  : 
And  when  he'll  pleaie  to  make  commotion, 
'Tis  to  be  fcr'd  they  all  will  follow  him. 
Now  'tis  the  fpring,  and  weeds  are  mallow  rooted, 
Suffer  them  now,  and  they'll  o'ergrow  the  garden, 
And  choke  the  herbs  for  want  of  hufbandry. 
The  leverent  care  I  bear  unto  my  Lord, 
Made  me  c ■•Heft  thefe  danger?  in  the  Duke. 
If  it  he  fonu.  call  it  a  woman's  fear  : 
Which  fear,  if  belter  reafns  can  fupp'ant, 
1  will  lubfcnbe,  and  fay,  I  wrong'd  the  Duke. 
My  Lords  of  SufJulk,  Buckingham,  and  York, 
Repir.ve  m\  allegation ,  if  you  can, 
Or  elfe  coi •■  ;ude  i.y  word?  crKclual. 

Suf.  Weil  hath  your  Highnefs  feen  into  this  Duke. 

Vol.  IV.  D  And 
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And  had  I  firft  been  put  to  fpcak  my  mind, 
I  think  I  fhould  have  toid  your  Grace's  tale. 
The  Duchefs,  by  his  fubordination, 
Upon  my  life,  began  her  devilifh  practices • 
Or  if  he  were  not  privy  to  thofe  faults,      * 
Yet,  by  reputing  of  his  high  defcent, 
As  next  the  King  he  was  fucccffive  heir. 
And  fuch  high  vaunts  of  his  nobility, 
Did  inftigate  the  bedlam  brain  fick  Duchefs, 
By  wicked  means  to  frame  our  Sov'reign's  fall. 
Smooth  runs  the  water  where  the  brook  is  deep, 
And  in  his  flmple  ihew  he  harbours  treaibn. 
The  fox  baks  not  when  he  would  flea!  the  lamb, 
No,  no,  my  Sovereign  ;  Glo'fter  is  a  man 
Unfounded  yet,  and  full  of  deep  deceit. 

Car.  Did  he  not,  contrary  to  form  of  law, 
Devife  flrangc  deaths  for  fmall  offences  done? 
Tork.  And  did  he  not,  in  his  protetlorfhip, 
Levy  great  fums  of  money  through  .he  realm 
For  foldiers'  pay  in  France,  and  never  fent  it  ? 
By  means  whereof  the  towns  each  day  revolted. 

«/?"?*  •Tut'  thcfe  are  Petfy  fau,ts  to  fau,ts  unknown. 
Which  time  will  bring  to  light  in  fmooth  Duke  Hum- 
phry. 

K.  Henry.   My  Lords,  at  once ;   the  care  you  have  of 
us, 
To  mow  down  thorns  that  would  annoy  our  foot, 
Is  worthy  praife.     But  fhall  I  fpeak  my  confcience  ? 
Our  kinfman  Glo'fler  is  as  innocent 
From  meaning  treafon  to  our  royal  perfon, 
As  is  the  fucking  lamb  or  harmlefs  dove. 
The  Duke  is  virtuous,  mild,  and  too  well  given 
To  dream  on  evil,  or  to  work  my  downfal. 
j£,  Mar,  Ah  1    what's  more  dang'rous  than  this  fond 
affiance  ? 
Seems  he  a  dove  ?  his  feathers  are  but  borrow'd; 
For  he's  difpofed  as  the  hateful  raven. 
Is  he  a  Kimb  ?  his  fkin  is  furely  lent  him  ; 
For  he's  inclin'd  as  is  the  ravenous  wolf. 
Who  cannot  Ileal  a  fhape,  that  means  deceit  ? 

Take 
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Take  heed,  my  Lord  ;  the  welfare  of  us  all 
Hangs  on  the  cutting  fhort  that  fraud ful  man, 
Enter  Some-let. 
Som.  All  health  unto  my  gracious  Sovereign  ! 
K.Henry,  Welcome,  Lord  Some rlct;  what  news  from 
France  ? 
"  Som.  That  all  your  ir.tVeft  in  thofe  territories 
[s  utterly  bereft  you  ;  all  is  loft. 
K.  Henry.  Cold  news,  Lord  Somerfjt;    but  God  s  will 

be  done  ! 
T  rk.  Cold  news  for  me  :  for  I  had  hope  of  France, 
As  fi  mly  as  I  hope  for  fertile  England. 
Thus  arc  my  Moflbm;  blafted  in  the  bud, 
And  caterpillars  eat  my  leaves  away. 
But  I  will  rcnud)  th.?  gear  ere  long, 
Or  fell  my  tide  for  a  glorious  grave.  [dfidc. 

SCENE    II.     Enter  Gloueefter. 
Glo.   All  happinefs  unto  my  Lord  the  King! 
Pardon,  my  Liege,  that  I  have  (laid  fo  long. 

Suf.  Nay,  Glo'fter,  know,  that  thou  art  come  too  foon, 
TJnlefs  thou  wert  more  loyal  than  thou  art. 
I  do  arrcrt  thee  of  high  treafon  here. 

Glo-  Well,  Suffolk,  yet  thou  fhalt  not  fee  me  blufh, 
Nor  change  my  countenance  for  this  arreft. 
A  heart  unfpotted  is  not  cafily  daunted. 
The  pureft  fpiing  is  not  fo  free  from  mud, 
As  1  am  clear  fiom  treafon  to  my  Sovereign. 
Who  can  accufe  me?    wherein  am  I  guilty  ? 

York.  'Tis  thought,  my  Lord,  that  you  took  bribes  of 
France  ; 
And,  being  Proteclor,  (laid  the  foldiers'  p3y  : 
By  means  whereof  his  Highnefs  hath  loft  France. 

Glo,  Is  it  but  thought  ib>  what  are  they  that  think  it? 
I  ne-  er  robbM  rhe  fddiers  of  their  pay, 
Nor  ever  had  one  penny  bribe  from  France. 
So  help  me  God,  as  I  have  watch'd  the  night, 
Ay,  night  by  night,  in  fludying  good  for  England  ! 
That  doit  that  e'er  I  wrefted  from  the  King, 
Or  any  groat  I  hoarded  to  my  ufe, 
Be  brought  againft  me  at  my  trial-day  ! 

D  2  No; 
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No ;  many  a  pound  of  my  own  proper  flore, 
Becaufe  I  would  not  tax  the  needy  commons, 
Have  J  difbuifed  to  the  garrifbns, 
And  never  afk'd  for  restitution. 

Car.  It  ferves  you  well,  my  Lord,  to  fay  fo  much. 

Glou.  I  fay  no  more  than  truth;  Co  help  me  God  ! 

York  In  your  proteftorfhip  you  did  devife 
Strange  tortures  for  offenders,  never  heard  of, 
That  England  was  defam'd  by  tyranny. 

Glou.  Why,  'Tis  well  known,  that,  whiles  I  was  Pro- 
Pity  was  all  the  fault  that  was  in  me  :  [teftor, 
For  I  mould  melt  at  an  offender's  tears, 
And  lowly  words  were  ranfom  for  their  fault. 
Unlefs  it  were  a  bloody  murtherer, 
Or  foul  felonious  thief  that  flsee'd  poor  paflengers, 
I  never  gave  them  condign  punifhment. 
Murther,  indeed,  that  bloody  fin,  I  tortur'd 
Above  the  felon,  or  what  trefpafs  elfe. 

Suf.  My  Lord,  thefe  faults  are  eafy,  quickly  anfwerM ; 
But  mightier  crimes  are  laid  unto  your  charge, 
"Whereof  you  cannot  eafily  purge  yourfelf. 
I  do  arreft  you  in  his  Highnefs'  name, 
And  here  commit  you  to  my  Lord  Cardinal 
To  keep,  until  your  further  time  of  trial. 

K.  Henry.  My  Lord  of  Glo'rter,  'tis  my  fpecial  hope, 
That  you  will  clear  yourfelf  from  all  fuipicion; 
My  confcicnce  tells  me  you  are  innocent. 

Glou.  Ah,  gracious  Lord    thefe  days  are  dangerous. 
Virtue  is  chok'd  with  foul  ambition, 
And  Charity  chas'd  hence  by  Rancour's  hand. 
Foul  Subornation  is  predominant, 
And  Equity  exil'd  your  Highnefs'  land. 
I  know  their  complot  is  to  have  my  life  : 
And,  if  my  death  might  make  this  ifland  happy, 
And  prove  the  period  of  their  tyranny, 
I  would  expand  it  with  all  wiilingnefs. 
But  mine  is  made  the  prologue  to  their  play  : 
For  thoufi.nds  more,  that  yet  fufpect  no  peril, 
Will  not  conclude  their  plotted  tragedy. 

Beaufort's 
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Beaufort's  red  fparkling  eyes  blab  his  heart's  malice, 

And  Suffolk's  cloudy  brow  his  ftormed  hate; 

Sharp  Buckingham  unburthens  with  his  tongue 

The  envious  load  that  lies  upon  his  heart  ; 

And  dogged  York  that  reaches  at  the  moon, 

Whofe  over-weening  arm  I  have  pluck'd  back, 

By  falfe  accufe  doth  level  at  my  life. 

And  you,  my  Sovereign  Lady,  with  the  reft, 

Canfelefs  have  laid  difgraces  on  my  head, 

And  with  ycur  beft  endeavour  have  ftirr'd  up 

My  liefeft  Liege  to  be  mine  enemy  : 

Ay,  all  of  you  have  laid  your  heads  together, 

(Myfelf  had  notice  of  your  conventicles), 

And  all  to  make  away  my  guiltlefs  life. 

I  (hall  not  want  falfe  witnefs  to  condemn  me, 

Nor  llore  of  treafons  to  augment  my  guilt : 

The  ancient  proverb  will  be  well  effected, 

jljlaffis  quickly  found  to  beat  a  dog. 

Car.  My  Liege,  his  railing  is  intolerable. 
If  thofe  that  care  to  keep  your  royal  pcrfbn 
From  treafon's  fecret  knife  and  traitor's  rage, 
Be  thus  upbraided,  chid,  and  rated  at, 
And  the  offender  granted  fcope  of  fpeech, 
'Twill  make  them  cool  in  zeal  unto  your  Grace. 

Suf.  Hath  he  not  twit  our  Sovereign  Lady  here 
"With  ignominious  words,  though  darkly  couch'd  ? 
As  if  fhe  had  fuborned  fome  to  fwear 
Falfe  allegations,  to  o'erthrow  his  flate. 

£K  Mar.  But  I  can  give  the  lofer  leave  to  chide. 

Glo.  Far  truer  fpoke  than  meant;  I  lofe,  indeed; 
Befhrew  the  winners,  for  they  play'd  me  falfe  ; 
And  well  fuch  lofers  may  have  leave  to  fpeak. 

Buck.  He'll  wreft  the  fenfe,  and  hold  us  here  all  day. 
Lord  Cardinal,  he  is  your  prifbner. 

Car.  Sirs,  take  away  the  Duke,  and  guard  him  fure. 

Glo.  Ah,  thus  King  Henry  throws  away  his  crutch, 
Before  his  legs  be  firm  to  bear  his  body  : 
Thus  is  the  fhepherd  beaten  from  thy  fide, 
And  wolves  are  gnarling  who  fhall  gnaw  thee  firft. 
Ah,  that  my  fear  were  falfe  !    ah  that  it  were ! 

D  3  Fort 
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For,  good  King  Henry,  thy  decay  I  fear.    [Exit  guarded 
SCENE        Hi. 
K.  Henry.  My  Lords,    what  to  your  wifdom  feemeth 
Do  or  undo,  as  if  ourfelf  were  here.  [beft 

&  Mar.    What  will  your   Highnefs  leave  the  partial 
ment  ? 

xJE' ??&"&•  Mar§aret5    my  heart  is  drown'd  with 
Whole  flood  begins  to  flow  within  my  eyes:  ("grief 

My  body  round  ingirt  with  mifery  :  ' 

For  what's  more  mifcrable  than  difcontent  > 
Ah,  uncle  Humphry  !  in  thy  face  I  fee 
The  map  of  honour,  truth,  and  loyalty; 
And  yet  good  Humphry,  is  the  hour  to  come, 
That  e'er  I  prov'd  thee  falfe,  or  fear'd  thy  faith. 
What  low'ring  (for  now  envies  thy  eftate, 
That  thefe  great  Lords,  and  Margaret  our  Queen 
Do  feek  fubverfion  of  thy  harmlels  life, 
That  never  diJft  them  wrong,  nor  no  man  wrong* 
And  as  the  butcher  takes  away  the  calf, 
And  binds  the  wretch,  and  beats  it  when  it  drives 
Bearing  it  to  the  bloody  fbughter-houfe; 
Even  fo  remorfelefs  have  they  borne  him  hence. 
And  as  the  dam  runs  lowing  up  and  down, 
Looking  the  way  her  harmlefs  young  one'went, 
And  can  do  nought  but  wail  her  darling  lofs; 
Even  fo  myfeif  bewail  good  Glo'fler's  cafe  .' 
"With  fad  unhelpful  tears;  and  with  dimm'd  eyes 
Look  after  him,  and  cannot  do  him  good  : 
So  mighty  are  his  vowed  enemies. 
His  fortunes  I  will  weep,  and  'twixt  each  groan 
Say,  Who's  a  traitor  ?  Glo'fler  he  is  none.  [Exit. 

&  Mar.  Free  Lords,   cold  fr.ow  melts  with  the  fun's 
.Henry  my  Lord  is  cold  in  great  affairs,  [hot  beams. 

Too  full  of  fooiifli  pity  :  Gjo'fler's  fhew 
Beguiles  him  as  the  mournful  crocodile 
"With  forrow  fnares  relenting  paflengers: 
Or  as  the  fnake,  roll'd  in  a  flowry  bank, 
With  fhining  chequer'd  flough,  doth  fting  a  child 
That  for  the  beauty  thinks  it  excellent. 
Believe  me,  Lords,  were  none  more  wife  than  I, 

(Ana 
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And  yet  herein  I  judge  my  own  wit  good), 
This  Glo'ftcr  fhould  be  quickly  rid  the  world, 
To  rid  us  from  the  fear  we  have  of  him. 

Car.   That  he  mould  die,  is  worthy  policy; 
But  yet  we  want  a  colour  for  his  death  : 
Ti-  meet  he  be  conderan'd  by  courfe  of  law. 

Suf-  But,  in  my  mind,  this  were  no  policy: 
The  King  will  labour  ftill  to  fave  his  life, 
The  commons  haj  ly  rife  to  fave  his  life; 
And  yet  we  have  but  trivial  argument, 
More  than  miftruft,  that  fhows  him  worthy  death.  # 
York.  So  that  by  this,  you  would  not  have  him  diffo 
Suf  Ah,  York,  no  man  alive  Co  fain  as  I. 
York.  '  Tis  York  that  hath  more  reafon  for  his  death. 
But,  my  Lord  Cardinal,  and  you,  my  Lord  of  Suffolk^ 
Say  as  you  think,  and  fpeak  it  from  your  fouls  : 
Were't  not  all  one,  an  empty  eagle  were  fet 
To  guard  the  chicken  from  a  hungry  kite, 
As  place  Duke  Humphry  for  the  King's  Protector  ? 
O  Mar.  So  the  poor  chicken  fhould  be  fure  of  death, 
'iuf  Madam,  'tis  true;  and  were't  not  madnefs  then 
To  make  the  fox  furveyor  of  the  fold  I 
Who  being  accus'd  a  crafty  murtherer, 
His  guilt  fhould  be  but  idly  ported  over, 
Becaufe  his  purpofe  is  not  executed. 
No ;  let  him  die,  in  that  he  is  a  fox, 
By  nature  prov'd  an  enemy  to  the  flock, 
Before  his  chaps  be  ftain'd  with  crimfbn  blood, 
As  Humphry's  prov'd  by  reafons  to  my  Liege; 
And  do  not  ftand  on  quillers  how  to  flay  him  : 
Be  it  by  gins,  by  fnares,  by  fubtilty, 
Sleeping  or  waking,  'tis  no  matter  how, 
So  he  be  dead  ;  for  that  is  good  deceit 
"Which  mates  him  firfl,  that  firft  intends  deceit. 

Q^  Mar.   Thrice  Noble  Suffolk,  'tis  refolutely  fpoke. 
Suf.  Not  refolute,  except  fo  much  were  done; 
For  things  are  often  fpoke,  and  leldom  meant ; 
But  that  my  heart  accordeth  with  my  tongue, 
Seeing  the  deed  is  meritorious, 
And  to  preferve  my  Sovereign  from  his  foe; 
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Say  but  the  word,  and  I  will  be  his  prieft. 

Car.  But  I  would  have  him  dead,  my  Lord  of  SuffoIkL 
Ere  you  can  take  due  orders  for  a  pried; 
Say  you  confent,  and  cenfiire  well  the  deed, 
And  I'll  provide  his  executioner, 
I  tender  Co  the  fafety  of  my  Liege. 

Suf.  Here  is  my  hand,  the  deed  is  worthy  doing. 

g.  Mar-   And  Co  Cay  I. 

Tork.  And  I :  And  now  we  three  have  (poke  it, 
It  (kills  not  greatly  who  impugns  our  doom. 
SCENE      IV.      Enter  a  Poft. 

Pcft.  Great  Lords,  from  Ireland  am  I  come  amain, 
To  figniry  that  rebels  there  are  up, 
And  put  the  Englishmen  unto  the  fword: 
Send  Succours,  Lords,  and  flop  the  rage  betime, 
Before  the  wound  do  grow  incurable ; 
For  being  green,  there  is  great  hope  of  help. 

Car    A  breach  that  craves  a  quick  expedient  flop  ! 
What  counfel  give  you  in  this  weighty  caufe  ? 

Tork.  That  Somerfet  be  lent  a  Regent  thither; 
'Tis  meet  that  lucky  ruler  be  empby'd  ; 
Witnefs  the  fortune  he  hath  had  in  France 

Som.  If  York,  with  all  bis  far-fetch'd  policy, 
Had  been  the  Regent  there  inftead  of  me, 
He  never  wou'd  have  ftaid  in  France  Co  long. 

York.  No,  not  to  lofe  it  all,  as  thou  haft  done  : 
I  rather  would  have  loft  my  life  betimes, 
Than  bring  a  burthen  of  difhonour  home, 
By  flaying  there  Co  long,  till  all  were  16ft. 
Shew  me  one  fear  characlei'd  on  thy  (kin  : 
Mens'  flelh  preferv'd  fo  whole  do  feldom  win. 

Q  Mar.  Nay  then,  this  (park  will  prove  a  raging  fire, 
If  wind  and  fewel  be  brought  to  feed  it  with. 
No  more,  good  York ;  fweet  Somerfet,  be  ftill. 
Thy  fortune,  York,  hadft  thou  been  Regent  there, 
Might  happily  have  prov'd  far  worfe  than  his. 

Tork.  "What,  worfe  than  nought  ?   nay,  then  a  fhame 
take  all ! 

Som.  And,  in  the  number,  thee  that  wifheft  fhame! 

C*r,  My  Lord  of  York,  try  what  your  fortune  is  : 

Th' 
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Th'  uncivil  kerns  of  Ireland  are  in  arms, 
And  temper  clay  with  blood  of  Englifhmen. 
To  Ireland  will  you  lead  a  band  of  men, 
Collected  choicely  from  each  county  fome, 
And  try  your  hap  againft  the  Irishmen  ? 

York.  I  will,  my  Lord,  (b  pleafe  his  Majefly. 

Sttf.  Why,  our  authority  is  his  confent; 
And  what  we  do  ertablifh,  he  confirms; 
Then,  Noble  York,  take  thou  this  tafk  in  hand. 

York.  I  am  content :  provide  me  foldiers,  Lords, 
Whilft  I  take  order  for  mine  own  affairs. 

Suf.  A  charge,  Lord  York,    that  I  will  fee  perform'^: 
But  now  return  we  to  the  falfe  Duke  Humphry. 

Car.  No  more  of  him  ;  for  I  will  deal  with  him, 
That  henceforth  he  (hall  trouble  us  no  mote  : 
And  Co  break  off:  the  day  is  almoft  fpent : 
Lord  Suffolk,  you  and  I  muft  talk  of  that  event. 

York.  My  Lord  of  Suffolk,  within  fourteen  days 
At  Briftol  I  expect  my  foldiers ; 
For  there  III  fhip  them  all  for  Ireland. 

Suf  I'll  fee  it  truly  done,  my  Lord  of  York.  [Exeunt* 
SCENE      V.       Manet  York. 

York   Now,  York,  or  never,  fteel  thy  fearful  thoughts; 
And  change  mifdoubt  to  refolution  : 
Be  that  thou  hop'ft  to  be,  or  what  thou  art 
Rellgn  to  death,  it  is  not  worth  th'  enjoying  : 
Let  pale-fac'd  Fear  keep  with  the  mean-born  man, 
And  find  no  harbour  in  a  royal  heart. 
Fader  than  fpring-time  fhow'rs,  comes  thought  on  thought, 
And  not  a  thought  but  thinks  on  dignity. 
My  brain,  more  bufy  than  the  lab'ring  fpider, 
"Weaves  tedious  fnares  to  trap  mine  enemies. 
Well,  Nobles,  well;  'tis  politicly  done, 
To  fend  me  packing  with  an  hoft  of  men  : 
I  fear  me  you  but  warm  the  ftarved  fnake, 
Who,  cherifh'd  in  your  breaft,  will  fling  your  hearts. 
'Twas  men  I  lack'd,  and  you  will  give  them  mc; 
I  take  it  kindly  :   yet  be  well  afliir'd, 
You  put  fharp  weapons  in  a  madman's  hands. 
Whilft  I  in  Ireland  nourilh  a  mighty  band, 
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I  will  ftir  Hp  in  England  fome  black  ftorm 

Shall  Mow  ten  thoufand  fouls  to  heav'n  or  hell. 

And  this  fell  tempert  fhail  not  ceafe  to  rage, 

Untiil  the  golden  circuit  on  my  head, 

(Like  to  the  glorious  fun's  tranfparent  beams), 

Do  calm  the  fury  of  this  mad-brain'd  flaw, 

And,  for  a  miniiter  of  my  intent, 

I  have  fedue'd  a  headftrong  Kentifh  man, 

John  Cade  of  Afnford, 

To  make  commotion    as  full  well  he  can, 

Under  the  title  of  John  Mortimer. 

In  Ireland  have  I  feen  this  ftubborn  Cade 

Oppofe  h.mfelf  againft  a  troop  of  kerns; 

And  fought  fo  long    till  that  his  thighs  with  darts 

Were  almoft  like  a  (ha-ps-quill'd  porcupine: 

And,  in  the  end  being  refcu'd,  I  have  feen 

Him  caper  upright  like  a  wild  Morifco, 

Shaking  the  bio  dy  darts,  as  he  his  bells, 

Full  ofren,   like  a  fh  .g-hair'd  crafty  kern, 

Harh  he  converfed  with  the  enemy; 

And  undifcover'd  come  to  me  agsin, 

And  giv'n  m    notice  of  their  villanies. 

This  devi!  here  fhall  be  m.  fubftitute  ; 

For  that  John  Mortimer,  wlvch  is  now  dead, 

In  face,  in  gjte    in  fpee  h  he  doth  refemble. 

By  this  I  fhal'  perceive  the  commons*  mind, 

How  they  «fft3  the  houfe  and  claim  of  York. 

Say  he  be  taken,  rack'd.  and  tortur'd; 

I  know  no  pain  they  car,  inflict  upon  him 

Will  make  him  fay,  I  mov'd  him  to  thofe  arms. 

Say  'hat  he  thrive,  as  Ms  great  like  he  will; 

"Why,  then,  from  Ireland  come  I  uith  my  flrength, 

And  reap  the  harveft  which  that  rafcal  fbw'd : 

For  Humphry  being  dead,  as  he  fhall  be, 

And  Henry  put  apart,  the  next  for  me  [ Exit. 

SCENE      VI.     An  apartment  in  the  palace. 
Enter  two  or  three  running  over  the  Jl age  from  the  murther 
of  Duke  Humphry. 
I.  Run  to  my  Lord  of  Suffolk;  I«t  him  know 
We  have  difpatch'd  the  Duke,  as  he  commanded. 

2.   Oil 
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2.  Oh  that  it  were  to  do  !   what  have  we  done  ! 
Didfl  ever  hear  a  roan  Co  penitent ! 

Ent  r  Suffolk. 

1.  Here  comes  my  Lord. 

Suf.  Now,  Sirs,  have  you  difpatch'd  this  thing  ? 

I.  Ay,  my  good  Lord,  he's  dead. 

Suf.  Why,  that's  well  faid.    Go,  get  you  to  my  houfc; 
[  will  reward  you  for  this  vent'rous  deed  : 
The  King  and  all  the  Peds  are  here  at  hand.—— 
Have  you  laid  fair  the  bed  ?  are  all  things  well, 
According  as  I  gave  directions  ? 

I.  Yes,  my  good  Lord. 

Suf.  Away,  be  gone.  [Exeunt  Murthcrers. 

Enter  King  Henry,  the  Queen,    Cardinal,  Somerfet.  -with 
Attendants. 

K.  Henry    Go,  call  our  uncle  to  our  pretence  ftrait: 
Jay,  we  intend  to  try  his  Grace  to-day, 
f  he  be  guilty,  as  'tis  publifheJ. 

Suf  I'll  call  him  prefently,  my  Noble  Lord.       [Exit. 

K  Henry.  Lords,  take  your  places :  and  I  pray  you  all, 
'roceed  no  (traiter  'gainft  our  uncle  Glo'fter, 
Than  from  true  evidence  cf  good  efteem 
de  be  apptov'd  in  practice  culpable. 

Q^  Mar.  God  forbid  any  malice  (hould  prevail, 
That  faultlefs  may  condemn  a  Nobleman  ! 
'ray  God  he  may  acquit  him  of  fufpicion  ! 

K.  Hemy.   I  thank  thcei     Well,   thefe  words  content 
me  much. 

Enter  Suffolk, 
low  now  ?    why  look'it  thou  pale?  why  tremMeft  thou? 
Mere  is  our  uncle  }    what  is  the  matter,  Suffolk  ? 

Suf    Dead  in  his  bed,  rry  Lord;  Glo'ller  is  dead. 

Q^  Mar.  Marry,  God  forfen.".  ! 

Car.  God's  lecret  judgment  :  I  did  dream  to-night, 
The  Duke  was  dumb,  and  could  not  fpeak  a  word. 

[King  fa;  ons.  ■ 

£  Mar.  How  fares  my  Lord?  help,  Lords,  the  King 
is  dead 

Som.  Rear  up  his  body,  wring  him  by  the  note. 

d  Mar. 
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Q.  M*r.  Run,  go,  help,  help !    oh,  Henry,  ope  thine 
eyes. 

Suf.  He  doth  revive  again;  Madam,  be  patient. 

K.  Henry.  O  heav'nly  God  ! 

Q^  Mar.  How  fares  my  gracious  Lord  ? 

Suf.  Comfort,  my  Sovereign;    gracious  Henry,  com- 
fort. 

K  Henry.  What,  doth  my  Lord  of  Suffolk  comfort  me  ? 
Came  he  right  now  to  fing  a  raven's  note, 
Whofe  difmal  tune  bereft  my  vital  pow'rs; 
And  thinks  he,  that  the  chirping  of  a  wren, 
By  crying  comfort  from  a  hollow  breafr, 
Can  chafe  away  the  firft-conceived  found  ? 
Hide  not  thy  poifon  with  fuch  fugar'd  words ; 
Lay  not  thy  hands  on  me;  forbear,  I  fay; 
Their  touch  affrights  me  as  a  ferpent's  iling. 
Thou  baleful  meflenger,  out  of  my  fight  ! 
Upon  thy  eye-balls  murd'rous  tyranny 
Sits  in  grim  majefty  to  fright  the  world 
Look  not  upon  me,  for  thine  eyes  are  wounding  ! 
Yet  do  not  go  away  ;  come,  bafilifk, 
And  kill  the  innocent  gazer  with  thy  fight  : 
For  in  the  fhade  of  death  I  (hall  find  joy  ; 
In  life  but  double  death,  now  Glo'fter's  dead. 

Q^  Mar.  Why  do  you  rate  my  Lord  of  Suffolk  thus? 
Although  the  Duke  was  enemy  to  him, 
Yet  he,  mod  Christian- like    laments  his  death. 
And  for  myfelf,  foe  as  he  was  to  me, 
Might  liquid  tears,  or  heart-offending  groans, 
Or  blood  confuming  fighs,  recal   his  life; 
I  would  be  blind  with  weeping,  fick  with  groans, 
Look  pale  as  primrofe  with  blood-drinking  fighs, 
And  all  to  have  the  Noble  Duke  alive. 
What  know  I  how  the  world  may  deem  of  me  i 
For  it  is  known  we  were  but  hollow  friends  : 
It  may  be  judg'd  I  made  the  Duke  away; 
So  fhall  my  name  with  Slander's  tongue  be  wounded, 
And  princes'  courts  be  fill'd  with  my  reproach. 
This  get  I  by  his  death  :  ah,  me  unhappy ! 
To  be  a  Queen,  and  crown'd  with  infamy. 

K.  Henry, 
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K.  Her;ry.  Ah,  woe  is  me  for  Glo'fter,  wretched  man  • 
£h  Mar.  Be  woe  for  me,  more  wretched  than  he  is. 

What,  doft  thou  turn  away  and  hide  thy  face? 

I  am  no  lothfbme  leper ;  look  on  me. 

What,  art  thou  like  the  adder  waxen  deaf? 

Be  pois'nous  too,  and  kill  thy  forlorn  Queen. 

Is  all  thy  comfort  (hut  in  Glo'fler's  tomb? 

Why,  then,  Dame  Margaret  was  ne'er  thy  joy. 

Erecl  his  Aatue,  and  do  worfhip  to  it, 

And  make  my  image  but  an  ale-houfc  fign. 

Was  I  for  this  nigh  wreck'd  upon  the  Tea, 

And  twice  by  adverfe  winds  from  England's  bank 

Drove  back  again  unto  my  native  clime  ? 

What  boded  this?  but  well  forewarning  winds 

Did  ieem  to  fay,  Seek  not  a  fcorpion's  nclt, 

tfor  fet  no  footino  on  this  unkind  more. 

What  did  I  then  but  curfe  the  gentle  gufts, 

find  he  that  loos'd  them  from  their  brazen  caves ; 

And  bid  them  blow  towards  England's  blefTtd  fliore, 

Dr  turn  our  ftern  upon  a  dreadful  rock  ? 

Sfet  .rEolus  would  not  be  a  murtherer, 

But  left  that  hateful  office  unto  thee. 
'[The  pretty  vaulting  lea  refus'd  to  drown  me; 
Knowing  that  thou  wouldft  have  me  drown'd  on  fliore 
With  tears  as  fait  as  fea  through  thy  unkindnefs.] 

I"he  fplitting  rocks  cow'r'd  in  the  finking  fands, 

And  would  not  daft)  me  with  their  ragged  fides; 

Bccaufe  thy  flinty  heart  more  hard  than  they, 

Might  in  thy  palace  perifh  Margaret 

As  far  as  I  could  ken  the  chalky  cliffs, 

When  from  thy  fhore  the  temped  beat  us  back, 

T  flood  upon  the  hatches  in  the  ftorm  ; 

And  when  the  dufky  fky  bt-gan  to  rob 

My  earnefl-gaping  light  of  thy  land's  view, 

I  took  a  coftly  jewel  from  my  neck, 

A  heart  it  was  bound  in  with  diamonds), 

And  threw  it  tow'rds  thy  land;  the  fea  receiv'd  it, 

And  fo  I  wifh'd  thy  body  might  my  heart. 

And  ev'n  with  this  I  loft  fair  England's  view, 

And  bid  mine  eyes  be  packing  with  my  heart; 
Vol.  V.  E  An* 
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And  call'd  them  Mind  and  dufky  (pefiaclcs, 
Forlofing  ken  of  Albion's  wifhed  coaft. 
How  often  have  I  tempted  Suffolk's  tongue 
(The  agent  of  thy  foul  inconftancy) 
To  fit  and  witch  me,  as  Afcanius  did, 
"When  he  to  madding  Dido  would  unfold 
His  father's  afts    commene'd  in  burning  Troy? 
Am  I  not  witch'd  like  her?  art  thou  not  falfe  like  him? 
Ah  me,  I  can  no  more:  die,  Margaret! 
For  Henry  weeps  that  thou  doft  live  Co  long. 
Noije  -within.      Enter  Warwick,    Salisbury,    and  many 
Commons. 

War.  It  is  reported,  mighty  Sovereign, 
That  good  Duke  Humphry  traiteroufly  is  murther'd 
By  Suffolk,  and  the  Cardinal  Beaufort's  means: 
The  Commons,  like  an  angry  hive  of  bees 
That  want  their  leader,   fcatter  up  and  down, 
And  care  not  who  they  fling  in  their  revenge. 
Myfelf  have  calm 'd  their  fpleenful  mutiny, 
Until  they  hear  the  order  of  his  death 

K.  Henry.  That  he  is  dead,    good  Warwick,  'tis  too 
But  how  he  died.  God  knows,  not  Henry:  [true: 

Enter  his  chamber,  view  bis  breathlefs  corpfc, 
And  comment  then  upon  his  fndden  death. 

War.  That  I  (hall  do,  my  Liege  :  flay,  Salisbury, 
With  the  rode  multitude,  till  I  return- 

[Warwick  goes  in, 
K.  Henry.   O  thou  that  judged  all  things,    flay  my 
thoughts; 
My  thoughts  that  labour  to  perfuade  my  fbul, 
Some  violent  hands  were  laid  on  Humphry's  life  : 
If  my  fufpert  be  falfe,  forgive  me,  God  ! 
For  judgment  oaly  doth  belong  to  thee. 
Fain  would  I  go  to  chafe  hw  paly  lips 
With  twenty  thoufand  kifles,  and  to  drain 
Upon  his  face  an  ocean  of  fait  tears ; 
To  teli  my  love  upon  his  dumb,  deaf  trunk, 
And  with  my  6ngers  feel  his  hand  unfeeling : 
But  all  io  vain  are  thefe  mean  obfequies. 

[Bed  -with  GlouccftctV  hdy  put  forth. 

And 
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And  to  Purvey  his  dead  and  earihy  image, 
What  were  it  but  to  make  rr.y  furrow  greater? 

War,    Come   hither,    gracious   Sovereign,    view   this 
body. 

K.  Hetiry.  That  is  to  fee  how  deep  my  grave  is  made: 
For  with  his  foul  fled  all  my  worldly  folace; 
For  feeing  him.   I  fee  my  life  in  death. 

War    As  furcly  as  my  foul  intends  to  live 
With  that  diead  King  that  tock  our  ftate  upon  him, 
To  free  us  from  his  Father's  wrathful  curfe, 
I  do  believe  that  violent  hands  were  la:d 
Upon  the  life  of  this  thrice-famed  Duke. 

S  f.  A  dreadful  oath,  fworn  wi:h  a  folemn  tongue! 
What  inftance  gives  L<>rd  Warwick  for  his  vow? 

War.  See  how  the  blood  is  fouled  in  his  face. 
Oft  have  I  feen  a  timeh  -parted  ghofr, 
Of  afhy  fcmblance,  meagre,  pale,  and  bloodleis, 
Being  all  delcended  to  the  lab'ring  heart, 
Who,  in  the  conflict  that  it  holds  with  death, 
Attrocls  the  fame  for  aidance  'gainft  the  enemy; 
Which  with  the  heart  there  coo!;,  snd  nt'er  rsttirneth 

To  blufh  and  beautify  the  cheek  again. 

But  iee,  his  face  is  black,  and  full  of  bloor! ; 

His  eye-balls  farther  out  than  when  he  liv'd; 

Staring  full  ghallly,  like  a  flr^ngled  man; 

His  hair  up-rear M,  his  nofirils  ftretch'd  with  ftruggling; 

His  hands  abroad  diiplay'd,  as  one  that  grafp'd 

And  tugg'd  for  life,  and  was  by  ftrengih  fubdu'd. 

Look  on  the  fheets:  his  hair,  you  fee,  is  flicking; 

His  wtll-proportion'd  beard  made  iongh  and  rugged, 

Like  to  the  fummei's  corn  by  tempefi  lodg'd. 

It  cannot  be  but  he  was  mu»ther'd  here : 

The  leaf!  of  all  thtie  figns  were  probable. 

Suff.  Why,    Warwick,    who  fhould  do  the  Duke  to 
Myieif  and  Beaufort  had  him  in  protection;  [death? 

And  we,  I  hope,  Sirs,  are  no  muttherers. 

War.  But  both  of  you  had  vow'd  Duke  Humphry's 
death, 
And  you  forfooth,  had  the  good  Duke  to  keep: 
*Tis  like  you  would  not  featt  him  like  a  friend, 

£  2  And 
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And  'tis  well  feen  he  found  an  enemy. 

Q^  Mar.  Then  you,  belike,  fufpect  thefe  Noblemen, 
As  guilty  of  Duke  Humphry's  timelefs  death. 

War.  Who  finds  the  heifer  dead  and  bleeding  frefh, 
And  fees  faft  by  a  butcher  with  an  ax, 
But  will  fufpecl  'twas  he  that  made  the  daughter.  ? 
"Who  finds  the  partridge  in  the  puttock's  nefl, 
But  may  imagine  how  the  bird  was  dead, 
Although  the  kite  foar  with  unbloodied  beak  ? 
Even  fo  fufpicious  is  this  tragedy. 

Q^Mar.  Are  you  the  butcher,  Suffolk?   where's  ycur 
knife? 
Is  Beaufort  term 'da  kite  ?  where  are  his  talons  ? 

Suff.   I  wear  no  knife  to  flaughter  fleeping  men; 
But  here's  a  vengeful  fword,  r lifted  with  cafe, 
That  (hall  be  fcouied  in  his  ranc'rous  heart, 
That  flanders  me  with  murther's  crimfbn  badge. 
Say,  if  thou  dar'ft,  prnuJ  Lord  of  Warwickfhire, 
That  I  am  faulty  in  Duke  Humphry's  death. 

War.  What  dares  not  Warwick,  if  falfe  Suffolk  dare 
hirn  ? 

Q^  Mar.  He  dares  not  calm  bis  contumelious  fpirit, 
Nor  ceafe  to  be  an  arrogant  controller, 
Though  Suffolk  dare  him  twenty  thoufand  times. 

War.  Madam,  be  (till ;   with  rev'rence  may  I  fay  ; 
For  ev'ry  word  you  (peak  in  his  behalf 
Is  (lander  to  your  Royal  dignity. 

Suff  Biunt-witted  Lord,  ignoble  in  demeanour, 
If  ever  lady  wrong'd  her  lord  lb  much, 
Thy  mother  took  into  her  blameful  bed 
Some  ftern  untutor'd  churl;   and  noble  (lock 
Was  graft  with  crab-tree  flip,  whofe  fruit  thou  artj 
And  never  of  the  Nevill's  noble  race. 

War    But  that  the  gu;it  of  murther  bucklers  thee, 
And  I  fliou'd  rob  rhe  death's-man  of  his  fee, 
Quitting  thee  thereby  often  thoufand  (names, 
And  that  my  Sovereign's  prefence  make1"  me  mild, 
I  would,  falfe  murd'ious  coward,  on  thy  knee 
Make  thee  beg  pardon  for  thy  pafled  fpeech, 
And  fay  ic  was  thy  mother  that  thou  meant'ft;  — 

That 
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That  thou  thyfelf  waft  born  in  baftardy: 
And,  after  all  this  fearful  homage  done, 
Give  thee  thy  hire,  and  fend  thy  foul  to  hell, 
Pernicious  blood-fucker  of  deeping  men  ! 

Suff.  Thou  fhalt  be  waking,  while  I  fhed  thy  blood 
If  from  this  prefence  thou  dar'ft  go  with  me. 

War.  Away  ev'n  now,  or  I  will  drag  thee  hence  ; 
Unworthy  though  thou  art,  I'll  cope  with  thee, 
And  do  ibme  fervice  to  Duke  Humphry's  ghoft. 

[Exeunt  Suffolk,  and  Warwick. 
SCENE      VII. 

K.  Henry.  What  ftrongcr  breaft-plate  than  a  heart  un- 
tainted ? 

Thrice  is  he  arm'd  that  hath  his  quarrel  juft; 
And  he  but  naked  (though  lock'd  up  in  fteel) 
Whofe  confeience  with  injuftice  is  corrupted. 

\_A  noife  -within, 

<£.  Mar.  What  noife  is  this? 
Enter  Suffolk,  and  Warwick,  with  their  -weapon*  drawn. 

K.  Henry.    Why,  how  now,   Lords?   your  wrathful 
weapons  drawn 
Here  in  our  prefence !  dare  you  be  Co  bold  ? 
Why,  what  tumultuous  clamour  have  we  here  ? 

Sujf.  The  trait'rous  Warwick  with  the  men  of  Bury 
Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  Sovereign. 
Enter  Salifbu,ry. 

Sal.  Sirs,  ftand  apart ;  the  King  (hall  know  your  mind. 
Dread  Lord,  the  Commons  fend  you  word  by  me, 
Unlefs  Lord  Suffolk  (trait  be  put  to  death, 
Or  banifhtd  fair  England's  territories, 
They  will  by  violence  tear  him  from  your  palace, 
And  torture  him  with  grievous  ling'ring  death. 
They  fay,  by  him  the  good  Duke  Humphry  died; 
They  fay,  in  him  they  fear  your  riighnefs'  death  ;         - 
And  mere  mftincl  of  love  and  loyalty 
(Free  from  a  ftubborn  oppofite  intent, 
As  being  thought  to  contradict  your  liking) 
Makes  them  thus  forward  in  his  banilhment. 
They  fay,  in  care  of  your  moft  royal  perfon, 

E  3  That 


<4  The  Second  Part  of  Act  m. 

That  if  your  Highnefs  fhould  intend  to  fleep, 
And  charge  that  no  man  {bould  difturb  your  reft, 
In  pain  of  your  diflike,  or  pain  of  death; 
Yet,  notwithstanding  fuch  a  (trait  edie"r, 
Were  there  a  ferpent  feen  with  forked  tongue. 
That  (lily  glided  tow'rds  your  Majefty, 
It  were  but  neceflary  you  were  wak'd, 
Left,  being  fuffer'd  in  that  harmful  flumber, 
The  mortal  worm  might  make  the  fleep  etemaf. 
And  therefore  do  they  cry,  though  you -forbid, 
That  they  will  guard  you  whe'r  you  will  or  no, 
From  which  fell  ferpents  as  falfe  Suffolk  is; 
"With  whofe  invenomed  and  fatal  fting 
Your  loving  uncle,  twenty  times  his  worth, 
They  fay,  is  fli3mefully  bereft  of  life. 

Commons  -within.   An  anfwer  from  the  King,  my  Lord 
of  Salifbury. 

Suff.  >Tis  like  the  Commons,  rude  unpolifhM  hinds, 
Could  fend  fuch  mtlTage  to  their  Sovereign ! 
But  you,  my  Lord,  were  g'ad  to  be  employed, 
To  fhew  how  quaint  an  orator  you  are. 
But  all  the  honour  Salifbury  hath  won, 
Is,  that  he  was  the  Lord  Ambaflador 
Sent  from  a  fort  of  tinkers  to  the  Kng. 

Within*  An  anfwer  from  the  King,  or  we  will  all  break  in. 

K.  Henry.  Go,  Salifbury,  and  tell  them  all  from  roe, 
1  thank  them  for  their  tender  loving  care  ; 
And  had  I  not  been  cited  fo  by  them, 
Yet  did  I  purpofe  as  they  do  intreat ; 
For,  fure,  my  thoughts  do  hourly  prophefy 
Mifrbance  unto  my  (late  by  Suffolk's  means. 
And  therefore  by  his  Majefty  1  fwear, 
Whofe  far  unworthy  deputy  I  am^ 
He  (hall  not  breathe  infection  in  this  air 
But  three  days  longer,  on  the  pain  of  death. 

£.  Mar.  Oh  Kenry!    let  me  plead  for  gentle  Suffolk. 

X-  Henry.  Ungentle  Queen,  to  call  him  gentle  Suffolk. 

No  more,  I  fay  T  if  thou  doft  plead  for  him, 

Thou  wilt  but  add  increafe  unto  my  wrath. 

Hfed  I  but  fcid,  I  would  have  kept  my  word ; 

But 


i 


I 
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3ut  when  I  fwcar  it  is  irrevocable ; 

f  after  three  days  fpacc  thcu  here  be'ft  found 

Dn  any  ground  that  I  am  ruler  of, 

The  world  (hall  not  be  ranfom  for  thy  life. 

3ome,  Warwick;  come,  good  Warwick;  go  with  me; 

I  have  great  matters  to  impart  to  thee.  ... 

[Exeunt  King  Henry,  Warwick,  &c 
C   E   N   E      VIII.         Mar.ent  Queen   and  Suffolk, 
£.  Mar.  Mifchance  and  fbrrow  go  along  with  you! 
Heart's  difcontent  and  four  affliction 
Be  play-fellows  to  keep  you  company  ! 
There's  two  of  you,  the  devil  make  a  third, 
And  threefold  vengeance  tend  upon  your  fieps! 
Suff.  Ceafe,  gentle  Queen,  thefe  execrations, 
And  let  thy  Suffolk  take  his  heavy  leave. 

Q.  Mar.  Fie,  coward  woman,  and  foft- hearted  wretch, 
Haft  thou  not  fpirit  to  curfe  thine  enemy  ? 

Suff.  A  plague  upon  them  !    Wherefore  mould  I  curie 
Would  curies  kill,  as  doth  the  mandrake's  groan,  [them.5 
I  would  invent  as  bitter  fearching  terms, 
As  curs'd,  as  hatlh,  and  horrible  to  hear, 

Dtliver'd  ftrongly  through  my  fixed  teeth, 

With  full  as  many  figns  of  deadly  hate, 

As  lean-fae'd  Envy  in  her  lothfome  cave. 

My  tongue  fhould  (tumble  in  mine  earned  words, 

Mine  eyes  (houlJ  fparkle  like  the  beaten  flint, 

Mine  hair  be  fix'd  on  end  like  one  diflra£t : 

Ay,  ev'ry  joint  fhould  lean  to  curfe  and  ban. 

And  even  now  my  burthen'd  heart  would  break, 

Should  I  not  curfe  them.     Poifon  be  their  drink! 

Gall,  worfe  than  gall,  the  daintieft  meat  they  talk! 

Their  fwecttil  (hade  a  grove  of  cyprefs-trees! 

Their  chieftfl  profpeel  murd'ring  bafilifks! 

Their  foftcft  touch  as  fmart  as  lizard's  (lings  ! 

Their  mufic  frightful  as  the  ferpent's  hifs  ! 

And  boding  icreech-ow.ls  make  the  conceit  full! 

All  the  foul  terrors  in  darkleated  hell 

(y  Mar.  Enough,  fweet  Suffolk,  thou  torment'rt  thy- 

AnTthefe  dread  curfes,  like  the  fun  'gainft  glafs,       [felf; 

Or  like  an  overcharged  gun,  recoil, 

And 
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And  turn  the  force  of  them  upon  thyfelf. 

Suf.  You  bade  me  ban,  and  will  you  bid  me  leave  ? 
Now,  by  the  ground  that  I  am  banifb'd  from, 
Well  could  I  curfe  away  a  winter's  night. 
Though  (landing  naked  on  a  mounfain-top, 
"Where  biting  cold  would  never  let  grafs  grow, 
And  think  it  but  a  minute  (pent  in  (port. 

jg.  Mar.  Oh,  let  me  intreat  thee  ceafe;    give  me  thy 
That  I  may  dew  it  with  my  mournful  tears;  [hand, 

Nor  let  the  rain  of  heaven  wet  this  place, 
To  wa(h  away  my  woful  monuments. 
Oh,  could  this  kifs  be  printed  in  thy  hand, 
That  thou  might'ft  think  on  thefe  lips  by  the  lea!, 
Through  whom  a  thou/and  %hs  are  breath'd  for  thee. 
So  get  ihee  gone,  that  I  may  know  my  grief; 
?Tis  but  furmis'd,  whilft  thou  art  (larding  by, 
As  one  that  furftits,  thinking  on  a  want. 
I  will  repeal  thee,  or,  be  well  aflui'd, 
Adventure  to  be  baniftied  myfelf  : 
And  banifbed  I  am,  if  bur  from  thee. 
Go,  (peak  not  to  me;  even  now  be  gone 

Oh    go  not  yet Ev'n  thus  two  friends  condemned 

Embrace  and  kifs,  and  take  ten  thoufand  leaves, 
Lother  a  hundred  times  to  part  than  die. 
Yet  now  farewel,  and  farewel  life  with  thee ! 

Suf.  Thus  is  poor  Suffolk  ten  times  banifhed, 
Once  by  the  King   and  three  times  thrice  by  thee! 
*Tis  not  the  land  I  care  for,  wert  thou  hence; 
A  wilder  nets  is  populous  enough, 
So  Suffolk  had  thy  heav'nly  company. 
For  where  thou  art,  there  is  the  world  itfelf; 
With  ev'ry  fev'ral  p.'eafure  in  the  world  : 
And  where  thou  art  not,  defblation. 

I  can  no  more. Live  thou  to  joy  thy  life ; 

MyfcJf  no  joy  in  aught  but  that  thou  liv'rt. 

SCENE      IX.         Enter  VaUx. 
£K  Mar.  Whither  goes  Vaux  fo  faft  ?    what  news,  I 
Vaux.    To  fignify  unto  his  Majefty,  [pr'ythce? 

That  Cardinal  Beaufort  is  at  pr-inc  of  death: 
For  fuddenly  a  grievous  ficknefs  took  him, 

That 
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That  makes  him  gafp,  and  ftare,  and  catch  the  air, 
ilalpheming  God,  and  cnrfing  men  on  earth, 
itnetimes  he  talks  as  if  Duke  Humphry's  ghoft 
tfcre  by  his  fide;  fometimes  he  calls  the  King, 
\nd  whifpers  to  his  pillow,  as  to  him, 
The  fecrets  of  his  overcharged  foul: 
\nd  I  am  fent  to  tell  his  Majerty, 
That  even  now  he  cries  aloud  for  him. 
£,  Mar.  Go  tell  this  heavy  meflage  to  *«  j™*^ 

Ay  me!  what  is  this  world  ?  what  news  are  thefe  ? 
But  wherefore  grieve  I  at  an  hour's  poor ■  lois, 
Omi.tina  Suffolk's  exile,  my  foul's  treafure: 
Why  only,  Suffolk,  mourn  I  not  for  thee, 
And  with  the  fouthern  clouds  contend  in  tears. 
Theirs  for  the  earth's  increafe,  mine  for  my  forrows. 
Now.  get  thee  htnee;    the  King,    thou  know  ft,  is  CO- 
If  thou  be  found  by  me,  thou  art  but  dead.  jming, 

Suf.  If  I  depart  from  thee,  I  cannot  live  ; 
And  in  thy  fight  to  die,  what  were  it  elfe, 
But  like  a  pleafant  (lumber  in  thy  lap?  _ 
Here  could  I  breathe  my  foul  into  the  air, 

As  mild  and  gentle  as  the  cradle-babe 

Dying  with  mother's  dug  between  its  lips : 

Where,  from  thy  fight,  I  (hould  be  rag.ng  mad, 

And  cry  out  for  thee  to  clofe  up  mine  eyes, 

To  have  thee  with  thy  lips  to  flop  my  mouth : 

So  fliouldir  thou  either  turn  my  flying  foul, 

Or  I  (h-uld  breathe  it  Co  into  thy  body; 

And  tbtn  it  hv'd  in  fweet  Ely  Gum.  ^ 

To  die  by  thee,  were  but  to  die  in  jeft; 

From  true  to  die    were  torture  more  than  death. 

Oh  1  let  me  flay,   beral  what  may  befal. 
£  Mar.  Aw.y ;  though  parting  be  a  fretful  corrolive, 

It  is  bpplied  to  a  dcaihful  wound. 

To  France    Iweet  Suffolk  ;  let  mc  hear  from  thee; 

For  whetefoe'er  th.m  art  in  this  world's  globe, 

I'll  have  an  Iris  that  (hall  find  thee  out. 

Suf   I  go. 

Q.  Mar.  And  take  my  heart  v.ith  thee.  - 

*"  Suf, 
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Suf.  A  jewel  lock'd  into  the  woful'ft  cafltet 
Thar  ever  did  contain  a  thing  of  worth. 
Even  as  a  fplitted  bark,  fo  funder  we; 
7  his  way  fall  I  to  death 

£,  Mar    This  way  for  me.  [Exeunt  feverally, 

S    C    E    N    E      X-         The  Cardinal's  bedchamber. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Salilbnry,  and  Warwick,  to  the  Car* 
ditiai  in  bed. 
K.  Henry.  How  fares  my  Lord  ?   fpeak,  Beaufort,   to 

thy  Sovereign. 
Car.  If  thou  be'rt  Death,  I'll  give  thee  England's  trei 
Enough  to  puichafc  fuch  another  ifland,  [fare, 

So  thou  wilt  let  me  live,  and  feel  no  pain. 

K.  Henry.  Ah,  what  a  fign  it  is  of  evil  life, 
Where  death's  approach  is  feen  fo  terrible  ! 

War.  Beaufort,  it  is  thy  Sovereign  fpeaks  to  thee. 
Cur.  Bring  me  unto  my  trial  when  you  will. 
Dy'd  he  not  in  his  bed  >  where  fhould  he  die? 
Can  I  make  men  live  whe'r  they  will  or  too  i 
Oh,  torture  me  no  more,  I  will  con f eft 
Alive  again  ?  then  fhew  me  wheie  he  is : 
I'll  gve  a  thousand  pound  to  look  upon  him— — 
He  hath  no  eyes,  the  duft  hath  blinded  them  : 
Comb  down  his  hair,  lock!  look!  it  Hands  upright, 
Like  lime-twigs  let  to  catch  my  winged  foul 
Give  me  fome  drink,  and  bid  th'  apothecary 
Bring  the  Orong  poifon  that  I  bought  of  him. 

K.  Henry    O  thou  etcnai  mover  of  the  heav'ns, 
Look  with  a  gentle  eye  upon  th  s  wretch; 
Oh    beat  away  the  bufy,  meddling  fiend, 
That  lays  flrongfiege  unto  this  wretch's  foul, 
And  from  his  bulbm  purge  this  black  defpair. 

War.  See  how  the  pangs  of  death  do  make  him  grin  ! 
Sal.  Diiturb  him  not,  Jet  him  pafs  peaceably. 
K.  Henry.  Peace  to  his  foul,  if  God's  good  plcafure  be! 
Lord  Cardinal,  if  theu  think'ft  on  heaven's  blifs, 
Hold  up  thy  hand,  make  (ignal  of  thy  hope. 
He  dies,  and  makes  no  fign  !  O  God,  forgive  him. 
War.  So  bad  a  death  argues  a  monftrous  life. 
if.  Henry.  Forbear  to  judge,  for  we  are  finners  all. 

Clofe 
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|;iofe  up  his  eyes,  and  draw  the  curtain  clofe, 

find  let  us  all  to  meditation.  [E/.tunt* 

A    C    T      IV.        S    C    E    N    E      I. 
The  coaft  of  Kent. 

\4hrum.     Fight  at  Sea.     Ordnance  goes  of.     Enter  Cap- 
tain, Whitmorc,  and  other  pirates,  -with  Suffolk,   and 
other  prifoners. 
hapt.  rT^HE  gaudy,  blabbing,  and  remorfeful  day, 

JL     Is  crept  into  the  bolbm  of  the  fea : 
B  ^nd  now  loud  howling  wolves  aroule  the  jades 
I  That  drag  the  tragic  melancholy  night; 
IvVho  with  their  dtowfy,  flow,  and  flagging  wings, 
:iip  dead  mens'  graves,  and  from  their  mifty  jaws 
ireathe  foul  contagious  darknefs  in  the  air. 
Therefore  bring  forth  the  foldiers  of  our  priie: 
<or  whilft  our  pinnace  anchors  in  the  Downs, 
^ere  (hall  they  make  their  ranlbm  on  the  (and, 
3r  with  their  blood  (lain  this  difcolour'd  Ihore, 
tf  after,  this  prifoner,  freely  give  I  thee ; 
^nd  thou  that  art  his  mate,  make  boot  of  this: 
The  other,    Walter  Whitemore,  is  thy  fhare. 
1  Gent.  What  is  my  ranfom,  Mafter,  let  me  know. 
Maji.  A  thoufand  crowns,  or  elfe  lay  down  your  head. 
Mate.  And  fo  much  (hall  you  give,  or  off  goes  your's. 
Whit.     What,  think  you  much  to  pay  two   thoufand 
And  bear  the  name  and  port  of  gentlemen?         [crowns, 
Cut  both  the  villains'  throats,  for  die  you  (hall: 
Nor  can  thofe  lives  which  we  have  loft  in  fight, 
Be  countcrpois'd  with  fuch  a  petty  fum. 

I  Gent.  I'll  give  it,  Sir,  and  therefore  fpare  my  life, 
a  Gent.  And  (b  will  I,  and  write  home  for  it  ftraight. 
Whit.  I  loft  mine  eye  in  laying  the  prize  aboard, 
And  therefore  to  revenge  it  malt  thou  dit;       [To  Suffolk. 
And  Co  (hould  thefc,  if  I  might  have  my  will. 
Capt.  Be  not  fo  ra(h,  take  ranlbm,  let  him  live. 
Suf.  Look  on  my  George,  I  am  a  gentleman; 
Rate  me  at  what  thou  wilt,  thou  (halt  be  paid. 

Whit.  And  fo  am  1;  my  name  is  Walter  Whitmorc. 

How 
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How  now  ?  why  ftart'ft  thou  ?  what,  doth  death  affright 
Suff.  Thy  name  affrights  me,  in  whofe  found  is  death. 
A  cunning  man  did  calculate  my  birth, 
And  told  me,  that  by  Water  I  mould  die. 
Yet  let  not  this  make  thee  be  bloody-minded, 
Thy  name  is  Gualtier,  being  rightly  founded. 

Whit.  Guallier  or  Walter,  which  it  is  I  care  not. 
Ne'er  yet  did  bate  difhonour  blur  our  name 
But  with  our  fword  we  wip'd  away  the  blot. 
Therefore,  when  merchant-like  I  fell  revenge, 
Broke  be  my  fword,  my  arms  torn  and  defac'd, 
And  I  proclaim'd  a  coward  through  the  world  ! 

Suff.  Stay,    Whitmore  ;    for  thy  prifoner  is  a  prince  : 
The  Duke  of  Suffolk,  William  de  la  Pole. 

Wit.  The  Duke  of  Suffolk  muffled  up  in  rags ! 

Suf.   Ay,  but  thefe  rags  are  no  part  of  the  Duke. 
Jove  fometimes  went  difguis'd,   and  why  not  I  ? 

Capt.  But  Jove  was  never  flain,    as  thou  (halt  be. 

Suf.  Obfcure  and  lowly  fwain,  King  Henry's  blood, 
The  honourable  blood  of  Lancafter, 
Muft  not  be  fhed  by  fuch  a  jaded  groom. 
Haft  thou  not  kifs'd  thy  hand,  and  held  my  ftirrup  ? 
Bare  headed,  plodded  by  my  foot-cloth  mule, 
And  thought  thee  happy  when  I  (hook  my  head  * 
How  often  haft  thou  waited  at  my  cup, 
Fed  from  my  trencher,  kneel'd  down  at  the  board, 
"When  I  have  feafted  with  Queen  Margaret  ? 
Remember  it,  and  let  it  make  thee  creft-fall'n  ; 
Ay,  and  allay  this  thy  abortive  pride. 
How  in  our  voiding  lobby  haft  thou  ftood, 
And  duly  waited  for  my  coming  forth  ? 
This  hand  of  mine  bath  writ  in  thy  behalf, 
And  therefore  mail  it  charm  thy  riotous  tongue. 

V/hit.   Speak,  Captain,  (hall  I  ftab  the  forlorn  fwain  * 

Capt.  Firft  let  my  words  ftab  him,  as  he  hath  me. 

Suf    Bafe  (lave,  thy  words  are  blunt,   and  fo  art  thou. 

Capt.  Convey  him  hence,  and  on  our  long-boat's  fide 
Strike  offhis  head. 

Suf.  Thou  dar'ft  not  for  thy  own. 

Capt.  Poole,  Sir  Poole  ?  Lord  > 

Ay, 
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«l\y     kennel— puddle— fink,  whofe  filth  and  dirt 
r roubles  the  filwer  fpring  where  England  drinks: 
i  t|ow  will!  dam  up  this  thy  yawning  mouth, 
I  <"or  fwalfowinc  up  the  treafure  of  the  lealm  ; 
I  Thv  lips,    that  kifs'd  the  Queen,  fcaH  (weep  the  ground  ; 
|\nd  thou  that  fmii'dft  at  good  Duke  Humphry's  death, 
Wind  the  fenfelcfs  winds  fhall  grin  in  vain, 
Who  in  contempt  mall  hifs  at  thee  again. 
I  \nd  wedded  be  thou  to  the  hags  of  hell, 
I  ?or  daring  to  aflie  a  mighty  Lord 
I  Jnto  the  daughter  of"  a  worihleis  King, 

Having  nor  fubjetf,    wealth,   nor  diadem  1 
\iy  deviiifh  policy  art  thou  grown  great, 
I  And,  like  ambitious  Sylla,  over-gorg'd 
|  With  goblets  of  thy  mother's  bleeding  heart. 
I  3y  thee  Anjou  and  Main  were  fold  to  France  ; 

The  falfe  revolting  Normans,  thorough  thee, 
I  Difdain  to  call  us  Lord  ;    and  Picardy 
I  Hath  flain  their  governors,  furpris'd  our  forts, 
i  And  fene  the  ragged  foldiers  wounded  home. 
The  princely  Warwick,  and  the  Nevills  all, 
U  hofe  dreadful  fwords  were  never  drawn  in  vain), 
I  As  hating  thee,  are  rifing  up  in  Arms. 
;  And  now  the  houfe  of  York  (thruft  from  the  crown 
[i  By  fbameful  murtherof  a  guihlefs  King, 
J  And  lofty  proud  incroaching  tyranny) 
I  Bums  with  revenging  fire  ;  whofc  hopeful  colours 
I  Advance  a  half-fac'd  fun  driving  to  fhine ; 
t  Under  the  which  is  wiit,  Invitis  nubibus. 
i  The  commons  here  in  Kent  are  up  in  arms  : 
i  And  to  conclude,   reproach  and  beggary 
I  Is  crept  into  the  palace  of  our  King, 

|  An'  all  by  ihee.     Away,  !   convey  him  hence. 

Suf.  O,   that  I  were  a  God,  to  (hoot  forth  thunder 
MUpin  '.heft  paltry,   fervile,  abjecl  drudges ! 
I  Small  things  make  bafe  men  proud.     This  villain  here, 
tj  Being  captain  of  a  pinnace,  threatens  more, 
Than  Bagulus  *  the  ftrong  Illyiian  pirate. 

*  Cic.  di  cff.c.  lib.  2.  cap.  1 1. 
Vol.V.  F  Drones 
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Drones  fuck  not  eagles'  blood,    but  rob  bee-hives. 
It  is  impoflible  that  I  fhould  die 
By  fuch  a  lowly  vaflal  as  thyfelf 
Thy  words  move  rage,    and  not  remorfe  in  me  : 
I  goof  mefoge  from  the  Queen  to  France  ; 
I  charge  thee  waft  me  fafely  crofs  the  channel. 
Capi.  Walter 

Whit.  Come,  Suffolk,   I  mud  waft  thee  to  thy  death. 
Suf.   Poena  gelidus  timer  occupat  artus :  'tis  thee  I  fear, 
Whit.  Thou  [halt  have  caufe  to  fear  before  I  leave  thee. 
What,  are  ye  daunted  now  ?   now  will  ye  (loop? 

l  Cent.  My  gracious  Lord,   intreat  him  ;    fpeak  him 

fair. 
Suf  Suffolk's  imperial  tongue  is  flern  and  rough, 
Us'd  to  command,  untaught  to  plead  for  favour. 
Far  be  it  we  fhould  honour  fuch  as  thefe 
With  humble  fuit :  no  ;   rather  let  my  head 
Stoop  to  the  block,  than  thefe  knees  bow  to  any, 
Save  to  the  God  of  hcav'n,  and  to  my  King  ; 
And  fboner  dance  upon  a  bloody  pole, 
Than  fland  uncover'd  to  the  vulgar  groom. 
True  Nobility  is  exempt  from  fear  : 
More  can  I  bear  than  you  dare  execute. 

Capt.  Hale  him  away,   and  let  him  talk  no  more. 
Suf.  Come,  fbldieis,  fhew  what  cruelty  you  can, 
That  this  my  death  may  never  be  forgot. 
Great  men  oft  die  by  vile  Bezonians. 
A  Roman  fworder  and  Bandetto  flave 
Murther'd  fweet  Tully  ;  Brutus'  baftard  hand 
Stabb'd  Julius  Casfar;    lavage  iflandcrs 
Pompey  the  Great ;  and  Suffolk  dies  by  pirates. 

[Exit  Walter  Whitmore  -with  Suffolk. 
Capt-  And  as  for  thole  whole  ranfbm  we  have  let, 
It  is  our  pleafure  one  of  them  depart ; 
Therefore  come  yon  with  us,  and  let  him  go» 

[Ex.  Captain  and  the  reft* 
Manet  tbefirft  Gent.   Enter  Whitmore  -with  the  body. 
Whit.   There  let  his  head  and  livelefs  body  lie, 
Until  the  Queen  his  miftrefs  bury  it.  [Exit.  Whit. 

i  Gent.  O  barbarous  and  bloody  fpe&acle  I 

his 
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; lis  boJy  will  I  bear  unto  the  King  : 
t  he  revenge  it  not,  yet  will  his  fiends ; 
io  will  the  Queen,  that  living  held  him  dear.  [Exit. 

SCENE       II.     Changes  to  Southwatk. 
E'ter  Bevis  and  John   Holland. 
Bevis.  Come,  and  get  thee  a  f.votd  though  made  of  a 
lath  ;  they  have  been  up  thefe  two  clnys. 
Hoi.   They  have  the  more  need  to  fleep  nnvv  then. 
Bevis.  I  tell   thee,    Jick    Cade   the  clothier  means  to 
Jrefs  the  commonwealth,  and  turn  it,   and  fet  a  new  n3p 
upon  it. 

IH'J.  So  he  had  need,  for 'tis  thread  bare.     Well,  I  fay, 
it  was  never  a  merry   world  in  England  fioce  gentlemen 
came  up. 
Bevis.  O  miferable  age!    virtue  is  not  regarded  in  han- 
dycraffmen. 

Hi/.  The  nobility   think  {corn  to  go  in  leather  aprons. 

Bevis.  Nay  more,  the  King's  council  are  no  good  woik« 
men. 

Hoi.  True;  and  yet  it  is  Paid,  Labour  in  thy  vocation; 
which  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  Let  the  magiftrates  belabour- 
ing men  ;  and  therefore  fhould  we  be  magiftrates- 

Bevis  Thou  haft  hit  it ;  for  there's  no  better  fign  of  a 
brave  mind  than  a  hard  hand. 

Hoi.  I  fee  them,  I  fee  them  ;  there's  Beft's  fon,  the 
tanner  ot  Wingham. 

Bevis.  He  fhall  have  the  fkins  of  our  enemies  to  make 
dog's  lea-her  of. 

Hoi  ADd  Dick  the  butcher. 

Bevis.  Then  is  fin  (truck  down  Ike  an  ox,  and  iniqui- 
ty's throat  cut  like  a  calf. 

Hoi.  An  I  Smith  the  weaver.- 

Bevis.  Argo,  ;heir  thread  of  life  is  fpun. 

Hoi.  Come,  come,  let's  fall  in  with  them. 
Drum.     Enter  Cade,  Dick  the  butcher,  imiih  the  -weaver, 
and  a  fawyer,  -with  infinite  numbers. 

Cade.  We  John  Cade,  fo  teim'd  of  our-Ibppoftd  fa- 
ther  

Diet*  Or  rather  of  Healing  a  cade  of  herring;. 

E  2  Cade, 
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Cade,  For  our  enemies  (hall  fall  before  us,  inspired  wit/ 
the  fpirit  of  putting  down  kings  and  princes.  Commanc 
filcr.ce. 

Dick.  Silence. 

Cade.  My  father  was  a  Mortimer 

Dich.  He  was  an  honeft  man  and  a  good  bricklayer. 

Cade.  My  mother  a  Plantagenct— —— 

Dick.  I  knew  her  well,  fhe  was  a  midwife. 

Cade.   My  wife  defcended  of  the  Laciev— — 

Dick.  She  was  indeed  a  pedlar's  daughter,    and  fold 
many  laces. 

V/eav.  But  now  of  late,  not  abfe  to  travel  with  her  furr'd 
pack,  fhe  wafhes  bucks  here  at  home. 

Cade.  Therefore  am  I  of  an  honourable  houfe. 

Dick.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  the  field  is  honourable  ;  and 
there  was  he  born  under  a  hedge;  for  his  father  had  ne- 
ver a  houfe  but  the  cage. 

Cade.  Valiant  I  am, 

Weav.  A'  mud  needs,  for  beggary  is  valiant.- 

Cade.  I  am  able  to  endure  much. 

Dick-  No  quefiion  of  that ;  for  X  have  feen  him  whipp'd 
three  market-days  together. 

Cade.  I  fear  neither  fword  nor  fire. 
Weav.  Ht  need  not  fear  the  fword,   for  his   coat  is  of 
proof  *. 

Dick.  But  methinks  he  mould  Hand  in  fear  of  fire,  be- 
ing burnt  i'  th'  hand  for  dealing  of  fheep. 

Cade.  Be  brave  then  ;  for  your  captain  is  brave,  and 
vows  reformation.  There  fhaSi  be  m  England  feven  half- 
penny loaves  fold  for  a  peony;  the  three-hoop'd  pot  ihall 
have  ten  hoops,  and  I  will  make  it  felony  to  drink  fmalj 
beer.  All  the  realm  fhall  be  in  common,  and  in  Cheap- 
fide  fhall  my  pa  I  fry  go  to  grafs;  and  when  I  am  King,  as 
King  I  will  be. 

All.  God  fave  your  Majefly  ! 

Cade.  I  thank  you,   good  people.     There  fhall  be  no 

*  A  quibble  intended  between  two  fenfes  of the  -word;  ont 
as  being  able  to  refift,  the  other  as  being  well  tried,   that  is, 
cng  worn, 

money; 
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•noney  ;  all  frail  cat  and  drink  upon  my  (core  ;  and  I  will 
apparel  them  all  in  one  livery,    that  they  may  agree  like 
jrothers,  and  worfhip  me  their  lord. 
Dick.  The  firft  thing  we  do,  let's  kill  all  the  lawyers. 
Cade.  Nay,    that  I  mean  to  do.     Is  not  this  a  lament- 
ible  thing,    that  the  fkin  of  an  innocent   lamb  mouldy  be 
made  parchment ;     that  parchment  being  fcribbled  o'er, 
liould  undo  a  man  ?  Some  fay,  the  bee  ftings;  bur  I  fay, 
'tis  bee's  wax ;    for  I  did  bur  feal   once  to  a  thing,    and  I 
was  never  my  own  man  fince.     How  now?  who  is  there? 
Enter  a  Clerk. 
Weav.  The  Clerk  of  Chatham ;  he  can  write  and  read, 
ind  call  accompt. 

Cade.  O  monllrous ! 

Weav.  We  took  him  fetting  boys  copies. 

Cade.  Here's  a  villain  ! 

Weav.  Ht'as  a  book  in  his  pocket  with  red  letters  in't. 

Cade-  Nay,  then  he's  a  co:  jurcr. 

Dick.  Nay,  he  can  make  obligations,  and  write  court- 
hand. 

Cade.  I  am  lorry  for't :  the  man  is  a  proper  man,  of 
mine  honour ;  unlefs  I  find  him  guilty,  he  (hall  not  die. 
Come  hither,  firrah,  I  mull  examine  thee.  What  is  thy 
name  ? 

Clerk.  Emanuel. 

Dick  They  ule  to  write  it  on  the  top  of  letters  * :  'twill 
go  ha^d  with  yoa. 

Cade.  Let  me  alone.  Doft  thou  ufe  to  write  thy  name  ? 
or  haft  thou  a  mark  to  thyfelf  like  an  honeft  plain-dealing 
man  ? 

Clerk.  Sir,  I  thank  God,  I  have  been  fo  well  brought 
up  that  I  can  write  my  name. 

All.  He  hath  confefs'd ;  away  with  him  ;  he's  a  villain 
and  a  traitor. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  I  fay;  hang  him  with  his  pen 
and  inkhorn  about  his  neck.         [Exit  one  -with  the  Clerk. 

*  i.e.  of  letters  mijfive,  and  fuch  like  public  ads.  See 
Mabillon's  Diplomata. 

F  3  Enter 
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Enter  Michael. 
Mich.  Whore  is  our  General  ? 
Cade    Here  I  am,  thou  particular  fellow. 
Mick.  Fly,  fly    fly;  Sir  Humphry  Stafford  and  his  bro- 
ther are  hard  by  with  the  King's  forces. 

Cade.  Stand,  villain,  ftand,  or  I'll  fell  thee  down.     He 
(hall  be  encounter'd   with  a  man  as  good  as  himfelf.     He 
is  but  a  knight,  is  zr! 
Mich.  No. 

Cade.  To  equal  him,  I  will  make  myfelf  a  knight  pre- 
fently.     Rife  up,  Sir  John  Mortimer.     Now  have  at  him*. 
Is  there  any  more  of  them  that  be  knights  ? 
Mich.   Ah,  his  brother 

Cade.  Then  kneel  down    Dick  Butcher.     Rife  up,  Sir 
Dick  Butcher.     Now  found  up  the  drum. 
SCENE      III. 
Enter  Sir  Humphry   Stafford,    and  young  Stafford,  -with- 
hrum  and  fotdiers* 
Staf.     Rebellious   hinds,    the  filth  and  fcum  of  Kent, 
Mavk'd  for  the  gallow.%  lay  your  weapons  down, 
Home  to  your  cottages,  forfake  this  groom  ; 
The  King  is  merciful  if  you  revolt. 

Y.  Staf.  But  angry,  wrathful,    and  inclin'd  to  blood, 
If  you  go  forward  ;   therefore  yield  or  die. 

Cade.  As  for  thefe  filken  coated  ilaves,  I  pafs  not  *. 
It  is  to  you,  gcod  people,  that  I  fpeak, 
O'er  whom  (in  time  to  come)  I  hope  to  reign ; 
for  I  2m  rightful  heir  unto  the  crown. 

Staf.  Villain,  thy  father  was  a  plaifterer, 
And  thou  thyfelf  a  fhearroan,  art  thou  not  I 
Cade.  And  Adam  was  a  gardener. 
r.  Staf.  And  what  of  that  ?  -J 

Cade.     Marry,    this. Edmund    Mortimer  Earl  of 

March'married  the  Duke  of  Clarence's  daughter,  did  he 

noi? 

Staf.  Ay,  Sir. 

Cade.  By  her  be  had  two  children  at  one  birth. 

Y.  Staf  That's  falfe. 

*  i.  e,  J  regard  net,    A  common  phrafe  of  that  time. 
*  Cade, 
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CWf.  Ay,  there's  the  queftion  ;  but  I  fay,  'tis  true, 
"he  elder  of  them  being  put  to  nifrfe, 
Vas  by  a  beggar  woman  (tol'n  away; 
knd,  ignorant  of  hi*  biith  and  parentage, 
tcame  a  bricklayer  when  he  came  to  age. 
lis  Ton  am  I  ;  deny  it  if  you  can. 
Dick.  Na),  'tis  too  true,  therefore  he  (hall  be  King. 
Wcav.  Sir,  be  made    a  chimney  in  my    father's  houfe, 
nd  the  bricks  aie  alive  at  this  day  to  tettify  it ;  therefore 
leny  it  not 

.  Staf.  And  will  yon  credit  this  bale  drudge's  words, 
That  fpeaks  he  knows  not  what? 
AW-   Ay,  marry,  will  we  ;  therefore  get  you  gone. 
T.  Staf.    Jack  Cade,    the  Duke  of  York  hath  taught 
i'ou  this. 

Cade.  He  lies,    for  I  invented  it   myfelf.     Go  to,  fir- 
rah,  tell  the  King  from  me,    that  for  his  father's  fake, 
Henry  the  Fifth,  (in  whofe  time  boys  went  to  fpancoun- 
Jter  for  French  crowns),  I  am  content  he  (hall  reign;  but 
I'll  be  Protector  over  him. 

Dick.  And  furthermore,  we'll  have  the  Lord  Say's 
bead,  for  felling  the  Dukedom  of  Maine. 

Cade.  And  good  reafon  ;  for  thereby  is  England  maim'd, 
and  fain  to  go  with  a  ftafT,  but  that  my  puiflance  holds 
k  up.  Fellow  Kings,  I  tell  you,  that  Lord  Say  hath 
gelded  the  commonwealth,  and  made  it  an  ei  nuch;  and 
more  than  that,  he  can  fpeak  French,  and  therefore  he 
is  a  traitor. 

Staf.  O  grofs  and  miferable  ignorance  \ 
Cade.  Nay,  anfwer  if  you  can      The   Frenchmen  are 
our  enemies  :  goto  then,    I   a(k  but  this,    can  he  that 
fpeaks  with  the  tongue  of  the  enemy,  be  a  good   coua- 
fcllor  or  no  ? 

All.  No,  no;  and  therefore  we'll  have  his  head. 
T.  Staf.  Well,  feeing  gentle  words  will  not  prevail, 
Aflail  them  with  the  army  of  the  King. 

Staf.  Herald    away,  and  throughout  every  town 
Proclaim  them  traitors  that  are  up  with  Cade; 
That  thole  which  fly  btfjre  the  battle  ends, 
May  (even  in  their  wives  and  childrens'  light) 

Be 
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Be  hang'd  up  for  example  at  their  doors- 
And  you  that  be  the  King's  friends,  follow  me. 

Cade    And  you  that  love  the  commons,  follow  me. 
Now  (hew  yourfelves  men,  'tis  for  liberty. 
7e  w,!1  not  leave  one  Lord,  one  Gentleman  ; 
Spare  none,  but  fuch  as  go  in  clouted  fhoone: 
For  they  are  thrifty  honefl  men,  and  fuch 
As  would  (but  that  they  dare  not)  take  our  parts. 

Cat  I    -Vre  a"  'n  °rder'  and  march  '°«™ds  us. 

Cade.   But  then  we  are  in  order,    when  we  are  mot 
outoforaer.     Come,  march  forward. 

r  At  ,    „  [Exeunt  Cade  and  his  tartv 

{.Alarum  to  the  fight,  -wherein  both  the  Staffords  areftt 
^  j     ,r„      Iie'ei3ter  Cade  and  the  reft. 
Code.  Where's  Dick,  the  butcher  of  Afhford? 
L)ick%  Here,  Sir. 

A  Ca(\  Th,7  fdl  before  thee  ,ike  H)eep  and  oxen    anJ 
thou  behavedft  thyfelf  as  if  thou  hadrt  bin  in  th  ne  own 

KS  I0""'  f    theref°re  thuS  J  w!l1  — d  ^ee      The 

■Dick    I  defire  no  more 

Cade.  And,  to  fpeak  truth,  thou  deferv'fl  no  lefs      Th ?. 
monument  of  the  victory  will  I   ,ear,    ," ,     h  *  bJdi 
ftall  be  dragg'd  at  my  horfe's  heels,    till   I  do  come  to 
^ndon^  where  we  will  have  the  Mayor's  fw°ord°W 

*hPick\  lF  M,'c,meanto  thrive  and  do  good,  break  ooen 
the  goals,  and  let  our  the  prifoners.        S      '  P  " 

Cade.    Fear  not  that,  I  warrant   thee.      Come     ler'* 

march  towards  \London.  T*' 

S    C    E   N    P     iMr  sv                           [Exeunt, 

Enter  JCi„Z  u               T  Cha"&ei  to  Black-heath. 

teTrdlly^  ""'I  *  ^-/ Bingham,  L 

Ante's  k&iSf  *  S^'  that  8riefr°^nS  the  mind, 
«nc  makes  it  fearful  and  degenerate: 

But,nwhohereforer°n  reVeDSe'  and  cea&  ^  weep. 
But  who  can  ceafe  to  weep,  and  look  on  this? 

Here 
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lere  may  his  bead  lie  on  my  throbbing  bread: 
;ut  where's  the  body  that  I  Ibould  embrace? 

Buck.   What  anfwer  makes  your  Grace  to  the  rebels* 
jpplication  ? 
K.  Henry.  I'll  fend  fbme  holy  bi(hop  to  intreat; 
or  God  forbid  Co  many  fimple  fouls 
hould  perifh  by  the  fword.     And  I  myfelf, 
lather  than  bloody  war  fhould  cut  them  fhort, 
V\\\  parly  with  Jack  Cade  their  General, 
iut  (lay,  I'll  read  it  over  once  again. 

Q^  Mar.  Ah,  barbarous  villains!  hath  this  lovely  face 
lul'd  like  a  wand'ring  planet  over  me, 
^nd  could  it  not  inforce  them  to  relent, 
That  were  unworthy  to  behold  the  fame? 
K.  He>.ry.  Lord  Say,    Jack  Cade  hath  fwom  to  have 

thy  head. 
Say.  Ay,  but  I  hope  your  Highnefs  (hall  have  his. 
K.  Hcmy.   How  now,   Madam? 
-amenting  dill,  and  mourning  Suffolk's  death? 
.  fear  me,  love,  if  that  I  had  been  dead, 
Thou  wouldd  not  have  mourn'd  fo  much  for  me. 
j£;  Mar.  My  love,    I  (hould  not  mourn,    but  die  for 
thee. 

Enter  a  Mejftnger. 
K.Henry.    How  now?   what  news?   why  com'd  thott 

in  fuch  hade? 
Mejf.  The  rebels  are  in  Sonthwark  :  fly,  My  Lord* 
Jack  Cade  proclaims  himfelf  Lo>  d  Mortimer, 
Defcended  from  the  Duke  of  Clarence'  houfe; 
And  calls  your  Grace  ufurper  openly, 
And  vows  to  crown  himfelf  in  Wedminder. 
His  army  is  a  r.iggrd  multitude 
Of  hinds  and  peasants,  rude  and  mercilefs. 
Sir  Humphry  Stafford  and  his  brother's  death 
Hath  given  them  heart,  and  courage  to  proceed. 
All  fcholars,  lawyers,  courtiers,  gentlemen, 
They  call  falfe  caterpillars,  and  intend  their  death. 
K.  Henry.    O   gracelefs  men!    they    know  not  what 

they  do. 
"Buck.  My  gracious  Lord,  retire  to  Killingworth, 

Until 
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Until  a  power  be  rais'd  to  put  them  clown. 

£h  Mar.  Ah!  we  e  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  now  alive, 
ThtCe  Kentilh  rebels  fhou'd  be  foon  appeas'd. 

K.  Henry.  Lord  Say,  the  traitors  hate  thee, 
Therefore  away  with  us  to  Killingworlh. 

Say.  So  might  your  Grace's  perfon  be  in  danger: 
The  fight  of  me  is  odious  in  their  eyesj 
And  therefore  in  this  city  will  I  flay, 
And  live  alcne  as  fecret  as  I  may. 

Enter  another  Mejfenger. 

2  MejT-  Jack  Cade  hath  gotten  London- bridge, 
The  citizens  fly  him,  and  fbifake  their  houfes; 
The  rsfcal  people  thrflirg  after  prey, 
Join  with  the  traitor;  and  the)'  jointly  fwear 
To  fpoil  the  city  and  your  royal  court. 

Suck.  Then  linger  not,   my  Lord;  away,  take  horfe. 

K-  Henry.  Come,  Marg'ret,    God  our  hope  will  fuo 
cour  us. 

Q^  Mar   My  hope  is  gone,  now  Suffolk  is  deceas'd. 

K  Henry,  Farewel,  my  Lord;    trufl  not  to  Kentiffi 
rebels. 

Buck.  Trufl  no  body,  for  fear  you  be  betray'd. 

Say.  The  trufl  I  have  is  in  mine  innocence, 
And  therefore  am  I  bold  and  refolute.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE      V.         Changes  to  London. 
Enter  Lord  Scalrs  upon  the  Tower  -walking.     Then  enter 

two  or  three  Citizens  below. 

Scales.  How  now  ?  is  Jack  Cade  flain  ? 

1  Cit    No,    my  Lord,    nor  like  to  be  flain  :    for  they  1 
have  won    the  bridge,    killing   all   thofe  that  withfland 
them.     The  Lord   Mayor  craves  aid  of  your   Honour 
from  the  Tower  to  defend  the  city  from  the  iebels. 

Scales.  Such  aid  as  I  can  fpare,  you  fhall  command ; 
But  I  am  troubled  here  with  them  myfelf. 
The  rebels  have  aflay'd  to  win  the  Tower; 
But  get  you  into  Smithfield,  gather  head, 
And  thither  will  I  fenJ  you  Matthew  GoffI 
Fight  for  your  King,  your  country,  and  your  lives; 
And  Co  farewel,  for  I  muft  hence  again.  [Exeunk 

SCENE 


; 
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SCENE     changes  to  Cannon-Jlreet. 
\nttr  Jack  Cade  and  the  reft,  and  pikes  his  ftaffen  Lon- 
don-Ji  ore. 

Cade.  Now  is  Mortimer  Lord  of  this  city,  and  here 
King  upon  London-ftone,  I  charge  and  command  that 
:  the  city's  coft  the  pilling  conduit  run  nothing  but  cla- 
•t  wine  the  fiift  year  of  our  reign.  And  now  hence- 
.rward  it  (hall  be  trealbn  for  any  that  calls  me  other 
ian  Lord  Mortimer. 

Enter  a  Soldier  running, 
Sol.  Jack  Cade,  Jack  Cade! 

Cade.  Knock  him  down  there.  [They  kill  him. 

Weav.    It"  this  fellow  be  wife,    he'll  never  call  you 
ack  Cade  more  ;  I  think  he  hath  a  very  fair  warning.  ^ 
Dick.  My  Lord,  there's  an  army  gathered  together  ia 

nithfield. 

Cade.  Come  then,  let's  go  fight  with  them :  but  firft 
>  and  fet  London-bridge  on  fire,  and  if  you  can,  burn 
jwn  the  Tower  too.    Come,  let's  away.  [Exeunt  omnes. 

SCENE     changes  to  Smithfield 
Varum,     Matthew  GofT  is  Jlain,  and  all  the  reft.     Then 

enter  Jack  Cade  with  his  company. 

Cade.  So,  Sirs.  Now  go  fome  and  pull  down  the  Sa» 
oy ;  others  to  the  inns  ot  courts,  down  with  them  all, 

Dick.  I  have  a  fuit  unto  your  Lordmip. 

Cade.  De  it  a  lordlhip,  thou  (halt  have  it  for  that 
ord. 

Dick.  Only  that  the  laws  of  England  may  come  out 
"your  mouth. 

John.  Mafs,  'twill  be  fore  law  then  ;  for  he  was  thruft 
:  the  mouth  with  a  fpear,  and  'tis  not  whole  yet. 

Smith.  Nay,  John,  it  will  be  flinking  law,  for  his 
reath  ftinks  with  eating  toafted  chcefe. 

Cade.  1  have  thought  upon  it,  it  fhall  be  Co.  Away, 
urn  all  the  records  of  the  realm ;  my  mouth  fhall  be 
le  parliament  of  England. 

John.  Then  we  are  like  to  have  biting  ftatutes,  unlefs 
is  teeth  be  pull'd  out. 

Cade.  And  henceforward  all  things  fhall  be  in  com- 
ion. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     VI.      Enter  a  Mejfengeu 
MeJJ.  My  Lotd,  a  prize,  a  prize  •   here's  the  Lord  Saj 
which  fold  the  towns  in  France;   he  that  made  us  pay  out 
and  twenty  fifteens  and  cne  (hilling  to  the  pound,  the  laf 
fubfidy. 

Enter  George  ivlth  the  Lord  Say. 

Cade.  Well,  he  (hall  be  beheaded  for  it  ten  times - 

Ah,  thou  Say,  thou  ferge,  nay,  thou  buckram  Lord,  now 
art  thou  within  point  blank  of  cur  jurifd<ftion  regal.  Whal 
canfl  thou  anfwer  to  my  Majefty  for  giving  up  of  Nor. 
mandy  unto  MonfieurBafimecu  *,  the  Dauphin  of  France: 
Be  it  known  unto  thee  by  thefeprefents,  even  theprefence 
of  Lord  Mortimer,  rhat  lam  the  befom  that  mutt  fweep 
the  court  clean  of  fuch  filth  as  thou  art.  Thou  haft  moil 
traiteroufly  corrupted  the  youth  of  the  realm  in  erecting 
agrammar-ichool;  and  whereas  before  our  forefathers  had  j 
no  other  books  but  the  (core  ard  the  tally,  thou  haft  caufed 
printing  to  be  us'd  ;  and,  contrary  to  the  King  his  crown 
and  dignity,  thou  haft  built  a  paper-mill  It  will  be  pro- 
ved to  thy  face  that  thou  haft  men  about  thee,  that  u- 
fuaily  talk  of  a  noun  and  a  verb,  and  fuch  abominable 
words  as  no  Chriftian  ear  can  endure  to  hear.  Thou  haft 
appointed  juftices  of  the  peace  to  call  pocr  men  before  them, 
3bout  matters  they  were  not  able  to  anfwer.  Moreover, 
thou  haft  put  them  in  pri(bn;  and  became  they  cou'd  not 
read,  thou  haft  r  ang'd  them  ;  whtn,  indeed,  only  for 
that  caufe  they  have  been  mod  worthy  to  live.  Thou 
doft  ride  on  a  toot-cloth,  deft  thou  not  ? 

Say.  What  of  that  ? 

Cade.  Marry,  thou  oughl'ft  not  to  let  thyhorfe  iv  ara 
cloak,  when  hontfter  men  than  thou  go  in  their  ho.t  nd 
doublets.  : 

Dick.  And  work  in  their  ihirt  too;  as  ruyfelf,  for  ex- 
ample, that  am  a  butiher. 

Say.   Y.  a  men  of  Ken 

Dick.  What  (ay  you  of  Kent  ? 

*  He  means  tefay,  Baifcz  ma  queue. 
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Say.  Nothing  but  this  :  'Tis  bona  terra,  mala  gens. 

Cade.    Away   with  him,  away   with   him,    he  (peaks 
Latin. 

S.;y.  Hear  me  but  Jpc?k,  snd  bear  me  wheteyou  will, 
Kent,  in  the  commentaries  C&Tar  writ, 
Is  term'J  the  civil'ft  place  of"  all  this  ifle; 
Sweet  is  the  country,  beauteous,  full  of  riches ; 
The  people  liberal,  valiant,  aclive,  worthy  : 
Which  makes  me  hope  thou  art  not  void  of  pity. 
I  fold  not  Maine,  I  loft  not  Normandy; 
Yet,  to  recover  them,  would  lofe  my  life  : 
Juft  ce  with  favour  have  I  always  dene; 
Prayers  and  tears  have  mov'd  me,    girts  cou'd  ncvers 
When  have  I  aught  exacted  at  your  hands  i 
Kent  to  maintain,  the  King,  the  realm,  a»  d  you, 
Laige  gifts  have  I  beftow'd  on  learned  clerks; 
Becaufe  my  book  preferr'd  me  to  the  King : 
And  feeing  ignorance  is  the  curfe  of  God, 
Know  ledge  the  wing  wherewith  we  fly  to  heav'o, 
Unlefs  you  be  poflefi'd  with  dev'iifh  fpirits, 
Ye  cannot  but  forbear  to  murther  me. 
This  tongue  hath  parlied  unto  foreign  Kings 
For  your  behoof. 

Cade.    Tut,  when  ftruck'ft  thou  one  blow  in  the  field  > 

Say.   Great  men  have  reaching  hands;  oft  have  I  ftiuck 
Thofe  that  I  never  faw,  and  ftruck  them  dead. 

George.  O  monftrous  coward  !    what,  to  come  behind 
folks? 

Say,  Thefe  cheeks  are  pale  with  watching  for  your 
good. 

Cade.  Give  him  a  box  o'th'ear,  and  that  will  make  'em 
red  again. 

Say.  Long  fitting  to  determine  poor  mens'  caules, 
Hath  made  me  full  of  ficknefs  and  difeafes. 

Cafe.  Ye  (hall  have  a  hempen  caudle  then,  and  the  help 
of  a  hatchet. 

Did.   Why  doft  thou  quiver,  man  ? 

Fay.  The  pally,  and  not  fear,  provokes  me. 

Cade.  Nay,   he  nods  at  us,   as  who  toould  fay,   1'H  t« 
Vol.  V.  Q  cvc« 
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even  with  you.     I'll  fee  if  his  head  will  (land  fteadier  on 
a  pole  or  no :  take  him  away,  and  behead  him. 
Say.  Tell  me,  wherein  have  I  offended  moll  ? 
Have  I  arTecled  wealth  or  honour  ?  fpeak. 
Are  my  chefts  fill'd  up  with  extorted  gold  ? 
Is  my  apparel  fumptuous  to  behold  ? 
Whom  have  I  injur'd,  that  ye  feek  my  death  ? 
Theie  hands  are  free  from  guiltlefs  blood-fhedding, 
This -bread  from  harb'iing  foul  deceitful  thoughts. 
O,  let  me  live !  ■ 

Cade.  I  feel  remorfe  in  myfelf  with  his  words;  but  III 
bridle  it;  he  (hall  die,  an'  it  be  but  for  pleading  Co  well 
for  his  life.  Away  with  him,  he  has  a  familiar  under  his 
tongue,  he  fpeaks  not  o'God's  name.  Go,  take  him  a- 
way,  I  fay,  and  ftrike  off  his  head  prefently;  and  then 
break  into  his  fon-in- law's  hcufe,  Sir  James  Cromer,  and 
ftrike  off  bis  head,  and  bring  them  both  upon  two  poles 
hither. 

Jill.  It  (hall  be  done. 

Say.  Ah,  countrymen,  if  when  you  make  your  prayers, 
God  lhould  be  Co  obdurate  as  yourfelves, 
How  would  it  fare  with  your  departed  fouls  ? 
And  therefore  yet  relent,  and  fave  my  life. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  and  do  as  I  command  ye.  [Ex- 
eunt fame  iiith  Lord  Say.]  The  proudeft  Peer  of  the  realm 
fhall  not  wear  a  head  on  his  fhoulders,  unlefs  he  pay  me 
tribute;  there  fhall  not  a  maid  be  married,  but  (he  (hall 
pay  me  her  maidenhead  ere  they  have  it;  men  fhall  hold 
of  me  in  ccfite.  And  we  charge  and  command,  that 
their  wives  be  asiiee  as  heart  can  wifh,    or  tongue  can 

Dick.  My  Lord,  when  fhall  we  go  to  Chtapfide,  and 
take  up  commodities  upon  our  bills? 

Cade.  Marry,  prefently. 

jill.  O  brave ! 

Enter  one  -with  the  heads. 

Cade.  But  is  not  this  braver  ?  Let  them  kifs  one  ano- 
ther; for  they  lov'd  well  when  they  were  alive.  Now 
part  them  again,  left  they  confult  about  the  giving  up  of 
feme  more  towns  in  France.    Soldiers,  defer  the  fpod  of 

th« 
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the  city  until  night ;  for  with  theft  borne  before  us,  in* 
(lead  of  maces,  will  we  ride  through  the  ftreets,  and  ate 
very  corner  have  them  kifs.     Away.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE     VII.     Changes  to  Seuthwark. 
Alarum,  ar.d  retreat.     Enter  again  Cade,    and  all  his  rab- 
blement. 

Cade.  Up  Fim-ftreet,    down  St  Magnus'  corner,    kill 
and  knock  down,  throw  them  into  Thames. 

[A  parley  founded. 
What  noife  Is  this  I  hear  ? 
Dare  any  be  fo  bold  to  found  retreat  or  parley, 
"When  I  command  them  kill  ? 

Enter  Buckingham  and  old  Clifford,   attended. 

Buck.  Ay,  here  they  be  thatdateand  will  diftuib  thee. 
Know,  Cade,  we  come  ambafladors  from  the  King 
Unto  the  commons,    whom  thcu  hall  mill    !; 
And  here  pronounce  free  pardon  to  them  all, 
That  will  forfake  thee,  and  go  home  in  peace. 

Clif.  What  fay  ye,  countrymen  ?  will  ye  relent, 
And  yield  to  mercy,  whillt  'tis  offer'd  you, 
Or  let  a  rabble  lead  you  to  your  deaths  ? 
Who  loves  the  King,  and  will  embrace  his  pardon, 
Fling  up  his  cap,  and  fay,  Godfave  kit  Majefty  ! 
Who  hateth  him,  and  honours  not  his  father, 
Henry  the  Fifth,  that  made  all  France  to  quake, 
Shake  he  his  weapon  at  us,  and  pals  by. 

ML  God  fa*ve  the  King  !     God  five  the  King  ! 

Cade.  What,  Buckingham  and  Gilford,  are  ye  fo  brave  ? 
and  you,  Lafe  peasants,  do  ye  believe 'em  ?  will  )ou  needs 
be  hang'd  with  your  pardons  about  your  necks?  hath  my 
fword  ther  fore  broke  through  London  gates,  that  you 
ihouid  leave  me  at  the  White  hart  in  Southwark  i  I  thought 
you  would  never  have  given  cut  theie  arms,  till  you  had 
recovered  your  ancient  ireedom  :  but  you  are  all  recreants 
and  daflards,  and  delight  to  live  in  flavery  to  the  Nobili- 
ty. Let  them  break  your  backs  with  burthens,  take  your 
houfes  over  your  head^  ravifh  your  wives  ard  daughters 
before  your  faces.  For  me,  I  will  make  fhift  for  one, 
and  fo  God's  curfe  light  upon  you  all ! 

G  2  All 
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AIL  We'll  follow  Cade,  we'll  follow  Cade. 

Clif.  Is  Cade  the  fon  of  Henry  the  Fifth, 
That  thus  you  do  exclaim  you'll  go  with  him  ? 
"Will  he  conduct  you  through  the  heart  of  France, 
And  make  the  meaneft  of  you  Earls  and  Dukes  ? 
Alas  !  he  hath  no  home,  no  place  to  fly  to  : 
Nor  knows  he  how  to  live  but  by  the  fpoil, 
Unlefs  by  robbing  of  your  friends  and  us. 
Wcre't  not  a  fhame,  that,  whilft  you  live  at  jar, 
The  fearful  French,  whom  you  late  vanquished, 
Should  make  a  ftart  o'er  feas,  and  vanquifli  you  ? 
Mcthinks  already  in  this  civil  broil 
I  fee  them  lording  it  in  London  ftreets, 
Crying,  Villagecis  !    unto  all  they  meet. 
Better  ten  thoufand  bafe-born  Cades  milcarry, 
Than  you  fhould  (loop  unto  a  Frenchman's  mercy. 
To  France  !  to  France  !  and  get  what  you  have  loft; 
Spare  England,  for  it  is  your  native  coaft. 
Henry  hath  mercy,  you  are  ftrong  and  manly : 
God  on  our  fide,  doubt  not  of  victory. 

AIL  A  Clifford!  a  Clifford!  we'll  follow  the  King  and 
Clifford. 

Cade.  Was  ever  feather  fo  lightly  blown  to  and  fro  as 
this  multitude  ?  The  name  of  Henry  the  Fifth  hales  them 
to  an  hundred  mifchiefs,  and  makes  them  leave  me  delo- 
late.  I  fee  them  lay  their  heads  together  to  furprife  me. 
My  f»vord  make  way  for  me,  for  here  is  no  flaying;  in 
defpigbt  of  the  devils  and  hell,  have  through  the  very 
tnioit  of  you  ;  and  heavens  and  honour  be  witnefs,  that 
no  want  of  refblution  in  me,  but  enly  my  followers'  bafe 
and  ignominious  treafons,  make  me  betake  me  to  my  heels. 

[Exit. 

Buck*  What,  is  he  fled  ?  go  fbme,  and  follow  him. 
And  he  that  brings  his  head  unto  the  King, 
Shall  have  a  thoufand  crowns  for  his  reward. 

[Exeunt  feme  of  them. 
Follow  me,  foldiers ;  we'll  devife  a  mean 
To  recoaciie  you  all  unto  the  King.  [Exeunt  ownes. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     VIII.      The  pal  ue  at  Killing-worth, 
wnd  trumpets.      Enter  King  Henry,    Queen   Margaret 
and  Somerfet  on  the  t.rras- 
K  Henry.    Was  ever  King  that  "joyM  an  earthly  throne, 
^nd  could  command  no  more  content  than  1  ? 
Mo  fooner  was  I  crept  out  of  my  cndle, 
3ut  I  was  made  a  King  at  nine  months  old  : 
s\Vas  never  lubjecl  long'd  to  be  a  King, 
\s  1  do  long  and  wifh  to  be  a  fuhjtcl 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Clifford. 
Btck    Health  and  glad  tidings  to  your  Majefly  ! 
K.  He>;ry,    Why,  Buckingham,  is  the  traitor  Cade  fur- 
|'Dr  is  he  but  retir'd  to  make  him  ftrong  ?  fpris'd  ? 

Enter  multitudes  -with  halters  about  their  necks. 
Clif.  He's  fled,  my  Lord,  and  all  his  pow'rs  do  yield; 
And  humbly  thus  with  halters  on  their  necks 
Expect  your  Hi-hncfs' doom  of  ;ife  or  death. 

K  Henry.   Then,  heav'n,  let  ope  thy  ever  lafting  gates, 
To  entertain  my  vows  of  thanks  and  praife. 
soldiers,  this  day  have  you  redeem'd  your  lives, 
And  fhew'J  how  well  you  love  your  prince  and  country  : 
Continue  flill  in  this  (b  good  a  mind, 
And  Henry,  though  he  be  unfortunate, 
Aflure  yourfelvts,  will  never  be  unkind  : 
And  (b  with  thinks  and  pardon  to  yeu  all, 
I  do  difmifs  yuu  to  your  feveral  countries. 
All.  God  (ave  the  King  !  God  fave  the  King! 

Enter  Mejpnger. 
Mejf  Pleafe  it  y  ur  Grace  to  be  advertised, 
The  Duke  of  York  is  newly  comt  from  Ireland; 
And  with  a  puifTant  and  mighty  povv'r 
Of  delp'rate  gallow-glafles  and  (lout  kerns, 
Is  marching  hitheiward  in  p'oud  array; 
And  (rill  proctaimeth,  as  ht.  comes  along, 
His  arms  are  only  to  remove  from  thee 
The  Duke  of  Somerfet    whom  he  terms  a  traitor. 

K.  Henry.  Thus  ltands  my  date  *twixt  Cade  and  York 
dillefs'd; 
Like  to  a  (hip,  that,  having  'fcap'd  a  temped, 
Is  ft  railway  claim 'd  and  boaided  with  a  pirate. 

G  3  But 
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But  now  is  Cade  driv'n  back,  his  men  difpers'd; 
And  now  is  York  in  arms  to  fecond  him. 
I  prav  thee,   Buckingham,  go  and  meet  with  him, 
And  afk  him  wh?t's  the  reaion  of  thefe  arms  : 
Tell  him,  1*1)  fend  Duke  Edmund  to  the  Tower; 
And,  Somerfet,  we  wi!l  commit  thee  thither, 
Untill  his  army  he  difmifs'd  from  him. 

Som  .My  Lord, 
I'll  yield  myfelf  to  prifon  willingly, 
Or  unto  death,  to  do  my  country  good. 

K.  Henry.  In  any  cafe  be  not  too  rough  in  terms; 
For  he  is  fietce,  and  cannot  brook  hard  language. 

Buck.  1  will,  my  Lord  ;  and  doubt  not  fo  to  deal, 
As  all  things  (hall  redound  unto  your  good. 

K.  Henry.    Come,  wife,    let's  in,    and  learn  to  govern 
better  ; 
For  yet  may  England  curfe  my  wretched  reign. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE     IX.        4  garden  in  Kent. 

Enter  Jack  Cade. 

Cade.    Fie  on  ambitions;     fie  on  myfelf,    that  have  a 

fword,  and  yet  am  ready  to  famifh.     Thefe  five  days  have 

I  hid  me  in  thefw  woods,    and  durft  not  peep  out,    for  all 

the  country  is  laid  for  me:  but  now  am  I  fo  hungry,  that 

If  I  might  have  a  leafe  of  my  life  for  a  thoufand  years,  I 

could  flay  no  longer.      "Wherefor  on  a  brick  wall  have 

I  climb'd   into  this  garden,    to  fee  if  I  can  eat  graft,    or 

pick  a  Pallet  another  while,    which  is  not  amifs  to  ccol  a 

man's  ftomach  this  hot  weather;    and  I  think  this  word 

fallet  was  born  to  do  me  good ;    for  many  a  time  but  for 

a  fallet  my  brain-pan   had  been  cleft   with  a  brown  bill; 

and  many  a  time  when  I  have   been  dry,    and  bravely 

marching,  it  hath  ferv'd  me  inftead  of  a  quart-pot  to  drink 

in ;  and  now  the  word  fillet  mod  ferve  me  to  feed  on. 

Enter  Iden. 
Idea.  Lord  !  who  would  live  turmoiled  in  the  court, 
And  may  enjoy  fuch  quiet  walks  as  thefe  i 
This  fmall  inheritance  my  father  left  me, 
Contenteth  me,  and's  worth  a  monarchy. 
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I  feck  not  to  wax  great  by  other's  waining; 
Or  gather  we  Ith  I  care  not  with  what  envy; 
Sufficeth  that  I  have  maintains  my  (late, 
And  fends  the  poor  well  pleaftd  from  my  gate. 

Cade.  Here's  the  lord  of  the  foil  come  to  fuze  me  for 
a  (tray,  for  ent'.ing  his  fee-fimple  without  leave.  Ah, 
villain  !  thou  wilt  betray  me,  anJ  get  a  thoufand  crowns 
of  the  King  by  carrying  my  head  to  him  ;  but  I'll  make 
thee  eat  iron  like  an  ollridge,  and  fwallow  n  y  fword  like 
a  great  pin,  ere  thou  and  I  part. 

Ide ' .  Why,  rude  companion,  whatfoe'er  thou  be, 
I  know  thee  not;   why  then  (hould  I  betray  thee  > 
Is't  not  enough  to  break  into  my  garden, 
And,  like  a  tlief,  to  come  to  rob  my  grounds, 
Climbing  my  walls  in  fpight  of  me  the  owner, 
But  thou  wilt  brave  me  with  theft  faucy  terms  ? 

Cnde.  Brave  thee  ?  by  the  Heft  blood  that  ever  was 
broach'd,  and  beard  thee  too.  Look  on  me  well,  I  have 
eat  no  meet  theft  five  days,  yet  come  thou  and  thy  five 
men,  and  if  I  do  not  Idve  you  as  dead  as  a  door-nail,  I 
pray  God  I  may  never  eat  grafs  more. 

Iden    Nay,  it  (hall  ne'er  be  faid  while  England  (lands, 
That  Alexander  Iden,  an  Efquire  of  Kent, 
Took  oJds  to  combat  a  poor  familh'd  man. 
Oppofe  thy  (ledfail  gazing  eyes  to  mine, 
See  it  thou  canft  outface  me  with  thy  looks  : 
Set  limb  to  limb,  and  thou  art  far  the  lefler : 
Thy  hand  is  but  a  finger  to  my  fill; 
Thy  leg  a  (lick,  compared  with  this  truncheon. 
My  foot  (hall  fight  with  all  the  ftrength  thou  haft; 
And  if  mine  arm  be  heaved  in  the  air, 
Thy  grave  is  digg'd  already  in  the  earth  : 
As  for  more  words,  let  this  my  fword  report 
(Whofc  greatnefs  anfwers  words)  what  fpeech  forbears. 

Cads.  By  my  valour,  the  moil  complete  champion  that 
ever  I  heard.  Steel,  if  thou  turn  thine  edge,  or  cut  not 
out  the  burly-bon'd  clown  in  chines  of  beef  ere  thou  deep 
in  thy  (heath,  I  beftech  Jove  on  my  knees  thou  may'ft 
be  turned  into  hobnails.  [Here  they  fight  J  O  I  am  (lain! 
Famine,  and  no  other,   hath  (lain  me  :    let  ten  thcufand 

devils 
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devils  come  againft  roe,  and  give  me  but  the  ten  meals  I 
have  loft,  and  I'd  defy  them  all.  Wither  garden,  and  be 
henceforth  a  burying-place  to  all  that  do  dwell  in  this  houle, 
becaufe  the  unconquer'd  foul  of  Cade  is  fled. 

Iden.  I&'t  Cade  that  I  have  (lain,  that  monftrous  trai- 
Sword,  I  will  hallow  thee  for  this  thy  deed,  [tor  ? 

And  hang  thee  o'er  my  tomb  when  I  am  dead. 
Ne'er  (hall  this  blood  be  wiped  from  thy  point, 
But  thou  (halt  wear  it  as  a  herald's  coat, 
T'emblaze  the  honour  which  thy  mafter  got. 

Cade.  Iden,  farewel,  and  be  proud  of  thy  vi£Hry  :  tell 
Kent  from  me,  (he  hath  loft  her  beft  man  ;  and  exhort  all 
the  world  to  be  cowards;  for  I  that  never  fear'd  any  am 
vanquiftied  by  Famine,  not  by  valour.  [Dies. 

Iden.    How  much   thou  wrong'ft  me,    Heaven  be  my 
judge  ! 
Die,  damned  wretch,  the  curie  of  her  that  bare  thee  : 
And  as  I  thruft  thy  body  in  with  my  fword, 
So  wifh  I,  I  might  thruft  thy  foul  to  hell. 
Hence  will  I  drag  thee  headlong  by  the  heels 
Unto  a  dunghill,  which  (hall  be  thy  grave ; 
And  there  cut  ofFthy  moft  ungracious  head, 
"Which  I  will  bear  in  triumph  to  the  King, 
Leaving  thy  trunk  for  crows  to  feed  upon.  [Exit. 

ACT        V.        SCENE      I. 

In  the  fields  near  London. 

Enter  York,  and  his  army  of  Jrijh,  with  drum  and  colours. 

Tork.T^Rom  Ireland  thus  comes  York  to  claim  his  right* 
I?     And  pluck  the  crown  from  feeble  Henry's  head. 
Ring,  be'ls,  aloud;  burn,  bonfires,  clear  and  bright, 
To  entertain  great  England's  lawful  King  ! 
Ah,   Majefty !  who  would  not  buy  thee  dear  ? 
Let  them  o<  ey  that  know  not  how  to  rule. 
This  hand  was  made  to  handle  nought  but  gold. 
I  cannot  give  due  ailion  to  my  words, 
Except  a  fword  or  fceptrc  balance  it. 
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fccptre  (hall  it  have,  (have  I  a  foul), 

i  which  I'll  tofs  the  flower-de-luce  of  France. 
Enter  Buckingham. 

'horn  have  we  here  ?  Buckingham  to  diOurb  me? 

he  King  hath  lent  him,  fure  :  I  mud  diflemble. 

Buck    York,  it  thou  meanett  well,  I  greet  thee  well. 

York.  Humphry  of  Buckingham,  1  accept  thy  greeting. 

-t  thou  a  mcfTenger,  or  come  of  pleafure  ?      # 

Buck.  A  meflenger  from  Henry  our  dread  Liege, 

o  know  the  reafon  of  thefe  arms  in  peace  ? 

r  why,  thou,  being  a  fubjeel  as  I  am, 

gainft  thy  oath  and  true  allegiance  fworn,  • 
.  ,ouldtt  raife  fo  great  a  power  without  his  leave  ? 
I  r  dare  to  biing  thy  force  fo  near  the  court  ? 
I  York.  Scarce  can  I  fpeak,  my  choler  is  fo 
great.  m 

h !  I  could  hew  up  rocks,  and  fight  with  flint, 

am  fo  angry  at  thefe  abjecl  terms. 

nd  now,  like  Ajax  Telamonius, 

m  fheep  or  oxen  could  I  fpend  my  fury.  J>  AftM* 

■  am  far  better  born  than  is  the  King  : 

lore   like  a  King,    more   kingly  in    my 
thoughts. 

;ut  Imuil  make  fair  weather  yet  a  while, 

Till  Henry  be  more  weak  and  I  more  ftrong.  J 
|)  Buckingham  !   I  pr'ythee,  pardon  me, 

That  1  have  given  no  anfwer  nil  this  while; 

vly  mind  was  troubled  with  deep  melancholy. 

The  caufe  why  I  have  brought  this  army  hither, 

s  to  remove  pioud  Sonurfet  from  the  King, 

kditious  to  his  Grace  and  to  the  ftate. 
Buck.  That  is  too  much  preemption  on  thy  part; 

But  if  thy  arms  be  to  no  other  end, 

The  King  hath  yielded  unto  thy  demand  : 

The  Duke  of  Somerfet  is  in  the  Tower. 
York.  Upon  thine  honour  is  be  prifoner  ? 
Buck.  Upon  mine  honour  he  is, prifoner. 
York.  Then,  Buckingham,  I  do  difmifs  my  powers  : 

Soldiers,  I  thank  yoa  all;  difperfe  yourfelves; 

Meet  me  to-morrow  in  St  George's  field, 

You 
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You  (hall  have  pay  and  every  thing  you  wi(h. 

And  let  my  Sovereign,  virtuous  Henry, 

Command  my  eldeft  Ton;   niy,  all  my  Tons, 

As  pledges  of  my  fealty  and  love, 

I'll  fend  them  all  as  willing  as  I  live  ; 

Lands,  goods,  horfe,  armour,  any  thing  I  have, 

Is  his  to  ufe,  fo  Somerfet  may  die. 

Buck.  York,  I  commend  this  kind  fubmiffion, 
"We  twain  will  go  into  bis  High.iefs'  tent.  [E*«w/ 

SCENE      II.       Changes  to  the  King's  pavilion. 
Enter  King  Henry,  and  Attendants.     Re-enter  Buckind 
ham  and  York,  attended. 
K.  Henry    Buckingham,  doth  York  intend  no  harm  tc 
That  thus  he  marcheth  with  thee  arm  in  arm  ?  rus 

York.  In  all  fubmifilon  and  humility, 
York  doth  prefent  himfelf  unto  your  Highnefs. 

K.  Henry.    Then  what  intend  thefe  forces  thou  doll 

bring  > 
York.  To  heave  the  traitor  Somerfet  from  hence, 
And  fight  againft  that  monftrous  rebel  Cade, 
Whom  fince  I  head  to  be  dlfcomfited- 

Enter  fden  -with  Cade's  head. 
Hen.  If  one  fo  rude,  and  of  fo  mean  condition. 
May  pafs  into  the  prefence  of  a  K;ng, 
Lo,  I  preftnt  your  Grace  a  traitor's  head  ; 
The  head  of  Cade,  whom  I  in  combat  flew. 

K.  Henry.  The  head  of  Cade  >    great  God  !    how  Jul  i 

0  let  me  view  his  vifage  being  dead,  [art  thou  > 

1  hat  Irving  wrought  me  fuch  exceeding  trouble. 
Tell  me,  my  friend,  art  thou  the  man  that  fLw  him  ? 

Iden.   r  was;  an't  like  your  Majefty. 

K.  Henry    How  art   thou  call'd  ?    and  what  is  thy  de- 

Iden.  Alexander  Ikn,  that's  my  name,  [Jree  > 

A  poor  Efquire  of  Kent,  that  loves  the  King. 

Buck.  So  pleafe  it  you,  my  Lord,  'twere  not  amifs 
He  were  created  Knight  for  his  good  fervice. 

K.  Henry.  Iden,  kneel  down  ;  rife  up  a  Knight : 
\ke  give  thee  for  reward  3  thoufand  maks, 
And  will  that  thou  henceforth  attend  on  us. 

Iden.  May  Iden  hve  to  merit  fuch  a  bounty, 

And 
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nd  never  live  but  true  unto  his  Lkgt ! 
SCENE       Ill- 
Enter  Queen  Margaret  and  Somerfct. 

K  Henry.  See.   3ut.kingh  m,  Somerlct  comes  with  the 
\o    bid  her  hide  him  quickly  fr<m  the  Dike.     [Queen  ; 

Q    Mar.    For  thouiand  Yoiks  he  lhall  not  his  hide 
ut  boldly  ftand  and  front  him  to  his  face.  [head, 

York-  How  now  ?  is  Somcriet  at  liberty  ? 

hen,  York,   unloufe  thy  long  impnlon'd  thoughts, 

nd  let  thy  tongue  be  equal  with  thy  heart. 

jail  I  endure  the  fight  or  Somerftt  ? 

alfc  King!  why  hall  thou  broken  faith  with  me, 

.nowing  how  hardly  I  can  brook  abufc? 

.ing  did  I  call  thee?  no,  thou  art  no  King: 

lot  fit  to  govern  and  rule  multitudes, 

Vhich  durtt  not,  no,  nor  canlt  not  rule  a  traitor. 

~hat  head  of  thine  doth  not  become  a  crown: 

~hy  hand  is  made  to  grafp  a  palmer's  flafT, 

,nd  not  to  grace  an  awful  princely  fcptre. 

That  gold  muft  round  ingirt  ihefe  brows  of  mine, 

Vhofc  fmile  and  frown  (like  to  Achilles'  fpear  *) 

s  able  with  the  change  to  kill  and  cure. 

Jere  is  a  hand  to  hofd  a  fecptre  up, 

lnd  with  the  fame  to  aft  controlling  laws. 

*  The  Jlory  is,  that  Telepbus  the  fin  of  Hercules,  being 
'<vg  of  Myfia,  eppojed  the  pifjage  cf  the  Greeks  10  Troy, 
\>;a  bang  gnevou/ly  -wounded  by  Achilles,  confulted  the  ora- 
le  how  he  might  be  cured.  The  anfwer  he  received  was, 
rbat  no  h.ng  but  the  fame  four  -which  gave  the -wound  could 
real  it:  upon  -winch  he  made  friends  to  Achilles,  -who,  by 
be  rujl  from  the  feel  of  bis  fp  ar  fcraped  into  the  V)cundt 
wed  him.  A,  J  in  return  for  jo  great  a  benefit,  Telepbus 
retlo-wed  Achilles  as  an  auxiliary  to  the  fuge  of  Troy.  0- 
vid  refers  to  t!  is  Jlory  in  the  jolh-wing  verfes. 

Vulnus  m  Herculeo  quae  quondam  fieceret  hofte. 
Vulneiis  auxilium  Pelias  haila  tulit. 
And  Proper t:u% 

Myfis  &  -rtmonia  juvenis  qua  cufpide  vulnus 
Senfe  at,  hue  ipsa  qnfpidc  fenfit  opem. 

CiYC 
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Give  place ;  by  heaven  thou  (halt  rule  no  more 
O'er  him  whom  heav'n  created  for  thy  ruler. 

Som.   O  monftrous  traitor!   I  arreft  thee,  York, 
Of  capital  trtafon  'gairft  the  King  and  crown; 
Obey,  audacious  traitor,  kneel  for  grace. 

Totk.  Sirrah,  call  in  my  fons  to  be  my  bail; 
Wouldft  have  me  kneel?  Firft,  let  me  a(k  of  thefe, 
If  they  can  brock  I  bow  a  knee  to  man. 
I  know,  ere  they  will  let  me  go  to  ward, 
They'll  pawn  their  fwords  for  my  infranchifement. 

£.  Mar.  Call  hither  Clifford,  bid  him  come  amain. 
To  fay,  if  that  the  bartard  boys  of  York 
Shall  be  the  furety  for  their  traitor  father. 

Totk.  O  blood  be/potted  Neapolitan, 
Out-cart  of  Naples,  England's  bloody  fcourge! 
The  fons  of  York,  thy  betters  in  their  birth, 
Shall  be  their  fathei's  bail,  and  bane  to  thofe 
That  for  my  furety  will  refufe  the  boys. 

Etder  Edward  Plantagenet  and  Richard  Plantagenet. 
See  where  they  come;  I'll  warrant  they'll  make  it  goo< 
Enter  Clifford. 
j£.  Mar.  And  here  comes  Clifford  to  deny  their  bail 
Clif.  Health  and  all  happinefs  to  my  Lord  the  King. 
York.  I  thank  thee,    Clifford;    fay,    what  news  wit 
Nay,  do  not  fright  us  with  an  angry  look:  [thee 

We  are  thy  Sovereign,  Clifford,  kneel  again ; 
For  thy  miftaking  fo,  we  pardon  thee. 

Clif.  This  is  my  King,  York,  1  do  not  miftake; 
But  thou  miftak'A  me  much,  to  think  I  do  : 
To  Bedlam  with  him;  is  the  man  grown  mad? 

K.  Henry.  Ay,  Clifford,  a   Bedlam  and   ambitious  hu 
Makes  him  oppofc  himfelf  agsinfl  his  King.  [mou 

Clif.  He  is  a  traitor,  let  him  to  the  Tower, 
And  crop  away  that  factious  pate  of  his. 

j£.  Mar.  He  is  arretted,  but  will  not  obey: 
His  fons,  he  fays,  (hall  give  their  words  for  him. 
York.  Will  you  not,  fons? 
E.  Plan.  Ay,  Noble  father,  if  our  words  will  fcrve. 

R.  Plan, 
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J?.  Plm.    ApJ   if  words  wiil  not,    then  our  weapons 
(hall. 

Clif.  Wliy,  what  a  brood  of  traitors  have  we  here? 

York.   Look  in  a  glafi,  and  call  thy  image  Co. 
[am  thy  King,   and  thou  a  falfe  heart  traitor; 
3ali  hither  to  the  (lake  my  two  brave  bears*, 
Dial  with  the  very  fhaking  of  their  chains 
They  may  artonifh  thefe  fell-lurking  curs; 
3id  Salifbury  and  Warwick  come  to  me. 
SCENE       IV. 
Enter  the  Earls  of  Salifbury  and  Warwick. 

Clif.  Are  thefe  thy  bears?  we'll  bait  thy  bears  to  death, 
Vnd  manacle  the  bearward  in  their  chains, 
f  thou  dar'ft  bring  them  to  the  baiting  place. 

R.  Plan.  Oft  have  I  feen  a  hot  o'erweening  cur 
Lun  back  and  bite,  b  caufe  he  was  with-held ; 
Vho,  being  fufTer'd  with  the  bear's  fell  paw, 
Jath  cLpp'd  his  tail  betwixt  his  legs  and  cry'J  t 
knd  fuch  a  piece  of  fcrvice  will  you  do, 
f  you  oppofe  yourfelves  to  match  Lord  Warwick. 

Clif   Hence,  heap  cf  wrath,  foul  indigefted  lump, 
is  crooked  in  thy  manners  as  thy  fhape. 

York    Nay,  we  (hall  heat  you  thoroughly  anon. 

Clif.  Take  heed,  left  by  your  heat  you  burn  yourfelves. 

K.  H  nry.   Why,   Warwick,  hath  thy  knee  forgot   to 
)ld  Saliibury,  fhame  to  thy  fiiver  hair,  [bow, 

"hou  mad  mifleader  of  thy  brain-fick  fbn, 
Vhat,  nttt  thou  on  thy  death-bed  play  the  ruffian, 
.nd  feek  for  forrow  with  thy  fpetlacies? 
)h,  where  is  faith?  oh,  where  is  loyalty? 
fit  be  banifh'd  from  the  frofly  head, 
Vhere  fhall  it  find  a  harbour  in  the  earth  ? 
Vilt  thou  go  dig  a  grave  to  find  out  war, 
^nd  fhame  thine  honourable  age  with  blood? 
^hy  ait  thou  old,  and  want'tl  expedience? 
>r  wherefore  dofr  abufe  ir,  if  thou  haft  it? 
or  fhame,  in  duty  bend  thy  knee  to  me, 

*  AUu&big  to  the  Ncvills'  crtft.  -which  w«S  the  bear  ani 
■J?ed  jhf.    ■ 

Vol.  V,  H  That 
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That  bows  unto  the  grave  with  mickle  age. 

Sal.  My  Lord.  I  have  confider'd  with  myfelf 
The  title  of  this  mod  renowned  Duke; 
And  in  my  conference  do  repute  his  Grace 
The  rightful  heir  to  England's  royal  feat. 

K.  Hewy.  .Haft  thou  not  fworn  allegiance  unto  me? 

Sal.  I  have. 

K-  Henry.    Canft  thou  difpenfe  with  heav'n  for  fuch 
an  oath  ? 

Sal.  It  is  great  fin  to  fwear  unto  a  fin; 
But  greater  fin  to  keep  a  finful  oath. 
Who  can  be  bound  by  any  folemn  vow 
To  do  a  murd'rous  deed,  to  rob  a  man, 
To  force  a  fpotlefs  virgin's  chaftity, 
To  'reave  the  orphan  of  his  patrimony, 
To  wring  the  widow  from  her  cuflom'd  right, 
And  have  no  other  reafon  for  his  wrong, 
But  that  he  was  bound  by  a  folemn  oath  ? 

Q^  Mar.  A  fubtle  traitor  needs  no  fbphifter. 

K.  Henry.  Call  Buckingham,    and  bid  him  arm  him- 
felf. 

York.  Call  Buckingham  and  all  the  friends  thou  haft, 
I  am  refblv'd  for  death  or  dignity. 

Old  Clif.   The  firft  I  warrant  thee,  if  dreams  proye 
true- 

War.  You  were  beft  go  to  bed  and  dream  again, 
To  keep  thee  from  the  tempeft  of  the  field. 

OU  Clif.  I  am  refolv'd  to  bear  a  greater  ftorm 
Than  any  thou  canft  conjure  up  to-day; 
And  that  I'll  write  upon  thy  burgonet. 
Might  I  but  know  thee  by  thy  houfe's  badge. 

War.  Now,  by  my  father's  badge,  old  Nevill's  creft, 
The  rampant  bear  chain'd  to  the  ragged  ftaffj 
This  day  I'll  wear  aloft  my  burgonet, 
(As  on  a  mountain-top  the  cedar  thews, 
That  keeps  his  leaves  in  fpite  of  any  ftorm), 
Ev'n  to  affright  thee  with  the  view  thereof. 

Old  Clif.  And  from  thy  burgonet  I'll  rend  thy  bear, 
And  tread  it  under  foot  with  all  contempt, 
Defpight  the  bearward  that  protects  the  bear. 

2".  Clif 
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2".  Cl'if.  And  Co  to  arm?,  victorious  Noble  father, 
To  quell  the  rebels  and  their  complices- 

R.  Plan.  Fie,  charity  for  fhame,  fpeak  not  in  fpight, 
Tor  you  (hall  fup  with  Jefu  Chriff  to-night. 

Y.  Cl'if.  Foul   fhgmatic,    that's  more  than   thou  canft 
tell. 

JR.  Pirn.  If  not  in  heav'n,  you'll  finely  fup  in  hell. 

[Exeunt  feverally' 
1  C  E  N  E  V.    Changes  to  afield  of  battle  at  St  Alban's 
Enter  Warwick. 

War,   Clifford  of  Cumberland,  'tis  Warwick  calls; 
Vnd  if  thou  d  >if  not  hide  thee  from  the  bear, 
Now  when  the  angry  trumpet  (bunds  alarim, 
knd  dying  men-'  cries  do  fill  the  empty  a  i), 
Zlifford,    1  lay,   come  forth  2nd  fighl  with  me  ; 
'roud  northern  Lord,  Clifford  of  Cumberland, 
»Varrtick  is  hoarie  with  calling  'hec  10  anus. 

Enter  York. 

War.  How  now,  rry  Noble  Lord?  what  all  a  foot? 

York.    The  deadly-handed  Cliff  id  flew  my  fteed  : 
3ut  match  to  match  1  hav<  encountered  him, 
\nd  made  a  prey  for  carr  on  kites  ai  d- crows, 
L\'n  of  the  bonny  he  a  ll  he  lov'd  fo  well. 
Enter  Clifford-. 

War    Of  one  or  both  of  us  the  time  is  come. 

York     Hod      Warwick:    fck    thee   out   Come  other 
•or  I  m)felf  ir.ufl  hunt  this  deal  to  death.  [chace, 

War.    rheo  nobly,  York!   'tis  for  a  crown  thou  hght'it. 
\s  I  intend,  Clifford,  to  thrive  to-dav, 
it  grieves  mj  foul  to  have  thee  unaflail'd,       [Exit  War* 

Chf    What  lec'tt  thou   in  mc;   York.'    why  do'.t  thou 
paufc? 

Y^rk.    With  thy  brave  bearing  fbould  I  be  in  love, 
3ut  i hat  thou  art  Co  faff  mine  enemy 

CliJ.   Noi  mould  thy  prowefs  want  praif:  and  eHeem, 
But  that  'tis  (hewn  ignobly,  and  in  t  eafon. 

York,  so  let  it  help  me  now  againft  thy  fword, 
hs  J  in  ju!iicc  and  tme  rig! 1 1  exprefs  it. 

Clif.   My  foul  and  body  on  the  action  both! 

York,  A  dreadful  lay,  addrefs  thee  inftantly.       [Eight* 

H  2  '  Clif, 
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Ciif.  La  fin  ccuronne  les  aitvret*  [Dies. 

York.  Thus  war  hath  given  thee  peace,  for  thou  art  ftil!,| 
Peace  with  his  foul,  Heav'n,  if  it  he  thy' will.  [Exit, 

Enter  young  Clifford. 

T.  Clif.  Shame  and  confufion!  all  is  on  the  rout. 
Fear  frames  difbrder,  and  difbrder  wounds 
Where  it  (hould  guard.     O  War!   thou  Ion  of  hell, 
Whom  ang'ry  heav'ns  do  make  their  minifter, 
Throw  in  the  fiozeu  bofbms  of  our  part 
Hot  coals  of  vengeance.     Let  no  foldier  fly. 
He  th3t  is  truly  dedicate  to  war, 
Hath  no  felf-love;    for  he  that  loves  himftlf, 
Hath  not  eflentially,  but  by  circumflance, 
The  name  of  valour.  Q  let  the  vile  world  end, 

[Seeing  bis  dead  fclhert  \ 
And  the  premifed  *  flimes  of  the  lart  day 
Kn  t  earth  and  heav'n  together! 
K  w  let  the  general  tiumpet  blow  his  blafl, 
Particularities  and  petty  founds 
To  ceafe!    Waft  thou  ordained,  O  dear  father, 
To  lofe  fhy  youth  in  peace,  and  to  atchieve 
1  he  hlver  livery  of  advifed  age; 
And  in  thy  reverence,  and  thy  chair-days,  thus 
To  die  in  ruffnn  battle?    Even  at  this  fioht 
My  heart  is  tum'd  to  (tone;  and  while  'tis  mine, 
Ji  iha'I  be  ftony.     York  not  our  old  men  (pares. 
No  more  will  I  their  babes:   tears  virginal 
Shall  be  to  me  even  as  the  dew  to  fire ; 
And  beauty  that  the  tyrant  oft  reclaims, 
Shall  to  my  flaming  wrath  be  oil  and  flax. 
Henceforth  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  p:ty. 
Meet  I  an  infant  of  the  houle  of  York, 
Into  as  many  gobbets  will  I  cut  it, 
As  wild  Medea  young  Abfyrtus  did. 
In  cruelty  will  1  feek  out  my  fame, 
Come,  thou  new  ruin  of  old  Clifford's  houfe; 
As  did  .rEneas  old  Anchifes  bear, 
So  I  bear  thee  upon  my  manly  (boulders : 

*  Premifed,  for  lent  before  their  time. 

But 
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But  then  j^neas  bare  a  living  load, 
Noth.ng  io  heavy  as  thefe  woes  of  mine. 

[Exit,  beating  cff  his  filler. 
Enter  Richard  Plantagenct  and  Somerfet,   to  fi^ht. 
R.  Plan.  So,  lie  thou  there:  [Somerfet  is  kill'J, 

For  underneath  an  alehoufe'  paltry  fign, 
The  caftle  in  St  Alban's,  Somerfet 
Kat'i  made  the  wizard  famous  in  his  death. 

d,   hold  thy  temper;  heart,  be  wrathful  ftilJ. 
Pi  lefts  pray  lor  enemies,  but  princes  kill. 

[Exit  Richard  Plantagenet. 
SCENE       VI. 
Fight.     Excurfions.     Enter  King  Henry,  Queen  Marga- 
te t,  and  others. 
Q_  Mar.  Away,  my  Lord,  you  are  flow}    for  fhame, 

away. 
K-  Henry.    Cat)  we  outrun  the  heav'ns!    good  Mar- 

g'ret,  fiay. 
Q^Mar.   What  are  you   made  of?  you'll  not  fight, 
Now  is  it  manhood,  wifdom,  and  defence,  [nor  fry. 

To  give  the  enemy  way,  and  to  fecu;e  us 
By  what  we  can,  which  can  no  more  but  fly. 

[Alarum  afar  of. 
If  you  be  ta'en,  we  then  fhou!d  fee  the  bottom 
Of  ail  our  fortunes;    but  if  we  haply  '[cape, 
[As  well  we  msy,  if  not  through  your  neg!e£r), 
We  fha'.l  to  London  ge;,  where  you  arc  lov'd ; 
And  where  this  breach  i,ow  in  our  fortunes  made, 
May  readily  be  flopt. 

Enter  Clifford. 
Clif   But  that  my  heart's  on  future  mi  [chief  fet, 
would  fpeak  blafphemy  ere  bid  you  fly; 
But  fly  you  mefl:    incurable  difcomfk 
Reigns  in  the  hearts  of  all  our  pre  fait  party. 
Away,  for  your  relief;  and  we  will  live 
To  fee  their  day,  and  them  our  fortune  give. 
Away,  my  Lord,  away!  [Exeunt. 

Alarum.      Retreat,     Enter  York,    Richard  Plantagenet, 
Warwick,  and  Soldiers,  with  drum  and  colours. 
York.  Of  Salifbury,  who  can  report  of  him  ? 

I1  3  That 
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That  winter-lion,  who  in  rage  forgets 
Aged  contufbns  and  all  bru  fe  of  time  ; 
And,  like  a  gallant  in  the  brow  of  youth, 
Repairs  him  with  occafion.     This  happy  day 
Is  not  itfelf,  nor  have  we  won  one  foot, 
If  Salifbury  be  loft 

R.  Plan.  My  Noble  father, 
Three  times  to-day  I  holp  him  to  his  horfe, 
Three  times  beftrid  him  ;  thrice  I  led  him  off, 
Petfuaded  him  from  any  further  act : 
But  ftill  where  danger  was,  Aill  there  I  met  him  ; 
And,  like  rich  hangings  in  an  homely  houfe, 
So  was  his  will  in  his  old  feeble  body. 
But,  noble  as  he  is,  look  where  he  comes. 
Enter  Salifbury. 

Sal.  Now,  by  my  flvord,    well  haft   thou  fought  ttf» 

day;  . .    . 

By  th'  mafs,  Co  did  we  all.     I  thank  you,  Richard. 
God  knows  how  long  it  is  I  have  to  live ; 
And  it  hath  pleas'd  him,  that  three  times  to-day 
You  have  defended  me  from  imminent  death. 
Well,  Lords,  we  have  not  got  that  which  we  have; 
Tis  hot  enough  our  foes  are  this  time  fled, 
Being  oppofites  of  fuch  repairing  nature. 

York.  1  know  our  fafety  is  to  follow  them  ; 
For,  as  I  hear,  the  King  is  fled  to  London, 
To  call  a  prefent  court  of  parliament. 
Let  us  purfue  him  ere  the  writs  go  forth, 
What  fays  Lord  Warwick?  fhall  we  after  them  ? 

War.  After  them!  nay,  before  them  if  we  can. 
Now,  by  my  hand,  Lords,  'twas  a  glorious  day, 
St  Aiban's  battle,  won  by  famous  York, 
Shall  be  eterniz'd  in  all  age  to  come. 
Sound  drum  and  trumpets,  and  to  London  all, 
And  more  fuch  days  as  thefe  to  us  befal!  {Exeunt 
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A    C    T      I.        S    C    E    N    E      I. 

London. 

Alarum*     Enter  Duke  of  York,  Edward,  Richard,  No. 
folk,  Montague,  Warwick,  and  Soldiers. 

War.    y    Wonder  how  the  King  efcap'd  our  hands! 

Tori    While  we  pur/ii'd  the  hoi/cmen  c 
-*-  the  north, 

He  Oily  (role  away,  and  left  his  men  : 
Whereat  (he  great  Lord  of  Northumberland, 
Vhofe  wail  ke  ears  cou'd  never  brook  retreat 
Chear'd  up  the  drooping  army  ;  and  himfdf, ' 
Lord  Clifford,  and  Lord  Stafford,  all  a  bread, 
Charo'J  our  main  battle's  front;   and,  breaking  in 
Were  by  the  fwords  of  common  f.Idiers  (lain   "      * 

Ediv.  Lord  Scaffold's  father,   Duke  ol  Buckingham 
Is  either  (lain  or  wounded  dang'roufly.  ' 

I  cleft  his  beaver  with  a  downright  bluw. 
Thar  this  is  true,  father,  heboid  his  blood. 

M»nt.   And,    brother,    here's   the   Earl  of  Wiltfhire,« 
V  hewn  I  encounter^  as  the  battles  join'd  [blood  ■ 

Kub^  Sptak  thou  for  me.  and  tell  them  what  I  did  — ! 
[Throwing  down  the  D,ke  a/Someiftt'j  bead.] 
ioik.  Rtchard  hath  belt  delerv'd  of  all  my  Ions. 
Is  hu  Grace  dead,  my  Lord  of  Someifet? 

Norf.  Such  hope  have  all  the  line  of  John  of  Gaunt! 
Rich.   Thus  do  f  hope  to  (hake  King  Henry's  head.  ' 
Iter.   And  fo  do  I.     Victorious  Prnce  of  York 
Before  I  lee  thee  ftated  in  that  throne,  ' 

Which  now  the  h>ufe  of  Lancifter  ufurps, 
I  vow  by  heav'n  thefe  eyes  fhall  never  clofei 
This  is  the  palace  of  that  fearful  King, 
And  this  the  regal  feat;  pofTsfs  it,  York; 
For  this  is  thine,  and  not  King  Henry's  heirs'. 

York.  Affift  me  then,  fweet  Warwick,  and  I  will  • 
Tor  hither  we  have  broken  in  by  force. 

Norf.  We'll  all  affift  you;  he  that  flies,  fnall  die. 
Jerk*  Thanks,  gentle  Norfolk  ;  ftsy  by  me,  my  Lords; 

And, 
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id,  foldlers,  flay  and  lodge  by  me  this  night. 

War.  And  when  the  King  comes,    offer   him   no  vio- 
ilefs  he  feck  to  thrnft  you  out  by  force.  L'«ocei 

York.  The  Queen  this  day  h-re  holds  her  pa  .lament, 
It  little  thinks  ws  fhall  be  of  her  council; 
•  wo'dsor  blows  here  let  us  win  our  rigjlt. 

;.  Arm'd  as  we  are.  let's  flay  within  this  houfc. 
Jl\tr.  The  bloody  parliament  fhall  this  be  call  d, 
ilcfs  Pkntagenet  Duke  of  York  be  King; 
id  bafhiul  Henry  dep  s'd,  whofe  cowardice 
ith  mi^'e  us  hy-words  to  our  enemies. 
Y'.rk.  Then  leave  me  not;   my  Lords,  be  refolute; 
jiean  to  tike-pofleffion  of  my  right. 
War.  Neither  the  King,  not  he  that  loves  him  be.t, 
he  prouddl  he  that  holds  up  Lancafler, 
ires  Air  a  wing,  if  Warwick  (hake  his  bells. 
I  plant  Plantagenet,  root  him  up  who  dare: 
•folve  thee.  Richard  ;  claim  the  Engiifh  cro*n. 

S     C     E     N     E       II. 
..let  King  Henry,    Clifford,    Northumberland,    W 

norland,   E>urer,  ahdo'hn. 

K.  Henry.  My  Lords,  look  where  the  flurdy  rebt,  *t% 
ven  in  the  chair  of  flare;  belike  he  means 
laek'd  by  the  power  of  Warwick  that  falfe  peer} 
"'afl  ire  unto  the  crown,  and  reign  as  King. 
arl  of  Northumberland,  he  flew  thy  father  ; 
nd  thine,  Lord  Clifford  J  and  you  vow'd  revenge 
•n  him,  his  fons,  his  fav'rites,  and  his  friends. 

Norlb.   UT  be  not,  heav'ns  be  reveng'd  en  me! 

CUf.  The  hope  thereof  makes  CI  find  mourn  in  fleei. 

Weft-    What,    (hall    we  fuffcr  this?    let's   pluck    him 
ly  heart  for  anger  burns,  I  cannot  brook  it.         [down; 

K.  Henry.   Bt  p.ticnt,  gentle  Earl  of  Wtftmorland. 

Chf.  Patience  is  for  poltroons,  and  (uch  as  he: 
Ic  durft  not  fit  there  had  your  father  liv'd. 
Iy  graoous  Lord,  here  in  the  parliament 
,tt  us  aiLil  the  family  of  York. 

•  h    Well  haft  thou  fpoken,  coufin,  be  it  Co, 

K.  Henry.  Ah  1  know  yon  not  the  city  favours  then-, 

And 
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And  they  have  troops  of  foldiers  at  their  beck  ? 

Exe.  But  when  the  Duke  is  flain,  they'll  quickly  fly.l 
K.  Henty.  Far  be   the  thought  of  this   from   Henry 
To  make  a  fh  ambles  of  the  parliament-houle.         [hear 
Coufin  of  Exeter,  frowns,  words,  and  threats, 
Shall  be  the  war  that  Henry  means  to  ufe. 
Thou  fadlous  Duke  of  York,  defcend  my  throne, 

.    ,  .       .  e  [TotbeDukl 

And  kneel  for  grace  and  mercy  at  my  feet : 
I  am  thy  Sovereign. 

York.  Thou'rt  deceiv'd,  I'm  thine. 

Exe.  For  (bame  come  down  :    he  made  thee  Duke  c 

York. 
York.  Twas  my  inheritance,  as  the  kir^dom  is. 
Exe.   Thy  father  was  a  traitor  to  the  crown. 
War.  Exeter,  thou  art  a  traitor  to  the  crown, 
In  following  this  ufurping  Henry. 

Cl'if.  Whom  fhould  he  follow  but  h's  natural  King? 
War.    True,    Clifford;    and  that's  Richard  Duke  c 

York.  $ 

K.  Hairy.    And  (hall  I  (land,    and    ttiou  fit  in  m 

throne?  \ 

York.  It  mutt  and  (hall  be  to,  content  thyfelf. 
War.  Be  Duke  of  Lancsfter,  let  him  be  King. 
Weft.   He  is  both  King,  and  Duke  of  L'mcafter ; 
And  that  the  Lord  of  Weftmorland  (hall  maintain. 

War.   And  Warwick  (hall  difprove  it.      You  forget, 
That  we  are  thole  which  chas'd   you  from  the  field. 
And  (lew  your  fathers,   and  with  colours  Jpread 
March'd  through  the  city  to  the  palace-gares. 

North     No,    Warwick,    I  remember  it  to  my  grief; 
And,  by  his  foul,  thou  and  ihy  houfe  (hall  rue  it. 
Weft.   Planragenet,  of  thee,  and  thefe  (hy  fons, 
Thy  kmfmen  and  thy  friends,  I'll  have  more  lives, 
Than  drops  of  blood  were  in  my  father's  veins. 

Clif.  Urge  it  no  more,  left  that,  inllead  of  words, 
I  fend  thee,   Warwick,    fuch  a  meffnger, 
As  (hall  revenge  his  de3th  before  I  flir. 

War.  Poor  Clifford  1   how  I  fcorn  his  worthiefs  threats. 
York.  Will  you  we  (hew  our  title  to  the  crown  ? 

If 
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not,  our  fwords  (hall  plead  it  in  the  field. 

K.Henry.  V  hat  title  haft  :hou,  traitor,  to  the  crown? 

iy  father  was,  as  thou  art,  Duke  or  York; 

jy  g(andfather,  Roger  Mortimer,  Earl  of  March. 

m  the  Ton  of  Henry  the  Fifth, 

ho  made  the  Dauphin  and  the  French  to  ftoop, 

id  feiz'd  upon  their  towns  and  provinces. 

W*r.  Talk  not  of  France,  (1th  thou  halt  left  it  all. 

K.Henry.  The  Lord  Protector  loft  it,  and  not  I; 

hen  I  was  crown'd  I  was  but  nine  months  old. 

Rich.  You  aie  old  enough  now,  and  yet  mcthinks  ycu 

lofe: 
ther,  tear  the  crown  from  the  ufurper's  head. 
Edw.  Sweet  father,  do  fo;  let  it  on  your  head. 
Mont.  Good  brother,  as  thou  lov'fl  and  honour'ftarms, 
t's  fight  it  out,  and  not  ftand  cavilling  thus. 
Rich!3 Sound  drums  and  trumpets;    and  the  King  will 

fly. 

York.  Sons,  peace. 

K.  henry.  Peace  thou,  and  give  King  Henry  leave  to 

fpeak. 
War.  Plantagenet  (hall  fpeak  firft  :    hear  him,  Lords, 
id  be  you  filent  and  attentive  too; 
r  he  that  interrupts  him,  (hall  not  live. 
K.  Hcry.  Think'ft  thou  that  I  will  leave  my  kingly 
herein  my  grandfire  and  my  father  fat  ?  [thron?, 

i  :  firft  (hall  war  unpeople  this  my  realm ; 
rt  and  their  colours  often  borne  in  France, 
id  now  in  England  to  our  heart's  great  forrow, 
all  be  my  winding-flieet.     Why  faint  you,  Loids  ? 
y  title's  good,  and  better  far  than  his. 
War.  But  prove  it,  Henry,  and  thou  (halt  be  King. 
K.  Henry    Henry  the  Fourth  by  conqueft  got  the  crown. 
York.  'Twas  by  rebellion  againft  his  King. 
K.  Henry.  1  know  not  what  to  fay,  my  title's  weak : 
ell  me,  may  not  a  King  adopt  an  heir  ? 
York.  What  then  ? 

K.  Henry.  And  if  he  may,    then  am  I  lawful  King  : 
>r  Richard,  in  the  view  of  many  Lords, 

'  Mgn'<? 
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Refign'd  the  crown  to  Henry  the  Fourth  ; 
V/hoJe  heir  my  father  was,  and  I  am  his. 

York.   He  rote  againff.  him,  being  his  Sovereign, 
And  made  hirn  to  refign  his  crown  perforce. 

War.  Suppofe,  my  Lords,  he  did  it  unconfiratn'u, 
Think  you  'twere  prejudicial  to  his  crown  ? 

Exe.  No,  for  he  could  not  Co  lefign  his  crown, 
But  that  the  next  heir  fhould  ilcceed  and  re*gn. 

K.  Henry.    Art  thou  againft  us,   Duke  of  Exeter  ? 

Exe.  His  is  the  right,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 

York.  Why  whifper  you,  my  Lords,    and  anfwer  nol 

Exe-  My  conference  tells  me  he  is  lawful  King. 

K.  Henry.   All  will   revolt  from  me,    and  turn  to  hit 

North.  Plantagenet,  for  all  :he  claim  thou  lay 'ft, 
Think  not  that  Henry  fhall  be  fo  depos'd. 

War.  Depos'd  he  fhall  be  in  defpight  of  thee. 

North.  Thou  art  deceiv'd  :  'tis  nor  thy  fbuthern  pow  | 
Of  EiTex,  Norfolk.  Suffolk,  nor  of  Kent, 
Which  makes  thee  thus  prefumptuous  and  pi  oud, 
Can  fet  the  Duke  up  h  defpight  of  me. 

Clif.  King  Henry,  be  thy  title  right  or  wrong, 
Lord  Clifford  vows  to  fight  in  thy  defence; 
May  that  ground  gape,  and  fwallow  me  alive, 
"Where  I  fhall  kneel  to  him  that  flew  my  father  ! 

K.  Henry.    Oh  Clifford,    how  thy  words  revive  m 
heart  ! 

York.  Henry  of  Lancafter,  refign  thy  crown  : 
"What  mutter  you,  or  what  confpire  you,  Lords? 

War.  Do  right  unto  this  princely  Duke  of  Yotk, 
Or  I  will  fill  this  houfe  with  armei  men, 
And  o'er  the  chair  of  ft  ate  where  now  he  fits, 
"Write  up  his  title  with  ufurping  blood. 

[He  damps  ivith  his  foot,  and  the  foldiers  foew  thewfelva 

K.  Henry.    My   Lord  of  Warwick,    hear  me  but  on 

Let  me  but  reign  in  quiet  while  I  live.  [word 

York.  Confirm  the  crown  to  me  and  to  mine  heirs, 
And  thou  fhalt  reign  in  quiet  while  thou  liv'ft. 

A".  Henry.  I  am  content  :  Richard  Plantagenet,- 
Enjoy  the  kingdom  after  my  deceafe. 
CHf.  What  wrong  is  this  unto  the  Prince  your  ion  ? 

War 
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War.  What  good  ii  this  to  England  and  h'mfclf ? 

Weft.  Bafe,  fearful,  and  defpairing  Henry  ! 

CUf.  How  hz(\  thou  injur'd  both  thyfclf  and  us! 
/.  I  cannot  (lay  to  hear  thefc  articles. 

Kcrlb.  Nor  I. 

CUf.  Come,  coufin,  let  us  tell  the  Queen  thefe  news. 

Weft.  Faiewel,  faint  hearted  and  degen'rate  King, 
If  whole  cold  blood  no  fpork  of  honour  bides. 

North.  Be  thou  a  prey  unto  the  houfe  of  York, 
j\rid  die  in  bands  for  this  unmanly  deed  ! 

CUf  In  dreadful  war  may'fr.  thou  be  overcome, 

for  live  in  peace  abandon'd  and  defpis'd  ! 

[Exeunt  Nor.  CiifF.  Weftm, 
SCENE        III. 

War.  Turn  this  way,  Henry,  and  regard  them  not. 

Exe.  They  feek  revenge,  and  therefore  will  not  yield. 

K.  Henry.  Ah,  Exeter  ! 

War.  Why  Ihould  you  figh,  my  Lord  ? 

K.  Henry.    Not  for  myfclf,    Lord  Warwick,    but  my 
Whom  I  unnaturally  fhall  disinherit.  [fon, 

But  be  it  as  it  may ;  I  here  entail 
The  crown  to  thee,  and  to  thine  heirs  for  ever; 
Conditionally,  that  hoc  thou  take  an  oath 
To  ceafe  this  civil  war;  and  whilft  I  live, 
To  honour  me  as  thy  King  and  Sovereign ; 
Neither  by  trcafan  nor  hofHlity 
To  leek  to  put  me  down,  and  reign  thyfelf. 

Tork    This  oath  I  willingly  take,  and  will  perform. 

War.  Long  live  King   Henry  !    Plantagenet,   embrace 
h;m. 

K.  Henry.  And  long  live  thou,  and  thele  thy  forward  fbns! 

Tork.  Now  York  and  Lancafter  arc  reconcil'd. 

Exe.  Accurs'd  be  he  that  fecks  to  make  them  foes ! 

[Sonet.     Here  they  come  down. 

York.  Farewel,  my  gracious  Lord,  I'll  to  my  callle. 

War.  And  I'll  keep  London  with  my  foldiers. 

Norf.  And  I  to  Norfolk  with  my  followers. 

Mont.  And  I  unto  the  fca,  from  whence  I  came. 

K.  Henry.  And  1  with  grief  and  forrow  to  the  court 
[Exeunt  York,  Warwick,  Norfolk,  and  Montague. 

Vol.  V.  I  Enter 
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Enter  the  Queen,  and  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

Ece.  Here  comes  the  Queen,    whofe  looks  bewray  herl 
I'll  fteal  away.  [anger.  I 

K>  Henry.  So,  Exeter,  will  I.  [Going. 

Queen.  Nay,  go  not  from  me  ;   I  will  follow  thee— — -I 

K-  Henry.  Be  patient,  gentle  Queen,  and  I  will  ftay.  I 

Queen.  Who  can  be  patient  in  fuch  extremes? 
Ah,  wretched  man  !  wou'd  I  had  died  a  maid, 
And  never  feen  thee,  never  born  thee  (on, 
Seeing  thou  haft  prov'd  fo  unnatural  a  father. 
Hath  he  deferv'd  to  loft  his  birthright  thus  ? 
Hadft  thou  but  lov'd  him  half  fo  well  as  I, 
Or  felt  that  pcin  which  I  did  for  him  once, 
Or  nourifh'd  him,  as  I  did  with  my  blood  ; 
Thou  woulJ'ft  have  left  thy  deareft  heart-blood  there, 
Rather  than  made  that  favage  Duke  thine  heir, 
And  difinherited  thine  only  fon. 

Prince.  Father,  you  cannot  difinherit  me  : 
If  you  be  King,  why  fhould  not  I  fucceed  i 

K.Henry.  Pardon  me,  Marg'ret;  pardon  me,  fweetfbn,  | 
The  Earl  of  Warwick  and  the  Duke  inforc'd  me. 

Queen.  Inforc'd  thee !  art  thou  King,  and  wilt  be  forc'd? 
I  fhame  to  hear  thee  fpeak.     Ah,  tim'rous  wretch ! 
Thou  haft  undone  thyfelf,  thy  fon,  and  me  ; 
And  given  unto  the  houfe  of  York  fuch  head, 
As  thou  (halt  reign  but  by  their  fufferance. 
To  entail  him  and  his  heirs  unto  the  crown, 
What  is  it  but  to  make  thy  fepulchre, 
And  creep  into  it  far  before  thy  time  ? 
Warwick  is  Chancellor,  and  the  Lord  of  Calais; 
Stern  Faulconbridge  commands  the  narrow  feas; 
The  Duke  is  made  Protector  of  the  realm  ; 

And  yet  (halt  thou  be  fafe  ? fuch  fafety  6nds 

The  trembling  lamb  invironed  with  wolves. 
Had  I  been  there,  which  am  a  filly  woman, 
The  foldiers  fhould  have  tofs'd  me  on  their  pikes, 
Before  I  would  have  granted  to  that  aft. 
But  thou  preferr'ft  thy  life  before  thine  honour. 
And  feeing  thou  doft,  I  here  divorce  myfelf 

Botk 


5c.  4-  King  Henry  VI.  99 

loth  from  thy  table,  Henry,  and  thy  bed, 
Jntil  that  aft  of" parliament  be  repealed, 
tt  hereby  my  Ton  is  diiinherited. 
The  northern  Lords,  that  have  forfworn  thy  colours, 
tt'ill  follow  mine,  if  once  they  fee  them  fpread  : 
\nd  fpread  they  (hall  be,  to  thy  foul  dilgrace, 
And  utter  ruin  of  the  houfc  of  York. 
Irhus  1  do  leave  thee.     Come,  fon,  let's  away; 
pur  army's  ready  ;  come,  we'll  after  them. 

K  Henry.  Stay,  gentle  Margaret,  and  hear  me  (peak. 

Queen.  Thou  halt  fpoke  too  much  already;    get  the* 
gone. 

K.  Henry    Gentle  (on  Edward,  thou  wilt  flay  with  me? 

Queer..  Ay,  to  be  murther'd  by  his  enemies. ■ 

Prb.ee.    When  I  return  with  vi£tory  from  the  field, 
[11  lee  your  Grace ;  till  then  I'll  follow  her. 

Queen.  Come,  fon,  away;   we  may  not  linger  thus. 

[Exeut.t  Queen  and  V'ince. 

K-  He>ry.  Poor  Queen,  how  love  to  me  and  to  her  fon 
lirlath  made  her  breA  our  into  terms  of  rage  ! 
»Reveng'd  may  £he  be  on  that  hateful  Duke,. 
■Whole  haughty  fpirit,  winged  with  defire, 
[Will  coafl  *  my  crown;  and,  like  an  empty  eagle, 
(lire  on  the  flcln  of  me  and  of  my  fon  ! 
iThe  lofs  of  thole  three  Lords  torments  my  heart; 
jl'll  write  unto  them,  and  intreat  them  fair, 
jwcme,  coufin,  you  fhall  be  the  mefTenger. 

Exe.  And,  as  1  hope,  lhall  reconcile  them  all.    [Exeunt* 
SCENE     IV. 

Changes  to  Sandal  ca file,  near  iVakefield,  in  Yorkjhire. 
Enter  Richard,  Edward,  and  Montague. 

Rick.  Brother,  though  I  be  youngeft,  give  me  leave. 

Ed-w.  No,  lean  better  play  the  orator. 

Mont.  But  I  have  realbns  ftrong  and  forcible. 
Enter  the  Duke  of  York. 

York.  Why,  how  now,  fons  and  brother,  at  a  ftrifc  * 
iWhat  is  your  quarrel  ?  how  began  it  firft  ? 

Edw.  No  quarrel,  but  a  fweet  contention,. 

1  2  York. 
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York-  Abcut  what  ? 

Rich.  About  that  which  concerns  your  Giace  and  us; 
The  crown  of  England,  father,  which  is  your's. 

York    Mine,  boy  ?  not  till  King  Henry  be  dead. 

Rich.  Your  right  depends  not  on  his  life  or  death. 

Ediv.  Now  you  are  heir,  therefore  enjoy  it  now: 
By  giving  the  houfe  of  Lancaster  leave  to  breathe, 
It  will  outrun  you,  father,  in  the  end. 

York    I  took  an  oath  that  he  fhould  quietly  reign. 

Edw.  But  for  a  kingdom  any  oath  may  be  broken : 
I'd  break  a  thoufand  oaths  to  reign  one  year. 

Rich.  No;  God  forbid  your  Grace  fhould  be  forf.vorn 

Yc,rk.  I  mail  be,  if  I  claim  by  open  war. 

Rich.  I'll  prove  the  contrary,  if  youM  hear  me  /peak. 

York.  Thou  can'ft  not,  fon;  it  is  impoffible. 

Rich.  An  oath  is  of  no  moment,  being  not  took 
Before  a  true  and  lawful  magistrate, 
That  hath  authority  o'er  him  that  fwears. 
Henry  had  none;  but  did  ufurp  the  place. 
Then  feeing  'twas  he  that  made  you  to  depofe, 
Your  cath,  my  Lord,  is  vain  and  f  ivolous. 
There'ore  to  arms  !  and,  father,  do  but  think 
How  fweet  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  crown; 
Within  whole  ciicuit  is  Elyfium, 
And  all  that  poets  feign  of  blifs  and  joy. 
Why  do  we  linger  thus  ?  1  cannot  reft, 
Until  the  white  rcfe  that  I  wear  be  dy'd 
Even  in  the  lukewarm  blood  of  Henry's  heart. 

York.  Richard,  enough  :   I  will  be  King  or  die. 
Brother,  thou  (halt  to  London  prefently, 
And  whet  on  Warwick  to  this  enterprife. 
Thou,   Richard,  (halt  to  th'  Duke  of  Norfolk  go, 
And  tell  him  privily  of  our  intent. 
You,  Edward,  fhail  unto  my  Lord  of  Cobham, 
With  whom  the  Kentifhmen  will  willingly  rife. 
In  them  I  tru(>,  for  they  are  fo'ditrs, 
Wealthy  and  courteous,  liberal,  fuli  of  fpirit. 
While  you  are  thus  empby'd,  what  refceih  more 
But  that  I  feek  occafion  how  to  rife; 
And  yet  the  King  not  privy  to  my  drift, 
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<Jor  any  of  the  houfe  of  Lancafter  ? 
Enter  Nltffenger. 
Jut  fiay,  what  news  ?  why  com'ft  thou  in  fuch  port  > 

Mcjf.  The  Queen,    with  all  the  northern  Earls  and 
ntends  here  to  befiege  you  in  your  caftle.  [Lords, 

;he  is  hard  by  with  twenty  thoufand  men  ; 
\nd  theicfore  fortify  your  hold,  my  Lord. 

ytk.  Ay, with  my  fword,     What!    think'ft  thou 

that  we  fear  them  ? 
tJward  and  Richard,  you  (hall  (lay  with  me; 
vly  brother  Montague  (hall  pod  to  London. 
Let  Noble  Warwick,  Cobham,  and  the  reft, 
Vv'hom  we  have  left  Protectors  of  the  King, 
With  powerful  policy  (trcngthen  ihemfclves, 
And  trult  not  Ample  Henry  nor  his  oaths. 

Mont.  Brother,  I  go;  I'll  win  them,  fear  it  not. 
And  thus  mod  humbiy  I  do  take  my  leave. 

[Exit  Montague. 
Enter  Sir  John  Mortimer  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer. 
Tort  Sir  John  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer,  mine  uncles, 
You  are  come  to  Sandal  in  a  happy  hour. 
The  army  of  the  Queen  means  to  befiege  us. 
Sir  John.  She  (hall  not  need,  we'll  meet  her  in  the  field. 
York.   What,  with  five  thoufand  men  ? 
Ricb.  Ay,  with  five  hundred,  father,  for  a  need. 
A  woman's  General;  what  fhouid  we  fear? 

[A  march  afar  off, 
Ediv.  I  hear  their  diums :  let's  let  our  men  in  order, 
And  iflue  forth,  and  bid  them  battle  ftrait. 

York.  Five  men  to  twenty  !  though  the  odds  be  greatj 
il  doubt  not,  uncle,  of  our  victory. 
'iMany  a  battle  have  I  won  in  France, 
When  as  the  enemy  hath  been  ten  to  one  : 
Why  fhould  I  not  now  have  the  like  fuccefs  ? 

[Alarum.     Exeunt, 
SCENE      V. 
Afield  of  battle  betwixt  Sandal  cajlle  and  Wakefield, 
Ei.ter  Rutland  and  bis  Tutor. 
JiuL  All,  whither  fhall  I  fly  to  'fcape  their  hands  ? 
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Ah,  Tutor,  'ook  where  bloody  Clifford  comes. 
Enter  Clifford,  and  Soldiers* 

Clif.  Chaplain,  away  !  thy  priefthood  faves  thy  life; 
As  for  the  brat  of  this  accurfed  Duke, 
"Whofe  father  flew  my  father,  he  fhall  die. 

Tutor.  And  I,  my  Lord,  will  bear  him  company. 

Clif.  Soldiers,  away,  and  drag  him  hence  peifbtte. 

Tutor.  Ah,  Clifford!   mutther  not  this  innocent  chil 
Led  thou  be  hated  both  of  God  and  man. 

[Exit,  draggd  flj 

Cif.  How  now  ?  is  he  dead  already  ?    or  is  it  fear 
That  makes  him  clofe  his  eyes  ?   Til  open  them. 

Rut.  So  looks  the  pent-up  lion  o'er  the  wretch 
That  trembles  under  hii  devouring  paws; 
And  fo  he  walks  infulting  o'er  bis  pray, 
And  fb  he  comes  to  rend  his  limbs  afnnder. 
Ah,  gentle  Clifford!  kill  me  with  thy  fword, 
And  not  with  fuch  a  cruel  threat'ning  look. 
Sjvtet  Clifford,  hear  me  fpeak  before  I  die  : 
I  am  too  mean  a  fubjeel  of  thy  wrath; 
Ee  thou  reveng'd  on  men,  and  let  me  live. 

Clif.  In  \  ain  thou  fpeak'ft,  poor  boy  :  my  father's  bloc 
Hath  flopt  the  paffage  where  thy  words  fhou!d  enter. 

Rut.  Then  let  my  father's  blood  open't  again. 
He  is  a  man,  and,  Clifford,  cope  with  him. 

Clif.  Had  I  thy  brethren  here,  their  lives  and  thine 
Were  not  revenge  fuffieient  for  me  : 
No,  if  I  digg'd  up  thy  fo-efathers'  graves, 
And  hung  their  rotten  coffins  up  in  chains, 
It  cuuld  not  flake  mine  ire,  nor  eafe  my  heart. 
The  fight  of  any  of  the  houfe  of  York 
Is  as  a  fury  to  torment  my  foul  : 
And  till  I  root  cut  their  accurfed  line, 
And  leave  not  one  alive,  I  live  in  hell. 
T  hei  cfore 

Rut.  O  let  me  pray  before  I  take  my  death  : 
To  thee  I  pray facet  Clifford,  pity  me. 

Cl.f.  Such  pity  as  my  rapier's  point  affords. 

X.7.  1  never  did  thee  harm ;  why  wilt  thou  flay  me! 


L  6.  King  Henry  VI.  103 

.  Thy  father  hath. 
JJ  •.  Bat  'twas  crc  I  ^as  bom. 
rhoa  haft  one  fan,  tor  his  lake  pity  me  ; 
In  revenge  thereof  (fun  God  is  jultj 
lc  be  as  miierably  flali  as  I. 
\h,  let  me  live  in  priori  all  my  days; 
\i  i  when  I  give  occafion  of  cftlnc?, 
Then  let  me~die;  for  now  thou  hall  no  caufe. 

U-.f.  Nocaufe! 
by  f^hcr  <kw  my  father,  thcrefoie  tffc^  ^  ^ 

Cfi£  Plantagenet.   I  come,   Plantagenet. 
And  'this  thy  fen's  blood  cleaving  to  my  blade 
Shall  tuft  upon  my  weapon,  till  thy  blood, 
ConcealM  with  this,  do  make  me  wipe  off  both.     [>**• 
!        °  SCENE         VI. 

Alarum.     E>.Ur  Richard  Duke  of  York, 
ftr*.  The  army  of  the  Queen  hath  got  the  field  . 
I  My  uncles  both  arc  (lain  in  refcuing  me, 
And  all  my  followeis  to  the  eager  fee,         > 
Turn  back,  and  (1/  like  (hips  before  the  wind, 
Or  lambs  purfu'J  by  hunger-ilarved  wolves. 
My  ronS  God  knows  what  hath  bechanced  them: 
I  But  this  I  know,  they  have  demean'd  them  (elves 
Like  men  bo.n  to  renown    by  life  or  death. 
Three  times  did  Richard  make  a  lane  to  me, 
And  thrice  cry'd,  Courage,  father !   fight  it  out: 
An  J  full  as  ofc  tame  Edward  to  my  fide, 
With  purple  falchion  painted  to  the  hilt  > 
In  blood  of  thofe  that  had  encounttr'd  him: 
And  when  the  hat  die  ft  warriors  did  retire, 
Richard  cry'd,  Charge!  and  give  no  foot  of  ground, 
And  cry'd,  A  crown,  or  elfe  a  glorious  tomb; 
A  fceptie,  or  an  earthly  ftpulchre. 
With  this  we  charg'd  again:   but  out!   alas, 
We  bodg'd  again ;   as  I  have  feet!  a  fwan 
With  bootlefs  labour  fwim  againft  the  tide, 
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And  fpend  her  flrength  wiih  over-matching  waves. 

[4  Jhort  alarum -wiihi 
An  !  nark,  the  fatal  followers  do  purfue  : 

And  I  am  faint,  and  cannot  fly  their  fury. 

And  were  I  ftrong,  I  would  not  fhun  their  fury. 

The  fands  are  number'd  that  make  up  my  life- 

Here  muft  I  ftay,  and  here  my  life  muft  end. 

Enter  the  Queen,  Clifford,  Northumberland,  the  Prince  t 

Wales,  and  Solaiers. 
Come,  bloody  Clifford,  rough  Northumberland, 
I  dare  your  quenchlefs  fury  to  more  rage: 
I  am  your  butt,  and  I  abide  your  /hot. 

North.  Yield  to  our  mercy,  proud  Plantagenet. 
Clif.  Ay,  to  fuch  mercy  as  his  ruthlefs  arm 
With  downright  payment  fhew'd  unto  my  father. 
Now  Phaeton  hath  tumbled  from  his  car, 
And  made  an  evening  at  the  noon-tide  prick. 

York.  My  afhes,  as  the  phcenis,  may  brirjg  forth 
A  bird  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all  : 
And  in  that  hope  1  throw  mine  eyes  to  heav'n 
Scorning  whate'er  you  can  afflicl  me  with. 
Why  come  you  not?   what!  multitudes  and  fear? 

Clif.  So  cowards  fight  when  they  can  fly  no  farther; 
So  doves  do  peck  the  falcon's  piercing  talons; 
So  defp'rate  thieves,  all  hopelefs  of  their  lives', 
Breathe  out  inveclives  'gainft  the  officers. 

York.  Oh,  Clifford,  but  bethink  thee  once  again, 
And  in  thy  thought  o'er-run  my  former  time; 
And,  if  thou  can  if  for  blufhing,  view  this  face, 
And  bite  thy  tongue  that  (landers  him  with  cowardice, 
Whofe  frown  had  made  thee  faint  and  fly  ere  this. 
Clif.  I  will  not  bandy  with  thee  word  for  word. 
But  buckle  with  thee  blows  twice  two  for  one, 

Queen.  Hold,  valiant  Clifford;   for  a  thoufand  caufes 
J  would  prolong  a  while  the  traitor's  life  : 
Wrath  makes  him  deaf.     Speak  thou  Northumberland. 
North.  Hold,  Clifford;  do  not  honour  him  fo  much, 
To  prick  thy  finger,  though  to  wound  his  heart. 
What  valour  were  it,  when  a  cur  doth  grin, 
Sot  one  to  thruft  his  hand  between  his  teeth, 

When 
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•hen  he  might  fpum  him  with  his  foot  away  ? 

I  is  war's  praife  to  take  all  'vantages ; 

Ind  ten  to  one  is  no  impeach  of  valour.  # 

J  CUf>  Ay,  ay;  Co  flrives  the  woodcock  with  the  gin. 

i  North.  So  doth  the  coney  ftruggle  in  the  net. 

[In  thejiru%gle  York  tt  taken  prifoncr. 

York.  So  triumph  thieves  upon  their  conquered  booty  ; 
:,  true  men  yield  with  robbers  fo  o'er-match  d> 
\North.  What  would  your  Grace  have  done  unto  him  no*! 
\0;cen.  Brave  warriors,  Clifford  and  Northumberland, 

ome  make  him  ftand  upon  this  mule-hill  here, 

hat  raught  at  mountains  with  outfiretched  arms, 

et  parted  but  the  fhadow  with  his  hand. 
L'hat  !  was  it  you  that  would  be  England's  King  I 
1,'as't  you  that  revell'd  in  our  parliament, 

nd  made  a  preachment  of  your  high  deicent  . 

Mere  are  your  mefs  of  fons  to  back  you  now, 

"he  wanton  Edward,  and  the  lufty  George? 

tnd  where's  that  valiant  ciook-back'd  predgy, 
picky  your  boy,  that  with  his  grumbling  voice 

,Vas  wont  to  cheer  his  dad  in  mutinies  ? 
Br,  with  the  reft,  where  is  your  darhi.g  Rutland  ? 

„ook,  York;  I  ftain'd  this  napkin  with  the  blood 

rhat  valiant  Clifford  with  his  rapier's  point 
jvlade  idee  from  the  tcfom  of  the  boy  : 
Knd  if  thine  eyes  can  water  tor  his  death, 
{[  give  thee  this  to  dry  thy  checks  withal. 
Ulas !  poor  York  ;  but  that  1  hate  thee  deadly, 
\l  fliould  lament  thy  miferable  ftate. 
H  pr'uhee,  grieve,  to  make  me  merry,  York; 

What,   hath  thy  fiery  heart  fo  pa.ch'd  ih.ne  intrails, 

That  not  a  tear  can  fall  for  Rutland's  death  i 
iKvhy  art  thou  patient,  man  >.    ihcu  fhould'ft  be  mad; 

And  I,  to  make  thee  mad,  do  mock  thee  thus 

Stamp,    rave,  and  fret,   that  I  may  fing  and  dance. 

Thou  would'ft  be  fte'd,  I  fee,  to  make  me  fport. 

Yotk  cannot  fpeak,  unlefs  he  wear  a  crown. 

A  croAn  for  York- and,  Lords,  bow  low  to  him  : 

i  HolJ  ycu  his  hands,  whilft  I  do  fct  it  on. 

[Puttv.g  a  paper- wan  on  Lis  need. 


io6  The  Third  Part  of  Ad 

Ay,  marry,  Sir,  now  looks  he  like  a  King. 

Ay,  this  is  he  lhat  took  King  Henry's  chair; 

And  this  is  he  was  his  adopted  heir. 

But  how  is  it  that  great  Plantagenet 

Is  crown'd  Co  foon,  and  broke  his  folemn  oath  > 

As  I  bethink  me,  you  fhould  not  be  King, 

Till  our  King  Henry  had  (hook  hands  with  death. 

And  will  you  pale  your  head  in  Henry's  glory 

And  rob  his  temples  of  the  diadem, 

Now  in  his  life,  again**  your  holy  oath  > 

Oh,  'tis  a  fault  too  too  unpardonable. 

Off  with  the  crown,  and  with  the  crown  his  head* 

And  whilft  we  breath,  take  him  to  do  him  dead.  " 
CUf.  That  is  my  office,  for  my  father's  fake. 
Queen.  Nay,  flay,  let's  hear  the  orifons  he  makes. 
York.   She-wolf  of  France,   but  worfe  than  wolves 
France, 

"Whofe  tongue  more  poifons  than  the  adder's  tooth ! 

How  ill  befeeming  is  it  in  thy  fex 

To  triumph,  like  an  Amazonian  trull, 

Upon  their  woes  whom  fortune  captivates? 

But  that  thy  face  is,  vizard-like,   unchanging, 

Made  impudent  with  ufe  of  evil  deeds, 

I  would  aflay,  proud  Queen,   to  make  thee  blufli. 

To  tell  thee  whence  thou  cam'ft,  of  whom  deriv'd, 

Were  (hame  enough  to  ihame  thee,  wert  thou  not  fham 
Thy  father  bears  the  tvpe  of  King  of  Naples.  f  Uj 

Of  both  the  Sicils  and  Jerufalem,  | 

Yet  not  fo  wealthy  as  an  Englifh  yeoman. 
Hath  that  poor  monarch  taught  thee  to  infult  ? 
It  needs  not,  nor  it  boots  thee  not,  proud  QyeeB 
Unlefs  the  adage  muft  be  verify'd,  \ 

That  beggars  mounted  run  their  horfe  to  death. 

Tis  beauty  that  doth  oft  make  women  proud: 
But  God  he  knows  thy  (hare  thereof  is  fmall. 
'Tis  virtue  that  doth  make  them  mod  admir'd; 
The  contrary  doth  make  thee  wonder 'd  at. 
'Tis  government  that  makes  them  feem  divine; 
The  want  thereof  makes  thee  abominable. 
^1  hou  art  as  oppofite  to  every  good, 

Ai 
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the  antipodes  are  unto  us, 

as  the  feuth  to  the  feptentrion. 

tyger's  heart  wrapt  in  a  woman's  hide! 
,'w  could'fl  thou  drain  the  life-blood  of  the  child, 
»  bid  the  father  wipe  his  eyes  withal, 
,d  yet  be  feen  to  wear  a  woman's  face  ? 
omen  are  foft,  mild,  pitiful,  and  flexible  ; 
iou  (tern,  obdurate,  flinty,  rough,  remorfclefs. 
Ifl  thou  me  rage  ?  why,  now  thou  haft  thy  wifh. 
ould'ft  have  me  weep  ?   why,  now  thou  haft  thy  will, 
r  raging  wind  blows  up  inceftant  fhow'rs, 
,d  when  the  rage  allays,  the  rain  begins.^ 
lefe  tears  are  my  fwect  Rutland's  obfcquies; 
d  ev'ry  drop  cries  vengeance  for  his  death, 
ainft  thec,  fell  Clifford;  and  thee,  falfe  Frenchwoman. 
North.  Befhrew  me  but  his  paftions  move  me  Co, 
iat  hardly  can  I  check  mine  eyes  from  tears. 
York.  That  face  of  his  die  hungry  canibals 
ould  not  have  touch'd,   would  not  have  ftain'd  with 
t  you  are  more  inhumane,  more  inexorable,      [blood  : 
1  ten  times  more,  than  tygers  of  Hyrcania. 
z,  ruthlefs  Queen,  a  haplefs  father's  tears, 
his  cloth  thou  dipp'dft  in  blood  of  my  fweet  boy, 
id  I  with  tears  do  wafh  the  blood  away.^ 
:ep  thou  the  napkin,  and  go  boaft  of  this  : 
id  if  thou  tell'ft  the  heavy  ftory  right,  I 

job  my  foul  the  hearers  will  fhed  tears; 
:a,  even  my  foes  will  fhed  faft-falling  tears, 
od  fay,  Alas,  it  was  a  piteous  deed  !  — — — 
here,  take  the  crown,  and  with  the  crown  my  curfe: 
nd  in  thy  need  fuch  comfort  come  to  thee, 
s  now  I  reap  at  thy  too  cruel  hand! 
ard-hearted  Clifford,  take  me  from  the  world, 
y  foul  to  heav'n,  my  blood  upon  your  heads. 

North.  Had  he  been  flaughter-man  to  all  my  kin," 
(hould  not  for  my  life  but  weep  with  him, 
o  fee  how  inly  forrow  gripes  his  foul. 

Queen.  "What,    weeping-ripe,   my  Lord  Nor.hjmber- 

)ink  but  upon  the  wrong  he  did  us  all,  [land  ? 

id  that  will  quickly  dry  thy  melting  tears, 

Clif. 
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Cl'if.  Here's  for  my  catb,  here's  for  my  father's  dea 

[Stabbing  hi 
Queen.  And  here's  to  right  our  gentle-hearted  King. 

[Stabs  him  at 
Toii.  Open  thy  gate  of  mercy,  gracious  God! 
My  foul  flies  through  thefe  wounds  to  feek  out  thee. 

Queen.  Off  with  his  head,  and  fet  it  on  York  gates; 
So  York  may  overlook  the  town  of  York.  [Excui 

A     C     T      H.         S    C     E    N     E      I. 
Near  Mortimer's  crofs  in  Wales. 

A  march.     Enter  Edward,  Richard,  and  their  power. 
Ediv.  T  Wonder  how  our  princely  father  'fcap'd; 

JL   Or  whether  he  be  Tcap'd  away,  or  no, 
From  Clifford's  and  Northumberland's  purfuit  ? 
Had  he  been  ta'en,  we  fhould  have  heard  the  news; 
Had  he  been  flain,  we  fhould  have  heard  the  news; 
Or  had  he  'fcap'd,  methinks  we  fhould  have  heard 
The  happy  tidings  of  his  good  efcape. 
How  fares  my  brother  ?  why  is  he  fb  fad? 

Rich.  I  cannot  joy,  until  I  be  refblv'd 
Where  our  right.valiant  father  is  become. 
I  faw  him  in  the  battle  range  about; 
And  watch'd  him  how  he  fingled  Clifford  forth. 
Methought  he  bore  him  in  the  thickeft  troop, 
As  doth  a  lion  in  a  herd  of  neat; 
Or  as  a  bear  encompafs'd  round  with  dogs, 
"Who  having  pinch'd  a  few,  and  made  them  cry, 
The  refl  fland  all  aloof,  and  bark  at  him. 
So  far'd  our  father  with  his  enemies, 
So  fled  his  enemies  my  warlike  father. 
Methinks  'tis  pride  enough  to  be  his  fon. 
See  how  the  morning  opes  her  golden  gates, 
And  takes  her  farewel  of  the  glorious  fun. 
How  well  refemblesit  the  prime  of  youth, 
Trimra'd  like  a  younker  prancing  to  his  love? 

Ediv.  Dazzle  mine  eyes?  or  do  I  fee  three  funs ? 

Rich.  Three  gloricus  funs,  each  one  a  perfect  fun ; 

Nc 
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oc  fcparateJ  with  the  racking  cl  wds, 

ut  fcver'd  in  a  pale  cletr  (hining  fky. 

c,   Ic  ,  they  join,  embrace,  and  feesi  to  kif?, 

s  if  they  vow'd  ibme  league  inviolable. 

ate  they  but  one  lamp,  one  light,  one  fun. 
>  this  the  heaven  figures  Ibme  event. 

Edw.  '  ris  wond'rous  (trarigc,  the  like  yet  never  heard 
think  it  cites  us,  brother,  to  the  field  ;  [of. 

hat  we,  the  Ions  of"  brave  Plantagenct, 
ach  one  already  blazing  by  oi:r  meeds, 
lould,  notwithstanding,  join  our  lights  together, 
nd  overfhine  the  earth,  as  this  the  vvoild. 
v'hate'er  it  bodes,  henceforward  will  I  bear 
pon  my  target  three  fair  Aiming  funs. 

Rich.  Nay,  bear  three  daughters:— —by  your  leave 
ou  love  the  breeder  better  than  the  male.       [I  fpeak  it, 

Enter  a  MeJ/h.ger. 
ut  what  art  thou,  whefe  heavy  looks  foretell 
imc  dieadful  ftory  hanging  on  thy  tongue  ? 

Mejf.  Ah!   one  that  was  a  woful  looker  on, 
Vhen  as  the  Noble  Duke  of  Yoik  was  (lain, 
our  princely  father,  and  my  loving  Lord. 

Ed-w.-  Oh,  fpeak  no  more  !  for  I  have  heard  toe  much. 

Rich.  Say  how  he  dy'd;  for  I  will  hear  it  all. 

Mcjf.   Invironed  he  was  with  many  foes, 
ind  itood  againft  them,  as  the  hope  of  Troy 
igainft  the  Greeks,  that  would  have  cnter'd  Troy, 
;ut  Hercules  h'mfelf  muft  yield  to  odds; 
md  many  ftrokes,  though  with  a  little  ax, 
lew  down  and  fell  the  hardeft-timber'd  oak. 
!y  many  hands  your  father  was  fubdu'd, 
lut  only  flaughter'd  by  the  ireful  atm 
)f  unrelenting  Clifford  and  th;  Queen; 
kV'ho  crown'd  the  gracious  Duke  in  high  defpight ; 
-augh'd  in  his  face  ;  and,  when  with  giief  he  wept, 
The  ruthcls  Queen  gave  him,  to  dry  his  check, 
V  napkin  fteeped  in  the  harmltfs  blood 
Df  fweet  young-Rutland,  by  rough  Clifford  flain  : 
\nd,  after  vcuny  fcorns,  many  foul  taunts, 
They  took  his  head,  and  on  the  gates  of  York 

Vo  l.  V.  K  They 
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They  fet  the  fame ;  and  there  it  doth  remain 
The  {added  fpectacle  that  e'er  I  view'd. 

Ediv.  Sweet  Duke  of  York,  our  prop  to  lean  upon! 
Now  thou  art  gone,  we  have  no  ftafF,  no  flay. 
Oh  Clifford,  boift'rous  Clifford  !  thou  haft  flain 
The  flower  of  Europe  for  his  chivalry. 
And  treacheroufly  haft  thou  vanquifh'd  him ; 
For,  hand  to  hand,  he  would  have  vanquifh'd  thee. 
Now  my  foul's  palace  is  become  a  prifon: 
Ah,  would  fhe  break  from  hence,  that  this  my  body 
Might  in  the  ground  be  clofed  up  in  reft! 
For  never  henceforth  fhall  I  joy  again, 
Never,  oh  never,  fhall  I  fee  more  joy. 

Rich.  I  cannot  weep;  for  all  my  body's  moifture 
Scarce  ferves  to  quench  my  furnace-burning  heart : 
Nor  can  my  tongue  unload  my  heart's  great  burthen: 
For  th'  felf-fame  wind  that  I  fhould  fpeak  withal, 
Js  kindling  coals  that  fire  up  all  my  bread; 
And  burn  me  up  with  flames,  that  tears  would  quench. 
To  weep,  is  to  make  lefs  the  depth  of  grief: 
Tears  then  for  babes;  blows  and  revenge  for  me  ! 
Richard,  I  bear  thy  name ;  I'll  v#nge  thy  death, 
Cr  die  renowned  by  attempting  it. 

Ediv.   His  name  that  valiant  Duke  hath  left  with  thee: 
His  dukedom  and  his  chair  with  me  is  left. 

Rich.  Nay,  if  thou  be  that  princely  eagle's  bird, 
Shew  thy  defcent,  by- gazing  'gainft  the  fun  : 
For  chair  and  dukedom,  throne  and  kingdom,  fay, 
Either  they're  thine,  or  elfe  thou  wert  not  his. 

SCENE       II. 
March.      Enter  Warwick,    Marquis  of  Montague,  and 

their  army. 

War.  How  now,  fair  Lords  ?   what  fare  ?    what  news 
abroad  ? 

Rich.  Great  Lord  of  Warwick,  if  we  fhould  recount 
Our  baleful  news,  and  at  each  word's  deliv'rance 
Stab  poniards  in  our  flefh  till  all  were  told, 
The  words  would  add  more  anguifh  than  the  wounds. 
O  valiant  Lord,  the  Duke  of  York  is  flain. 

Ediv.  O  Warwick !  Warwick !  that  Plartf  agenet 

Which 
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Which  held  thee  dearly  as  his  foul's  redemption, 
T<  bv  the  Hern  LorJ  Clifford  done  to  death. 

Mr    Ten  days  ago  I  drown'd  thefe  news  in  tear* 
And  now,  to  add  more  meafure  to  your  woes, 
I  come  to  tell  you  things  Gth  ^n  befall  n. 
After  the  bloody  fray  at  Wakefield  fought, 
Where  your  brave  father  brenth'd  his  lateft  gafP, 
Tidings,  as  fwiftly  as  the  pott  could  run. 
Were  brought  me  of  your  loft  and  h.s  depart. 
I  then  in  London,  keeper  of  the  king. 
Mutter*  my  foldiers,  gather*  flocks  of  ^s> 
March*  toward*  St  Alban's  t'  intercept  the  Queen, 
Bearing  the  King  in  my  behalf  along: 
For  by  my  fcouts  I  was  advertiied 
That  foe  was  coming,  with  a  full  intent 
To  da(h  our  late  decree  in  parliament, 
Touching  King  Henry's  oath,  and  your  fuccefilon. 
Short  tale  to  make,  we  at  St  Alban's  met, 
Our  battles  join*,  and  both  fides  fiercely  fought. 
But  whether  'twas  the  coldnefs  of  the  King, 
Who  look'd  full  gently  on  his  warlike  Queen, 
That  robb'd  my  foldiers  of  their  hated  fpleen ; 
Or  whether  'twas  report  of  her  fuccefs,     fc 
Or  more  than  common  fear  of  Clifford's  rigour, 
Who  thunders  to  his  captives  blood  and  death; 
I  cannot  judge  :  but  to  conclude  with  truth. 
Their  weapons,  like  to  lightning,  cameaud  went ; 
Our  foldiers,  like  the  night-owl's  lazy  flight, 
Or  like  a  law  threfher  with  a  flai  , 
Fell  gently  down,  as  if  they  ftruck  their  friends. 
I  chcei'd  them  up  with  juflice  of  our  caufe, 
With  promife  of  high  pay  and  great  reward. 
But  all  in  rain  :  they  had  no  heart  to  fight; 
And  we,  in  them,  no  hope,  to  win  the  day : 
So  that  we  fled;  the  King,  unto  the  Queen  J 
Lord  George  your  brother,  Norfolk,  and  myle»t, 
In  hafte,  poft-hatte,  are  come  to  join  with  you: 
For  in  the  marches  here  we  heard  you  were, 
Making  another  head  to  fight  again. 

JLdw.  Where  ii  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  gentled  arwick} 
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And  when  came  George  from  Burgundy  to  England  > 

War.  Some  fix  miles  off  the  Duke  is  with  hi? power  I 
And  for  your  brother,  he  was  lately  fent 
From  your  kind  aunt,  Duchefs  of  Burgundy, 
With  aid  of  foldiers  to  this  needful  war. 

Rich.  ' Twas  odds  belike  when  valiant  Warwick  fled* 
Oft  have  I  heard  his  praifes  in  purfuit,  ' 

But  ne'er,  till  now,  his  fcandal  of  retire. 

War.  Nor  now  my  fcandal,  Richard,  dort  thou  hear* 
For  thm  (halt  know,  this  llrong  right  hand  of  mine 
Can  pluck  the  diadem  from  faint  Henry's  head 
And  wring  the  awful  fceptre  from  his  filr  - 
Were  he  as  famous  and  as  bold  in  war, 
As  he  is  fam'd  for  mildneft,  peace,  and  prayer. 

Rich.  I  know  it  well,  Lord  Warwick;  blame  me  nof 
>Tis  love  I  bear  thy  glories  makes  me  fpeak. 
But  in  this  troublous  time  what's  to  be  Jone  ? 
Shall  we  go  throw  away  our  coats  of  (reel, 
And  wrap  our  bodies  in  black  mourning  gowns 
Numb'ring  our  Ave  Maries  with  our  beads' 
Or  (hall  we  on  the  helmets  of  our  foes 
Tell  our  devotion  with  revengeful  arms? 
If  for  the  laft,  %,  Ay;   and  to  it,  Lords. 

War.  Why,  therefore  Warwick  came  to  feek  you  on,';'' 
And  therefore  comes  my  brother  Montague. 
Attend  me,  Lords:  the  proud  infulting  Qjjeen, 
With  Clifford,  and  the  haught  Northumberland, 
And  of  their  feather  many  more  proud  birds 
Uaye  wrought  the  eafy-melting  King,  like  wax. 
He  fwoie  content  to  your  fuccefTion, 
His  oath  inrolled  in  the  parliament: 
And  now  to  London  ali  the  crew  are  gone 
To  fruftrate  both  his  oath,  and  what  bcfide 
May  make  againft  the  houfe  of  Lancafter. 
Their  power,  I  think,  is  thirty  thoufand  flrong : 
Now,  if  the  help  of  Norfolk  and  myfdf, 
With  all  the  friends  that  thou,  brave  Earl  of  March 
Amongft  the  loving  Welchmen  cantt  procure, 
Will  but  amount  to  five  and  twenty  thoufand; 
Why,  via  /  to  London  will  we  march  amain ; 

And 
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|knd  once  again  beftride  our  foaming  deeds, 
|Und  once  again  cry,  Charge  upon  our  foes! 
i  Bur  never  once  again  turn  back  and  fly. 

jfo£.  Ay,  now  mcthinks  I  hear  great  Warwick  fpeak; 

■  Wc'er  may  he  live  to  fee  a  fun-mine  day, 

1  That  cries,  Retire, if  Warwick  bid  him  ftay. 

Edw.  Lord  Warwick,  on  thy  moulder  will  I  lean, 
pnd  when  thou  fail'ft,  (as  God  forbid  the  hour!) 
iMuft  Edward  tall;  which  peril  heav'n  forefend! 

War.  No  longer  Earl  of  March,  but  Duke  of  York; 
|The  next  degree  is  England's  royal  throne: 
|For  King  of  England  ihalt  thou  be  proclaim'd 

■  In  ev'ry  borough  as  we  pafs  along: 

I  And  he  that  throws  not  up  his  cap  for  joy, 

■  Shall  for  the  fault  make  forfeit  of  his  head. 

■  King  Edward,  valiant  Richard,  Montague, 
Stay  we  no  longer,  dreaming  of  renown  ; 
But  found  the  trumpets,  and  about  our  talk. 

Rich.  Then,  Clifford,  were  thy  heart  as  hard  as  fteel, 
As  thou  haft  (hewn  it  flinty  by  thy  deeds, 
I  come  to  pierce  it,  or  to  give  thee  mine. 

Edw.    Then   llrike  up,  drums;    God   and  St  George 
for  us ! 

Enter  a  Meffenger. 
War.  How  now  ?  what  news  i 
Mejf.  The  Duke  of  Norfolk  fends  yoa  word  by  me, 
The  Queen  is  coming  with  a  puifTant  hoft, 
And  craves  your  company  for  fpeedy  counfel. 

War.  Why  then  it  forts;  brave  warriors,  let's  away. 

[Exeunt  oniv.es. 
SCENE      III.         Chmget  to  York. 
Enter  King  Henry,  the  Queen,  Clifford,  Northumberland, 
and  the  Prince  of  Wales,  with  drums  and  trumpets. 
Qjeen.  Welcome,    my  Lord,    to  this  brave  town  of 
Yonder's  the  head  of  that  arch  enemy  [York. 

That  fought  to  be  encompafs'd  with  your  crown. 
Doth  not  the  object  cheer  your  heart,  my  Lord  ? 

K.  Hemy.  Ay,  as  the  rocks  chear  them  that  fear  their 
To  fee  this  fight,  it  irks  my  very  foul :  [wreck  ; 

With-hold  revenge,  dear  God;  'tis  not  my  fault, 

K  3  >'or 
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Nor  wittingly  have  I  infring'd  my  vow. 

Clif.  My  gracious  L;?ge,  this  too  much  lenity 
And  harmful  pity  muft  be  laid  afide. 
To  whom  do  lions  cart  their  gentle  looks? 
Not  to  the  beaft  that  would  ufurp  their  den. 
Whofe  hand  is  that  the  foreft  bear  doth  lick? 
Not  his  that  fpoils  her  young  before  her  face. 
Who  'fcapes  the  lurking  ferpents  moital  fting* 
Not  he  that  fets  his  foot  upon  her  back. 
The  fmallefl  worm  will  turn,  being  trodden  ont 
And  doves  will  peck  in  fafeguard  of  their  broodo 
Ambitious  York  did  level  at  thy  crown, 
Thou  fmiling  while  he  knit  his  angry  brows. 
He  but  a  Duke,  would  have  his  fon  a  King, 
And  raife  his  iffae  like  a  loving  fire : 
Thou  being  a  King,  blefs'd  with  a  goodly  fbn> 
Didft  yield  content  to  disinherit  him; 
Which  argu'd  thee  a  moil  unloving  father. 
Unreafonable  creatures  feed  their  young; 
And  tho'  man's  face  be  fearful  to  their  eyes, 
Yet,  in  protection  of  their  tender  ones, 
Who  hath  not  feen  them  (even  with  thofe  wings 
Which  fometimes  they  have  us'd  with  fearful  flight) 
Make  war  with  him  that  climb'd  unto  their  neft, 
Offering  their  own  lives  in  their  young's  defence  ? 
For  fhame,  my  LL'ge,  make  them  your  precedent. 
Were  it  not  pity,  that  this  goodly  boy 
Should  lofe  his  birthright  by  his  father's  fault; 
And  long  hereafter  fay  unto  his  child, 
What  my  great-grandfather  and  grandfire  got, 
My  carelefs  father  fondly  gave  away? 
Ah,  what  a  fhame  was  this!  look  on  the  boy, 
And  let  his  manly  face,  which  promifeth 
Succefsful  fortune,  fteel  thy  melting  heart 
To  hold  thine  own,  and  leave  thine  own  to  him. 

K.  Henry.  Full  well  hath  Clifford  play'd  the  orator, 
Inferring  arguments  of  mighty  force. 
But)  Clifford,  tell  me,  didft  thou  never  hear, 
That  things  til-got  had  ever  bad  fuccefs  ? 
And  happy  always  was  it  for  that  fon, 

Whofi 
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hofe  father  for  his  hoarding  went  to  hell? 
I  leave  my  Ton  my  virtuous  deeds  behind  ; 
,d  'would  my  father  had  left  me  no  more. 
,r  all  the  reft  is  helJ  at  fuch  a  rate, 

brings  a  thoufand-fold  more  care  to  keep, 
han  in  poiTeflion  any  jot  of  pleafure. 
,,  coufin  York,  'would  thy  beft  friends  did  know 
3w  it  doth  grieve  me  that  thy  head  is  here! 
Queen.  My  Lord,  cheer  up  your  fpirits,  our  foes  are 

nigh, 
id  this  foft  courage  makes  your  followers  faint. 
5U  promis'd  kniglnhooJ  to  our  forward  fon; 
afheath  your  fword,  and  dub  him  prefently. 
Jward,  kneel  down. 

K-  Henry.  Edward  Plantagenet,  arife  a  Knight; 
nd  learn  this  leflon,  draw  thy  fword  in  right. 

Prince.  My  Gracious  father,  by  your  kingly  leave, 
1  draw  it  as  apparent  to  the  crown, 
nd  in  that  quarrel  ufe  it  to  the  death. 

Clif.  Why,  that  is  fpoken  like  a  toward  prince. 
Enter  a  NLeJfenger. 

Mejf.  Royal  commanders,  be  in  readinefs ; 
or,  with  a  band  of  thirty  thoufand  men, 
omes  Warwick,  backing  of  the  Duke  of  York: 

nd  in  the  towns,  as  they  do  march  along, 
reclaims  him  King  ;  and  many  fly  to  him. 
•arraign  your  battle,  for  they  are  at  hand. 

Clif.  I  would  your  Highnefs  would  depart  the  field: 
'he  Queen  hath  beft  fuceefs  when  you  are  abfent. 

Queen.  Ay,  good  my  Lord,  and  leave  us  to  our  fortune. 

K.  Henry.  Why,  that's  my  fortune  too;  therefore  I'll 

North.  Be  it  with  refolution  then  to  fight.  [ftay. 

Prince.  My  Royal  father,  cheer  thefe  Noble  Lords, 
Mid  hearten  thofe  that  fight  in  your  defence: 
Jnlheath  your  fword,  good  father ;  cry,  St  George  ! 

SCENE       IV. 
March.     Enter  Edward,   Warwick,    Richard,   Clarence, 
Norfolk,  Montague,  and  Soldiers. 
Edvf.  Now,  perjur'd  Henry,  wilt  thou  kneel  for  giace, 
\nd  fet  thy  diadem  upon  my  head, 

Or 
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Or  bide  the  mortal  fortune  of  the  field? 

Queen.  Go  rate  thy  minions,  proud  inciting  boy. 
Becomes  it  thee  to  be  thus  bold  in  terms 
Before  thy  Sovereign  and  thy  lawful  King? 

Edv/.  I  am  his  King,  and  he  fhould  bow  his  kneej 
I  was  adopted  heir  by  his  confent; 
Since  when,  his  oath  is  broke;   for,   as  I  hear, 
You  that  arc  King,  though  he  do  wear  the  crown, 
Have  caus'd  him  by  new  act  of  parliament 
To  blot  out  me,  and  put  his  own  fon  in, 

Clif.  And  reafon  too  : 
"Who  fhould  fucceed  the  father  but  the  fon? 

Rich.  Are  you  there,  butcher?  O!  I  cannot  fpeak. 

Clif.  Ay,  crook-back,  here  I  fland  to  anfwer  thee, 
Cr  any  he  the  proudefl  of  thy  fort. 

Rich.  'Twas  you  that  kill'd  young  Rutland,  was  it  n* 

Clif.  Ay,  and  old  York,  and  yet  not  fatisfy'd. 

Rich.  For  God's  fake,  Lords,  give  fi^nal  to  the  figb 

War,  What  fay'rt  thou,    Henry,    wih  thou  yield  I 
crown  ? 

Queen*   Why,  how  now,  long-tongu'd  Warwick,  d. 
When  you  and  I  met  at  St  Alban's  kfl,  fjou  fp  « 

Your  legs  did  better  fervice  than  your  hands. 

War.  Then  'twas  my  turn  to  fly,  and  now  'tis  thin< 

Clif.  You  faid  fb  much  before,  and  yet  you  fled. 

War.    'Twas   not  your   valour,    Clifford,    drove   i 
thence. 

North,  No,  nor  your  manhood  thatdurft  make  you  ffc 

Rich.  Northumberland,  I  hold  thee  reverently. 

Break  off  the  parly,  for  fcarce  I  can  refrain 
The  execution  of  my  big  fwoln  heart 
Upon  that  Clifford,  that  cruel  child -killer. 

Clif.  I  flew  thy  father,  call'ft  thou  him  a  child  ? 

Rick.  Ay,  like  a  daftard,  and  a  treacherous  coward, 
As  thou  didff  kill  our  tender  brother  Rutland: 
But  ere  fun-fet  I'll  make  thee  curfe  the  deed. 

K.  Henry.    Have  done  with  words,    my  Lords,    ar 
hear  me  fpeak. 

Queen.  Dcfie  them  then,  or  elfe  hold  clofe  thy  lips. 

A".  Henry.  I  pr'ythee  give  no  limits  to  my  tongue  ; 
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jm  a  King,  auJ  privileg'd  to  fp^ak. 

\ciif.    My  Liege,    the  wound  that  bred   this  meeting 

innot  be  cur'd  by  words;  therefore  be  ftill.  [here, 

iRicb.  Then,  executioner,  unfheath  thy  fword. 

j  him  that  made  us  all,  I  am  refolv'd 

iat  Clifford's  manhood  lies  upon  his  tongue. 

Edvj    Say,   Henry,  fhall  I  have  my  right  or  no? 

thoufand  men  have  broke  their  fafts  to-day, 

at  ne'er  fhall  dine  unlefs  thou  yield  the  crown. 

War.  If  thou  deny,  their  blood  upon  thy  head! 

r  York  in  juflice  puts  his  aimour  on. 

Prince.  If  that  be  right  which  Warwick  fays  is  right, 

icre  is  no  wrong,  b:it  every  thing  is  right. 

Rjcb.  Whoever  got  thee,  there  thy  mother  (lands, 

r  well  I  wot  thou  haft  thy  mother's  tongue. 

Queen.  But  thou  art  ne-ther  like  thy  fire  nor  dam, 

;  like  a  foul  mif-fliapen  fligmatic, 

rk'd  by  the  deftinies  to  be  avoided, 

venomous  toads,  or  lizard's  dreadful  flings. 

Rich-  Iron  of  Naples  hid  with  Engliih  gilt, 

hole  father  bears  the  title  of  a  King, 

1  If  a  channel  faoulc  be  call'd  the  fea), 

jm'ft  thou  not,  knowing  whence  ihou  art  extraughr, 

» let  thy  tongue  detect  thy  bafe-born  heart? 

Ediv.  A  wifp  of  Itraw  were  worth  a  thouland  crowns, 
make  this  fhameiefs  cailat  know  herfclf. 

len  of  Greece  was  fairer  far  than  thou, 

ho'  thy  hufband  may  be  Menelaus; 

id  ne'er  was  Agamemnon's  brother  wrong'd 
that  falfe  woman,  as  this  King  by  thee. 

s  father  revell'd  iti  the  heart  of  France, 

id  tam'd  the  King,  and  made  the  Dauphin  ftoop: 

id  had  he  match'd  according  to  his  (late, 

:  nrght  have  kept  that  glory  to  this  day. 

t  when  he  took  a  beggar  to  his  bed, 

id  grae'd  thy  poor  fire  with  his  bridal-day, 

en  then  that  fun-fhine  biew'd  aihow'r  for  him, 

bat  wafh'd  his  father's  fortunes  foith  of  Fiance, 

id  heap'd  fedition  on  his  crown  at  home. 

r  what  hath  bioacVd  this  tumult,  but  thy  pride? 

Hadrt 


n8  The  Third  Part  of  Aft 

Hadrt  thcu  been  meek,  our  title  ftill  had  flept; 
And  we,  in  pity  of  the  gentle  King, 
Had  dipt  our  claim  until  another  age. 

Cla.  But  when  we  law  our  fun-fhine  made  thy  fpri 
And  that  thy  fummer  bred  us  no  increafe, 
We  fet  the  ax  to  thy  ufurping  root ; 
And  though  the  edge  hath  fomething  hit  ourfelves, 
Yet  know  thou,  fince  we  have  begun  to  (hike, 
We'll  never  leave  till  we  have  hewn  thee  down, 
Or  bath'd  thy  growing  with  our  heated  bloods. 

Edzv    And  in  this  refolution  I  defie  thee; 
Not  willing  any  longer  conference, 
Since  thou  deny'ft  the  gentle  King  to  fpeak. 
Sound  trumpets,  let  our  bloody  colours  wave, 
And  either  vittory,  or  elfe  a  grave. 

Queen.  Stay,  Edward 

Edw.  No,  wrangling  woman,  we'll  no  longer  flay 
Thefe  words  will  coft  ten  thoufand  lives  this  day. 

[Exeunt  o> 
SCENE      V. 

Changes  ta  a  field  of  battle  at  Ferrybridge  in-TorkJhh 
Alarum.     Excurfions.     Enter  Warwick. 

War.  Fore-fpent  with  toil,  as  runners  with  a  race,  I 
I  lay  me  down  a  little  while  to  breathe : 
For  ftrokes  receiv'd,  and  many  blows  repaid, 
Have  robb'd  my  ftrong-knit  finews  of  their  ftrength: 
And,  fpight  of  fpight,  needs  muft  I  reft  a  while. 
Enter  Edward  running. 

Edw.  Smile,  gentle  Heav'n !  or  ftrikc,  ungentle  D(  | 
For  this  world  frowns,  and  Edward's  fun  is  clouded. 

War.  How  now,  my  Lord,  what  hap  ?    what  hoj 
good  ? 

Enter  Clarence. 

Cla.  Our  hap  is  lofs,  our  hope  but  fad  defpair; 
Our  ranks  are  broke,  and  ruin  follows  us. 
What  counfel  give  you  ?  whither  fhall-we  fly  ? 

Edw.  BootSefs  is  flight;   they  follow  us  with  wing! 
And  weak  we  are,  and  cannot  (hun  purfuit. 

Enter  Richard. 

Kick  Ah,  Warwick,  why  haft  thou  withdrawn  thy 
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v  brother's*  blood  the  thirfty  earth  hath  drunk, 
ich'd  with  the  freely  point  of  Clifford's  lance: 

I  *id  the  very  pangs  of  death  he  cry'd, 
;e  to  a  difmal  clangor  heard  from  far), 
rwick,  revenge  ;  brother,  revenge  my  death, 
jnderneath  the  belly  of  their  fleeds, 

at  flain'd  their  fetlocks  in  his  fmoking  blood, 

e  Noble  Gentleman  gave  up  the  gholl. 

Var.  Then  1<4  the  earth  be  drunken  with  our  blood  ; 

kill  my  horfe,  becaufe  I  will  mt  fly : 

iy  ftand  we  like  fort-hearted  women  here, 

.iling  our  loflef,  whiles  the  foe  doth  rage; 

i  look  upon  as  if  the  tragedy 

:re  play'd  in  jeft  by  counterfeiting  actors? 

e  on  my  knee,  I  vow  to  God  above, 

never  paufe  again,  never  ftand  [till, 

II  either  death  hath  clos'd  thefe  eyes  of  mine, 
Fortune  given  me  meafure  of  revenge. 

Zdiv.  O  Warwick,  I  do  bend  my  knee  with  thine, 

d  in  this  vow  do  chain  my  foul  with  thine. 

d  ere  my  knee  rife  from  the  earth's  cold  face, 

hrow  my  hands,  mine  eyes,  my  heart  to  thee, 

iou  fetter  up  and  plucker  down  of  Kings  ! 

ieeching  thee,  if  with  thy  will  it  (lands 

nt  to  my  foes  this  body  muft  be  prey, 

t  that  thy  brazen  gates  of  heav'n  may  ope, 

d  give  fweet  pafTage  to  my  finful  foul  !•—— 

>w,  Lords,  take  leave  until  we  meet  again, 

here'er  it  be,  in  heav'n  or  on  earth. 

Rich.  Brother,    give  me  thy  hand ;    and,  gentle  Wari 

:t  me  embrace  thee  in  my  weary  arms:  [wick, 

hat  did  never  weep,  now  melt  with  woe, 

hat  winter  fhou'd  cut  off  our  fpring-time  fo. 

War.  Away,  away :  once  more,  fweet  Lords,  farewell 

Cla.  Yet  let  us  all  together  to  our  troops; 

ad  give  them  leave  to  fly  that  will  not  ftay, 

•  Jif  -was  not  the  Marquis  of  Montague  -who  was  JJa'm 
this  battle,  tut  a  natural  brother  of  the  Earl  of  War* 
kk, 

And 
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And  call  them  pillars  that  will  fland  to  us; 

And  if  we  thrive,  promife  them  Curb,  rewards, 

As  victors  wear  at  the  Olympian  games. 

This  may  plant  courage  in  their  quailing  brcafb, 

For  yet  is  hope  of  life  and  victory; 

Fore-flow  no  longer,  make  we  hence  amain.        [Exeu 
Excurfions-     Enter  Richard  and  Clifford. 
Rich.  Now,  Clifford,  I  have  fingled  thee  alone; 

Suppofe  this  arm  is  for  the  Duke  of  Yo'k, 

And  this  for  Rutland,  both  bound  to  revenge, 

Wert  thou  inviron'd  with  a  brazen  wall. 

Cliff  Now,  Richard,  J  am  with  thee  here  alonet 

This  is  th(  hand  that  flabb'd  thy  father  York, 

And  this  the  hand  that  flew  thy  brother  Rutland; 

And  here's  the  heart  that  triumphs  in  their  death, 

And  cheers  thefe  hands  that  flew  thy  fire  and  brother, 
To  execute  the  like  upon  thy  Celt'; 
And  Co  have  at  thee. 

They  fight.     Warwick  enters,  Clifford  flies. 
"Rich.  Nay,  Warwick,  Angle  out  fbme  other  chace, 
For  I  myfelf  wil!  hunt  this  wolf  to  death.  [Exeu 

SCENE     VI.     Alarum*     EnUr  King  Henry  aim 
K.  Henry.  This  battle  fares  like  to  the  morning's  wi 
When  dying  clouds  contend  with  growing  light; 
What  time  the  fhepherd,  blowing  of  his  nails, 
Can  neither  call  it  perfect  day  nor  night. 
Now  fways'it  this  way.  like  a  mighty  iea 
Forc'd  by  the  tide  to  combat  with  the  wind ; 
Now  fways  it  that  way,  like  the  felf-fame  fea 
Forc'd  to  refire  by  fury  of  the  wind. 
Sometime  the  flood  prevails,  and  then  the  wind; 
Now  one  the  belter,  then  another  beft ; 
Both  tugging  to  be  victors,  iTeaff  to  bread, 
Yet  neither  conqueror  nor  conquered ; 
So  is  the  equal  poife  of  this  fell  war. 
Here  on  this  mole-hill  will  I  fit  me  down  : 
To  whom  God  will,  there  be  the  victory  ! 
For  Margaret  my  Queen,  and  Clifford  too, 
Have  chid  me  from  the  battle;  fweaiin^  both, 
They  profper  beft  of  all  when  I  am  thence. 

Wou! 
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Vould  I  were  dead,  if  God's  good-will  were  Co  : 

or  what  is  in  this  world  but  grief  and  wo  ? 

)  God  !  methinks  it  were  a  happy  life 

[*o  be  no  better  than  a  homely  Twain; 

[*o  fit  upon  a  hill,  as  I  do  now, 

ro  carve  out  dials  queintly,  point  by  point, 

["hereby  to  fee  the  minutes  how  they  run  : 

low  many  make  the  hour  full  complete, 

low  many  hours  bring  about  the  day, 

low  many  days  will  finilh  up  the  year, 

low  many  years  a  mortal  man  may  live. 

Vhen  this  is  known,  then  to  divide  the  time; 

0  many  hours  mud  I  tend  my  flock, 

0  many  hours  muft  I  take  my  reft, 

0  many  hours  mud  I  contemplate, 

d  many  hours  mud  I  fport  myfelf; 

o  many  days  my  ews  have  been  with  young, 

o  many  weeks  ere  the  poor  fools  will  yean, 

o  many  months  ere  I  (hall  fheer  the  fleece: 

0  minutes,  hours,  days,  weeks,  months,  and  years, 
'art  over,  to  the  end  they  were  created, 

Vould  bring  white  hairs  unto  a  quiet  grave. 

ih  !  what  a  life  were  this  1  how  Iweet,  how  lovely  t 

Jives  not  the  hawthorn  bufh  a  fweeter  Pnade 

"o  fliepherds  looking  on  their  filly  fheep, 

"han  doth  a  rich  embroider'd  canopy 

"o  Kings,  that  fear  their  fubjt its'  treachery  * 

)  yes,  it  doth;  a  tboufand  fold  it  doth. 

ind,   to  conclude,  the  (hepherd's  homely  curds, 

lis  cold  thin  drink  out  of  his  leather  bottle, 

3is  wonted  fleep  under  a  frefh  tree's  ihade, 

ill  which  fecure  and  fweetly  he  enjoys, 

1  far  beyond  a  prince'*  delicates, 

lis  viands  tparkling  in  a  golden  cup, 
lis  body  couched  in  a  curious  bed, 
rVhcn  care,  miftruft,  and  treafons  wait  on  him. 
SCENE      VII. 
Alarum.    Enter  a  Son  V:at  had  kiWd  his  Father. 
Sen.  Ill  blows  the  wind  that  profits  no  body. 
Vol.V.  L  This 
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This  man,  whom  hand  to  hand  I  flew  in  fight, 
May  be  pofltfled  with  fome  ftore  of  croons; 
And  I  that  haply  take  them  from  him  now, 
May  yet,  ere  night,  yield  both  my  life  and  thetn 
To  fbme  man  elfe,  as  this  dead  man  to  me. 
Who's  this  ?  oh  God  !  it  is  my  father's  face, 
Whom  in  this  confix  I  un'wares  have  kill'd. 
Oh  heavy  times,  begetting  fuch  events ! 
From  London  by  the  King  was  I  prefs'd  forth  ; 
My  father,  being  the  Earl  of  Warwick's  man, 
Came  on  the  part  of  York,  prefs'd  by  his  mafter; 
And  f,  who  at  his  hands  receiv'd  my  life, 
Have  by  my  hands  of  life  bereaved  him. 
Pardon  me,  God,  I  knew  not  what  I  did; 
And  pardon,  father,  for  I  knew  not  thee. 
My  tears  (hall  wipe  away  thefe  bloody  marks: 
And  no  more  words  till  they  have  fl  nv'd  their  fill. 

K-  Henry.  O  piteous  fpeclacie  !  O  bloody  times! 
Whiles  lions  war  and  battle  for  their  dens, 
Poor  harmlefs  lambs  abide  their  enmity. 
Weep,  wretched  man,  I'll  aid  thee  tear  for  tear; 
And  let  our  hearts  and  eyes,  like  civil  war, 
Be  blind  with  tears,  and  break  o'ercharg'd  with  grief. 
Enter  a  Father,  bearing  bis  fin. 

Fatb.  Thou  that  fo  ftoutly  hart  refilled  me, 
Give  me  thy  gold,  if  thou  haft  any  gold; 
For  I  have  bought  it  with  an  hundred  blows. 
But  let  me  fee.     Is  this  our  foe-man's  face  ? 
Ah,  no,  no,  no,  it  is  my  only  fbn  ! 
Ah,  boy,  if  any  life  be  left  in  thee, 
Throw  up  thine  eyes ;  fee.  fee,  what  fiiours  arife, 
Blown  with  the  windy  tempeft  of  my  heart 
Upon  thy  wounds,  that  kill  mine  eye  and  heart. 
O  pity,  God,  this  miferable  age  ! 
What  ftratagems.  how  feli,  how  butcherly^ 
Erroneous,  mutinous,  and  unnatural, 
This  deadly  quarrel  daily  d  ;th  beget ! 
O  boy  !  thy  father  gave  thee  life  too  fbon, 
And  hath  bereft  thee  of  thy  life  too  late.' 

K,  Henry, 
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K  Henry.  Wo  above  wo,     grief  more  than  common 
)  that  my  death  would  fiay  thefe  rueful  deeds !      [grid  ; 

)  p'»y,  Plly»  8cntle  hcav'n>  P'cy  • 

"he  red  rofe  and  (he  white  are  on  his  face, 

The  fatal  colours  of  our  driving  houfes. 

The  one  his  purple  blood  right  well  refembles, 

The  other  his  pale  cheek,  methinks,  picfenteth. 

.Vither  one  rofe,  and  let  the  other  fburidi  ! 

f  you  contend,  a  thoufand  lives  mud  wither. 

Son.  How  will  my  mother,  for  a  father's  death, 
Take  on  with  me,   and  ne'er  be  fatisfy'd  ! 

Fatb.  How  will  my  wife,  for  fl,ughrer  of  my  fon, 
ihed  leas  of  tears,  and  ne'er  be  fatisfied  ! 

K  Henry.  How  will  the  country,  for  thefe  woful  chan- 
vlif-tbink  the  King,  and  not  be  fatisfy'd  !  [ces, 

Son.   Was  ever  fon  fo  ru'd  a  father's  death  ! 

Fatb.  Was  ever  father  lo  bemoan'd  his  fon  ! 

K.  Henry.  Was  ever  King  fo  griev'd  for  fubjecV  wo  ! 
sluch  is  your  forrow,  mine  ten  times  fo  much. 

Son.  I'll  bear  thee  hence,  where  I  may  weep  my  fill. 

[Exit* 

Fatb.  Thefe  arms  of  mine  (hall  be  thy  winding-iheet, 
My  heart,  fweet  boy,  mall  be  thy  fepulchre; 
ror  from  my  heart  thine  image  n<Ar  (hall  go, 
vly  fiohing  bread  (hall  be  thy  funeral- bell. 
!\nd  fo  obUquious  will  thy  father  be, 
sad  for  the  lofs  of  thee,  having  no  more, 
As  Pi i  m  was  i"or  all  his  valiant  fons. 
I'll  bear  thee  hence,  and  let  them  fight  that  will; 
For  I  hive  murther'd  where  I  fooulJ  not  kill.  [Exit, 

K.  Henry.  Sad-hearted  men,  much  overgone  with  care, 
Here  fits  a  King  more  woful  than  you  are. 
S     C      E      N     E         VIII. 
Alarum.  Excurficns.    Enter  tbe  Queen,   Prince  of  Wa'es 
and  Exeter. 

Prince.  Fly,  father,  fly;  for  all  your  friends  are  fed, 
And  Warwick  rages  like  a  chafed  bull: 
Away  !  for  death  doth  hold  us  in  purfuit. 

Queen.  Mount  you,  my  Lord,  toward  Berwick  pod  a- 
main. 

L  2  Edward 
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Edward  and  Richard,  like  a  brace  of  greyhounds 

Having  the  fearful  flying  hare  in  fight, 

"With  fiery  eyes  fparkling  for  very  wrath, 

And  bloody  fteel  grafp'd  in  their  Ireful  hands, 

Arc  at  our  backs;  and  therefore  hence  amain. 

Ex?.  Away  ;  for  vengeance  comes  along  with  them. 

Nay,  flay  not  to  expoftulate,  make  fpeed; 

Or  elfe  come  after,  I'll  away  before. 

K.  Henry.  Nay,  take  me  with  thee,   good  fweet  E: 

Not  that  I  fear  to  ftay,  but  love  to  go.  [t< 

"Whither  the  Queen  intends.    Forward,  away!     [Exeunt* 
SCENE    IX.    A  hud  alarum.  Enter  Clifford  -wounded, 

Clif.  Here  burns  my  candle  out;  ay,  here  it  dies, 
Which  while  it  lafted,  gave  King  Henry  light. 

O  Lancafter !  I  fear  thy  overthrow, 

More  than  my  body's  parting  with  my  ibul. 

My  love  and  fear  glew'd  many  friends  to  thee.       [F<?//.'»£, 

And  now  I  fall,  thy  tough  commixtures  melt, 

Impairing  Henry,  ftrength'ning  mif-proud  York. 

The  common  people  fwarm  like  fummer-flesj 

And  whither  fly  the  gnats,  but  to  the  fun  ? 

And  who  fbines  now,   but  Henry's  enemies? 

O  Pl.cebus  !  hadft  thou  never  given  confent 

That  Phaeton  fhould  check  thy  fiery  fteed, 

Thy  burning  car  had  never  fcorch'd  the  earth  : 

And,  Henry,  hadft  thou  fway'd  as  Kings  fhould  do> 

Or  as  thy  father  and  his  father  did, 

Giving  no  ground  unto  the  houfe  of  York, 

They  never  then  had  fprui  g  like  fummer-flies. 

3  and  ten  thoufand  in  this  luckle/s  realm, 

>Jad  left  no  mourning  widows  for  our  death  ; 

And  thou  this  day  hadft  kept  thy  chair  in  peaee. 

por  what  do»h  cherifh  weeds  but  gentle  air  ? 

And  what  makes  robbers  bold  but  too  much  lenity  r 

Bootiefs  are  plaints,  and  curelefs  are  my  wounds  ; 

No  way  to  fly,  nor  ftrength  to  hold  out  flight. 

The  foe  is  merciiefs.  and  wll  not  pity  ; 

For  at  their  hands  I  have  delerv'd  no  pity. 

The  air  hath  got  into  my  deadly  wounds, 

And  much  effufe  of  blood  doth  make  me  faint. 

Come, 
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une,  Tork,  and  Richard,  Warwick,  and  the  reft; 
Ihbb'd  your  fathers'  bofbms,  fplit  my  breaft. 

[He  faints. 

brum,    and  retreat-     Enter  Edward,    Warwick,    Ri- 
chard, Montague,  Clarence,  and  Soldiers. 
Ed-w.  Now  breathe  wc,    Lords,    good  fortune  bids  us 

paufe, 
nd  fmooth  the  frowns  of  war  with  peaceful  looks. 
.me  troops  purfue  the  bloody  minded  Queen, 
hat  led  calm  Henry,  though  he  were  a  King, 
I  doth  a  fail  fill'd  with  a  fretting  guft, 
ommand  an  argofie  to  flem  the  waves, 
jt  think  you,  Lords,  that  Clifford  fled  with  them  ? 

War.  No;  'tis  impoflible  he  mould  efcape  : 
Dr  though  before  his  face  I  fpeak  the  word, 
our  brother  Richard  mark'd  him  for  the  grave; 
nd  whercfo'er  he  is,   he's  furely  dead. 

[Clifford  grones. 

Rich.  Whofe  foul  is  that  which  takes  her  heavy  leave ! 

deadly  groan,  like  life  in  death  departing. 
:e  who  it  is. 

Edw.  And  now  the  battle's  ended, 
f  friend  or  foe,  let  him  be  gently  ufed. 

Rich.  Revoke  that  doom  of  mercy,  for  'tis  Clifford  ; 
Mo  not  contented  that  he  lopp'd  the  branch, 
i  hewing  Rutland  when  his  leaves  put  forth, 
ut  fet  his  murth'ring  knife  unto  the  root 
rom  whence  that  tender  fpray  did  fweetly  fpring; 

mean  our  princely  father,  Duke  of  York. 

War    From  off  the  gates  of  York  fetch  down  the  head, 
'our  father's  head,  which  Clifford  placed  there  : 
nftead  whereof  let  his  fupply  the  room, 
ieafure  for  meafure  muft  be  anfwered. 

Edvj.  Bring  forth  that  fatal  fcreech-owl  to  our  houfe, 
rhat  nothing  fung  but  death  to  us  and  ours. 
Jow  death  (hall  Hop  his  difmal  threat'ning  found, 
^nd  his  ill-boding  tongue  no  more  (hall  fpeak. 

War,  I  think  his  underftanding  is  bereft. 
Ipeak,  Clifford,  doft  thou  know  who  fpeaks  to  thee  ? 
)atk  cloudy  death  o'crlhades  his  beams  of  life, 

L  3  And 
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And  h?  nor  fees  nor  bears  us  what  we  fay. 

Rich.  O  would  he  did  !    and  Co  perhaps  he  doth. 
'Tis  but  his  policy  to  counterfeit; 
Becaufe  he  would  avoid  fuch  bitter  taunts, 
As  in  the  time  of  death  he  gave  our  fa'her. 

Cla-  If  fa  thou  think'ft,  vex  him  with  eager  words. 

Rich.  Clifford,  afk  mercy,  and  obtain  no  grace. 

Edw.  Clifford,  repent  in  bootless  penitence. 

War.  Clifford,  devift  excufes  for  thy  faults. 

Cl-2.  While  we  devife  fell  tortures  for  thy  faults. 

Rich.  Thou  didft  love  York,  and  I  am  fon  to  York. 

Edw.  Thou  pitied  Rutland,   I  will  pity  thee. 

Cla.  Where's  Captain  Margaret  to  fence  you  now  ? 

War.  They  meek  thee,    Clifford,   (wear  as  thou  wall 
went. 

Rich.  What,    not  an  oath!    nay,  then  the  world  goej 
When  Clifford  cannot  fpare  his  friends  an  oath.        [hard  I 
1  know  by  that  he's  dead ;   and,  by  my  foul, 
If  this  right  hand  would  buy  but  two  hours'  life, 
That  I  in  all  defpight  might  rail  at  him, 
This  hand  (hould  chop  it  off;    and  with  the  ifTuing  bloo> 
Stifle  the  villain,  whofe  unfbunched  thirft 
York  and  young  Rutland  could  not  fatisfy. 

War.  Ay,  but  he's  dead.     Off  with  the  traitor's  head  j 
And  rear  it  in  the  place  your  father's  ftands. 
And  now  to  London  with  triumphant  march, 
There  to  be  crowned  England's  Royal  King  :  „ 
From  whence  fhall  Warwick  cut  the  fea  to  France, 
And  afk  the  Lady  Bona  for  thy  Queen. 
So  malt  thou  finew  both  thefe  lands  together. 
And  having  France  thy  friend,  thou  fhalt  not  dread 
The  fcatter'd  fee  that  hopes  to  rife  agan  : 
For  though  they  cannot  greatly  fling  to  hurt, 
Yet  look  to  have  them  buzz  t'offend  thine  ears. 
Firft  will  I  fee  the  coronation ; 
And  then  to  Briiany  I'll  crofs  the  fea, 
T'effc<ft  this  marriage,  ib  it  pleafe  my  Lord. 

Edw.  Ev'n  as  thou  wilt,  lweet  Warwick,  let  it  fee; 
For  on  thy  moulder  do  I  build  my  ieat ; 
And  never  will  I  undertake  the  thing, 

Wherein 
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herein  thy  counfel  and  content  is  wanting, 
chard,  I  will  create  thee  Dake  of  Glo'ikr ; 
id  George,  of  Clarence  ;   Warwick  as  ouifclr 
ail  do  and  undo,  as  him  pleafeth  bert. 
Rich.    Let  me  be  Duke  of  Clarence;    George,    ol 

Glo'fter; 
,r  Glo'fter's  dukedom  is  too  ominous. 
War.  Tut,  that's  a  fnoliih  obfervation  : 
chard,  be  Duke  of  Glo'fter.     Now  to  London, 
o  fee  thefe  honours  in  pofllffion.  [Exeunt, 

ACT      HI.        SCENE      I. 
A  wood  in  LaneaJIrire. 
rttcr   Sinklo  and   Humphry,    -with  crofs-boivs  in  their 
h  ;nds> 

<ni  X  T^er  ln"  thick  8rown  brake  WC'11  fliroud  OUC" 

U         fclves, 
or  through  this  laund  anon  the  deer  will  come; 
nd  in  this  covert  will  we  make  our  (land, 
lulling  the  principal  of  all  the  deer. 

Hum    I'll  ftay  above  the  hill,  fo  bcth  'may  (hoot. 

Sink.  That  cannot  be  :  the  noife  of  thy  crofs-bow 
Vill  fcare  the  herd,  and  fo  my  (hoot    is  loft  : 
Iere  Hand  we  both,  and  aim  we  at  the  beft. 
md,  for  the  time  (hall  not  feem  tedious, 
'11  tell  thee  what  btfel  me  on  a  day, 
n  this  felf  place  where  now  we  mean  to  ftand. 

Hum.  Here  comes  a  man,  let's  ftay  till  he  be  pafs'd. 
Enter  King  Henty,  -with  a  prayer  Pick. 

K.  Henry.  From  Scotland  am  Ifto!  n  cv'n  of  pure  lote, 
Fo  greet  mine  own  land  with  my  wifhful  fight. 
So,  Harry,   Harry,  'tis  no  land  of  thine; 
Thy  place  is  hli'd,  thy  fcejtre  wrung  from  thee; 
Thy  balm  wafh'd  off  wherewith  thou  waft  anointed. 
No  bending  knee  will  call  thee  Cscfar  now, 
No  humble  fuitors  prefs  to  fpeak  for  right  : 
No  not  a  man  comes  for  redrefs  to  thee; 
For  how  can  I  help  them,  and  not  myfelf  ? 
Sink.  Ay,  here's  a  deer.,  whofc  (kin's  a  keeper's  fee : 

Thi* 
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This  is  the  quondam  King,  let's  feize  upon  him. 
^  K  Henry.  Let  me  embrace  thefe  four  adverfities; 
For  wife  men  fay,  it  is  the  wifefl  courfe. 

Hum.   Why  linger  we  ?  let's  lay  our  hands  upon  him. 

Sink.   Forbear  a  while,  we'll  hear  a  little  more. 

K  Henry  My  Queen  and  fbn  are  gone  to  France  fc 
And,  a«  I  hear,  the  great  commanding  Warwick  [aid 
Is  thither  gone  to  crave  the  French  King's  filler 
To  wife  for  Edward  If  this  news  be  true, 
Poor  Queen  and  (on !  your  labaur  is  but  loft : 
For  Warwick  is  a  fubtle  orator; 
And  Lewis  a  prince  fbon  won  with  moving  words. 
By  this  account,  then,  Margaret  may  win  him, 
For  fhe's  a  woman  to  be  pitied  much : 
Her  fighs  will  make  a  batt'ry  in  his  breaft; 
Her  tears  will  pierce  info  a  marble  heart; 
The  tyger  will  be  mild  while  (he  doth  mourn; 
And  Nero  would  be  tainted  with  remorfe, 
To  hear  and  fee  her  phints,  her  brinifh  tears. 
Ay,  but  (he's  come  to  beg,  Warwick  to  give: 
She  on  his  left  fide  craving  aid  for  Henry ; 
He  on  his  right  afk  ng  a  wife  for  Edward. 
She  weeps,  and  feys  her  Henry  is  depos'd; 
He  fmiles,  and  fays,  his  Edward  is  inftall'd; 
That  (he,  poor  wretch,  for  grief  can  fpeak  no  more! 
"While  Warwick  tells  his  title,  fmooths  the  wrong, 
Infer- eth  arguments  of  mighty  flrengih,  - 
And  in  conclusion  wins  the  K  ng  from  her, 
"With  promife  of  his  filler,  and  what  elfe, 
To  tlrengthen  and  fupport  King  Edward's  place. 
O  Marg'rct,  thus  'twill  be;  and  thou,  poor  foul, 
Art  then  forfaken,  as  thou  went'ft  forlorn. 

Hum.   Say,   what  art  thou  that  talk'ft  of  Kings  am 
Queens  i 

K.  Henry.  More  than  I  feem,    and  lefs  than  I  wa 
A  man  at  lead,  for  lefs  I  fliould  not  be;  [born  to 

And  men  may  talk  of  Kings,  and  why  not  I? 

Hum   Ay,  but  thou  talk'ft  as  if  thou  wert  a  King-^ 

K,  Henry.  Why,  ib  I  am  in  mind,  and  that's  enough. 

Hum.  Bat  if  thou  be  a  King,  where  is  thy  crown  > 

K,  Henry, 
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l  Henry.  My  crown  is  in  my  heart,  not  on  my  head  : 
'deck'd  with  diamonds  and  Indian  (tones  ; 

to  be  fecn :  my  crown  is  call'd  Gtitent ; 
rown  it  is  that  feldom  Kings  enjoy. 
lum.  Well,  if  you  be  a  King  crown'd  with  Content, 
,r  crown  Content  and  you  mutt  be  contented 
go  along  with  us.     For,  as  we  think, 
.arc  the  King,  King  Edward  hath  deposd. 
I  we  his  fubjetls,  fworn  in  all  allegiance, 
||  app-ehend  you  as  his  enemy. 

Henry.  But  did  you  never  fwear,  and  break  an  oath? 
lum    No,  never  fuch  an  oath,  nor  will  not  now. 
tHcnry.  Where  did  you  dwell  when  I  was  King  of 

England  ? 
\um.  Here  in  this  country  where  we  now  remain 
{.  Henry.  I  was  anointed  King  at  nine  months  old, 

father  and  my  grandfather  were  Kings; 
1  you  were  fworn  true  fubjefls  unto  me: 
1  (ell  me  then,  have  you  not  broke  your  oaths  f 
link.  No,  we  were  fubje£ts  but  while  you  were  King. 
K  Henry.  Why,  am  I  dead?  do  I  not  breathe  a  man? 
,  fimple  men,  you  know  not  what  you  fwear. 
3k,  as  I  blow  this  feather  from  my  face, 
d  as  the  air  blows  it  to  me  again, 
eying  with  my  wind  when  I  do  blow, 
d  yielding  to  another  when  it  blows, 
tnmanded  always  by  the  greater  guft  ; 
:h  is  the  lightnefsof  you  common  men. 
i  do  not  break  your  oaths,  for  of  that  fin 
/  mild  intreaty  (hall  not  make  you  guilty. 
.  where  you  will,  the  King  (hall  be  commanded; 
d  be  you  Kings,  command,  and  I'll  obey. 
Sink.  Wearelruefubjeas,  to  the  King,  King  Edward. 
K.  Henry    So  would  you  be  again  to  fcUnry, 
She  were  feated  as  King  Edward  is, 
Sink.  We  charge  you  in  God's  name,  and  in  the  King  s, 
')  go  with  us  unto  the  officers. 

K.  Henry  In  God's  name  iead,  your  Kings  name  be  o- 
,d  what  God  will,  then  let  your  King  perform  ;  [bey  d; 
id  what  he  will,  I  humbly  yield  unto.  <E  ^  jj  S 
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SCENE      IT.         Changes  to  the  palace,  L 
Enter  King  Edward,    GlouceUer,    Clarence,    and  L\ 
Gray. 

K  Edw    Brother  of  Gb'fter,  at  St  Aran's  field 
This  lady's  hufband,  Sir  John  Gray  *,  was  (lain, 
His  land  then  feizV  on  by  the  conqueror: 
Her  fuit  is  now  to  repolTefs  thofe  lands; 
"Which  we  in  juftice  cannot  we'l  deny  ; 
Becaufe,  in  quarrel  of  the  houfe  of  York, 
The  worthy  gentleman  did  lofe  his  life. 

Glo.  Your  Highnefs  (hall  do  well  to  grant  her  fuit : 
It  were  dishonour  to  deny  it  her. 

K  Edw.  It  were  no  lefs;  but  yet  I'll  make  a  paufe 

Glo-  Yea!  isitfo? 
I  fee  the  lady  hath  a  thing  to  grant 
Before  the  King  will  grant  her  humble  fuit. 

Cla,  He  knows  the  game  ;  how  true  he  keeps  the  win 

Glo    Silence. 

K.  Edw    Widow,  we  will  confider  of  your  fuit, 
And  come  fome  other  time  to  know  our  mind. 

Gray.   Right  gracious  Lord,   I  cannot  brook  delay. 
May't  pleafe  your  Highnefs  to  refolve  me  now  j 
And  what  your  pleafure  is  (hail  fatisfy  me. 

Glo.  Ay.   widow!  then  I'll  warrant  you  all  your  Ian 
An'  if  what  pleaf-s  him  (hall  pleafure  you  : 
Fight  cloier,  or,  good  faith,  you'll  catch  a  blow. 

Cla.  I  fear  her  not,  unLfs  (he  chance  to  fall. 

Gli.   God  forbid  that !  for  he'll  take  'vantages. 

K.  Edw.  How  many  children  haft  thou,  widow  ?  ti 
me. 

Cla.   1  think  he  means  to  beg  a  child  of  her. 

Glo.  Nay,   whip  me  then :  he'll  rather  give  her  two. 

Gray.   Three,  my  mod  gracious  Lord. 

Glo.  You  (hall  have  four,  if  you'll  be  rul'd  by  him. 

K  Edw.    'Twere  pity  they  (hould  lofe  their  father 
lands. 

Gray.  Be  pitiful,  dread  Lord,  and  grant  'em  then. 

*  Vid  Hall,  3d  year  of  Edw.  IV.  folio  j.     It  was  b. 
thi rto  falfely  printed  Richard.    Mr  Pope, 

K.Edtv 
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K.EJ't'.  Lords,   give  us  leave;  I'll  try  this  widow's 

wit. 
llo.   Ay,    good  leave  have  you,   for  you  will  have 

leave, 
1  youth  take  leave,  and  leave  you  to  the  crutch. 
K.  Edw.  Now,  tell  me,    Madam,    do  you  love  your 

children? 
Jray.  Ay,  full  as  dearly  as  I  love  myfdf. 
K.  Edw.  And  would  you  nut  do  much  to  do  thetn 

good  ? 
Jray.  To  do  them  good  I  would  fuftain  fbme  harm. 
K.  Edw.  Then  get  your  huiband's  lands,  to  do  them 

good. 
jray.  Therefore  I  came  unto  your  Majefty. 
K-  Edw.   I'll  tell  you  how  thefe  lands  are  to  be  got. 
Gray.  So  (hill  you  hind  me  to  your  Highnefs'  (ervice. 
K.  Edw.    What  fervice  wilt  thou  do  me  if  I  give  them? 
jray.  What  you  command  that  reds  in  me  to  do. 
K.  Ediv.   But  you  will  take  exceptions  to  my  boon, 
Jray.  No,  gracious  Lord,  except  I  cannot  do  it. 
K  Ztrtv    Ay,  but  thou  canft  do  what  I  mean  to  a(k. 
jray.    vV  hy,    then  I  will  do  what  your  Grace  com- 
mands. 
Glo.    He  plies  her  hard,    and  much   rain  wears   the 

marble. 
Cla.  As  red  as  fire!  nay,  -then  her  wax  muft  melt. 
Gray.   Why  Hops  my  Lord  ?  (hall  I  not  hear  my  talk  ? 
ST.  Edw    An  ealy  talk,  'tis  but  to  love  a  King. 
Gray.  That's  foon  perform'd,    becaufe  I   am  a  fubjecl. 
K.  Edw.   Why  then,  thy  hufband's  lands  I  freely  give 

thee. 
Gray.   I  take  my  leave  with  many  thoufand  thanks. 
GU.  The  match  is  made,  fhe  feals  it  with  a  curtly. 
K  Edw.   But  ftay  thee,   'lis  the  'ruits  of  love  I  mean. 
Gray.  The  fiuits  of  love  I  mean,  my  loving  Liege. 
K.  Edw-   Ay,  but  I  fear  me,  in  another  fenfe. 
hat  love  think'ft  thou  I  fue  fo  much  to  get  i 
Cray.  My  love  till  dean,   my  humble  thanks,    my 

prayers; 
lat  love  which  virtue  begs,  and  virtue  grants. 

K-  Edw, 
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Jf.  Edw*  No,  by  my  troth,  I  did  not  mean  fuch  1< 
Gray.  Why  then  you  mean  not  as  I  thought  you  i 
K.  Edw.  But  now  you  partly  may  perceive  my  m: 
Gray.  My  mind  will  never  grant  what  I  perceive 

Your  Highnefi  aims  at,  if  I  aim  aright. 

K.  Edw    To  tell  thee  plain,  I  aim  to  lie  with  thee. 
Gray.  To  tell  you  plain,  I'd  rather  lie  in  prifbn. 
K.  Edw,   Why  then,   thou  (halt  not  have  thy  1 

band's  lands. 
Gray.  Why  then,  mine  honefty  (hall  be  my  dower 

For  by  that  lofs  I  will  not  purchaft  them. 

K.  Edw.  Therein  thou  wrong'tl  thy  children  might 
Gray.  Herein  your  Highnefs  wrongs  both  them  i 

But,  mighty  Lord,  this  merry  inclination  [i 

Accords  not  with  the  fadnefs  of  my  fuit; 

Pleafe  ynu  difmifs  me,  or  with  Ay  or  No. 

K-  Edw.  Ay,  if  thou  wilt  fay  Ay  to  my  requeft; 

No,  if  thou  doft  fay  No  to  my  demand. 

Gray.  Then,  No,  my  Lord;  my  fuit  is  at  an  end. 
Glo.  The  widow  likes  him  not,  me  knits  her  brows, 
Cla.  He  is  the  blunteft  wooer  in  Chriftendom.    * 
K.  Edw.  Her  looks  do  argue  her  replete  with  mode 

Her  words  do  (hew  her  wit  incomparable, 

All  her  perfections  challenge  lovereignty  ; 

One  way  or  other  (he  is  for  a  King; 

And  (he  (hall  be  my  love,  or  elfe  my  Queen. 

Say  that  King  Edward  take  thee  for  his  Queen  ? 

Gray.  'Tis  better  faid  than  done,  my  gracious  Lore 

I  am  a  fubjeft  fit  tojert  withal, 

But  far  unfit  to  be  a  Sovereign. 

K.  Edw.  Sweet  widow,  by  my  date  I  fwear  to  thee. 

I  fpeak  no  more  than  what  my  foul  intends; 

And  that  is,  to  enjoy  thee  for  my  love. 

Gray.  And  that  is  more  than  I  will  yield  unto : 

I  know  I  am  too  mean  to  be  your  Queen, 

And  yet  too  good  to  be  your  concubine. 

K.  Edw.  You  cavil,  widow;   I  did  mean  my  Queer 
Gray.  *  Twill  grieve  your  Grace  my  fons  fhould  c 
you  father. 
J  K.Ed 
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K.  Edw.  No  more  than  when  my  daughters  call  thec 
mother. 

ou  art  a  widow,  and  thou  hafl  (bme  children; 

i,  by  God's  mother,  I,  being  but  a  bachelor, 

ve  other  fome  :  why,  'tis  a  happy  thing 

be  the  father  unto  m.ny  Tons. 

rwer  no  n.oie,  for  thou  (halt  be  my   Queen. 

llo.   The  ghoftly  father  now  hath  done  his  thrift. 

liar    When  he  was  made  a  (hriver,   'twas  for  (hifr. 

K.  Edw.  Brothers,    you  mufe  what  chat  we  two  have 
had. 

llo.  The  widow  likes  it  not,  for  (he  looks  fad. 

K.  Edw.  You'd  think  it  ftrange  if  I  fhould  marry  her. 

liar    To  whom,  my  Loid  ? 

K.  Ed-w.    W  hy,   Clarence,  to  myfelf. 

llo.  That  would  be  ten  days'  wonder  at  the  lead. 

".lar    That's  a  day  longer   than  a  wonder  lafts. 

Ik.  By  fo  much  is  the  wonder  in  extremes. 

K.  Edw.   Well,  jefton,  brothers;  lean  tell  yon  both, 
fuit  is  granted  for  her  huiband's  lands. 
Exttr  a  Nobleman. 

Vob.  My  gracious  Lord,  Henry  your  foe  is  taken, 

i  brought  your  prifoncr  to  your  palace-gate. 

K.  Edw.  See  that  he  be  convey'd  unto  the  Tower: 

i  go  we,  brothers,  to  the  man  that  took  him, 

queftion  of  his  apprehenfion. 

dow,  go  you  along:  Lords,  u(e  her  honourably.  [£.«• 
SCENE     III.     Manet  Gloucefler. 

llo.  Ay,  Edward  will  u(e  women  honourably. 

juld  he  were  wafted,  marrow,  bones,  and  all, 

at  from  his  loins  no  hopeful  branch  may  fpring, 

crofs  me  from  the  golden  time  I  look  for. 

1  yet  between  my  foul's  defire  and  me, 

ie  luftful  Edward's  title  buried), 
iillarence,  Henry,  and  his  fon  young  Edward  ; 
u  all  th'unlook'd-for  ifTue  of  their  bodies, 
.  take  their  rooms  ere  I  can  place  myfelf. 
Md  premeditation  for  my  purpofe  ! 
«iy,  then  I  do  but  dream  on  foy'reignty, 
L  e  one  that  Hands  upon  a  promontory, 
'/QL.V.  M  And 
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And  fpies  a  far-off  fhore  where  he  would  tread, 

"Wirtiing  his  foot  were  equal  with  his  eye, 

And  chides  the  fea  that  funders  him  from  thence, 

Saying  he'll  lade  it  dry  to  have  his  way. 

So  do  I  wi(h,  the  crown  being  fo  far  off, 

And  fo  I  chide  the  means  that  keep  me  from  it; 

And  Co  (I  fay)  I'll  cut  the  caufes  off, 

Flatt'ring  my  mind  with  things  impofiible. 

My  eye's  too  quick,  my  heart  o'erweens  too  much, 

Unlefs  my  hand  and  ftrength  could  equal  them. 

"Well,  fay  there  is  no  kingdom  then  for  Richard  : 

"What  other  pleafure  can  the  world  afford  i 

I'll  make  my  heaven  in  a  lady's  lap, 

And  deck  my  body  in  gay  ornaments, 

And  'witch  fweet  ladies  with  my  words  and  looks. 

Oh  miferable  thought !  and  more  unlikely, 

Than  to  accomplish  twenty  golden  crowns. 

Why,  love  forfwore  me  in  my  mother's  womb; 

And,  for  I  (hould  not  deal  in  her  foft  laws, 

She  did  corrupt  frail  Nature  with  fome  bribe 

To  fhrink  mine  arm  up  like  a  wither'd  fhrub, 

To  make  an  envious  mountain  on  my  back  ; 

Where  fits  Deformity  to  mock  my  body, 

To  (hape  my  legs  of  an  unequal  fize, 

To  difproportion  me  in  every  part  : 

Like  to  a  chaos,  or  unlick'd  bear-whelp, 

That  carries  no  impreflion  like  the  dam. 

And  am  I  then  a  man  to  be  belov'd  • 

Oh,  monftrous  fault,  to  harbour  fuch  a  thought  I 

Then  fince  this  earth  affords  no  joy  to  me, 

But  to  command,  to  check,  to  o'erbear  fuch 

As  are  of  better  peifon  than  myfelf; 

I'll  make  my  heav'n  to  dream  upon  the  crown ; 

And,  while  I  live,  t'  account  this  world  but  hell, 

Untill  the  head  this  mif-fliap'd  trunk  doth  bear, 

Be  round  impealed  with  a  glorious  crown. 

And  yet  I  know  not  how  to  get  the  crown, 

For  many  lives  fland  between  me  and  home  : 

And  I  (like  one  loft  in  a  thorny  wood, 

That  rends  the  thorns,  and  is  rent  with  the  thorns, 

Seek 
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eking  a  way,  and  fl raying  from  the  way, 

jt  knowing  how  to  find  the  open  air, 

,t  toiling  defp'rately  to  find  it  out) 

orment  myfelf  to  catch  the  Englifh  crown. 

id  from  that  torment  I  will  ftee  myfelf, 

r  hew  my  way  out  with  a  bloody  ax. 

>hy,  I  csn  (mile,  and  murther  while  I  fm'ile ; 

nd  cry,  Content,  to  that  which  grieves  my  heart; 

nd  wet  my  checks  with  artificial  teais, 

nd  frame  my  face  to  all  occafi  >ns : 

il  drown  more  failors  than  the  mermaid  (hall, 

II  flay  more  gazers  than  the  bafii.lk, 

II  play  the  orator  as  well  as  Neftor, 

eceive  more  (lily  than  Uiyfles  could. 

nd,  like  a  Sinon,  take  anothet  Troy  : 

can  add  colours  ev'n  to  the  camel  on ; 

hange  lhapes  with  Proteus,  for  advantages; 

nd  fet  tb/afpiring  Catiline  to  fchooh 

an  1  do  this,  and  cannot  get  a  croun  ? 

*ui,  were  it  farther  off.  LM  pluck  it  down.  [Exit* 

SCENE     IV.       Ch  i»ges  to  Franc*, 
'lourifn.     Enter  King  Lewis,    Lady  Bona,  Bourbon,  Ed- 

ward  Prince  of  Wales,  Queen    Margaret,    and  the  Earl 

of  Oxford.     Lewis  fits,  and  rifeth  up  again. 

K.  Le-JJ.  Fair  Queen  of  England,  worthy  Margaret, 
it  down  with  us;  it  ill  befits  thy  flate, 
ind  birth,  that  thou  ihould'tt  ftand  wh.le  Lewis  fits. 

Quun.  No,   mighty  King  of  France;  now  Margaret 
4ult  rtnke  her  fail,  and  learn  a  while  t    ilrve, 
.Vhert  Kings  command.     I  was,    Iraud  confefs, 
jreat  Albi  m's  Queen  in  former  golden  days  : 
Jut  now  mifchance  hath  trod  my  title  d™n, 
fcnd  with  dilhonour  laid  me  on  the  ground; 
w  here  I  mull  take  like  feat  unto  my  fortune, 
ind  to  my  humble  feat  conform  myfeif. 
K-  Lew     Why,   Cy,  fair  Queen,    whence  fprings  this 

deep  defpa  r  ? 
Qjeen.   From  lu«.h  a  caufe  as  fills  mine  eyes  with  tears, 
And  (lops  my  tongue,  while  my  heart's  drown'd  in  care*. 
K.  Lew.  Whatever  it  be,  be  thou  (till  like  thy  (t  If, 

M  2  And 
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And  fit  thee  by  our  fide.     Yield  not  thy  neck 

[Seats  her  h  hi 

To  Fortune's  yoke,  but  let  thy  dauntlefs  mind 

Still  ride  in  triumph  over  all  mifchance. 

Be  plain,  Queen  Margaret,  and  tell  thy  grief j 

It  (hall  be  eas'd,  if  France  can  yield  relief. 

Queen.    Thofe  gracious    words  revive    my  drcopii 

thought?,  r 

And  give  my  tongue-ty'd  forrows  leave  to  fpeak, 

Now  therefore  be  it  known  to  Noble  Lewis, 

That  Henry,  fole  poffcflor  of  my  love, 

Is,  of  a  King,  become  a  banifll*d  man, 

And  forc'd  to  live  in  Scotland  a  forbrn  ; 

While  proud  ambitious  Edward,  Duke  of  York, 

Ufurps  the  regal  title  and  the  feat 

Of  England's  true  anointed  lawful  King. 

This  is  the  caufe  that  I,  poor  Margaret, 

V." nh  this  my  fon  Prince  Edward,  Ilenry's  heir, 

Am  come  to  crave  thy  juft  2nd  lawful  aid  : 

And  if  thou  fail  us,  all  our  hr  pe  is  done. 

Scotland  hath  will  to  help,  but  cannot  he'p  : 

Our  people  and  our  peers  are  both  milled, 

Our  treafure  ftiz'd,  our  foldiers  put  to  flight, 

And,  as  thou  feeft,  ourfclves  in  heavy  plight. 

K.  Lew.  Renowned  Queen,    with  patience  calm  th» 
dorm, 
While  we  bethink  a  means  to  break  it  off. 

Queen.  The  more  we  (lay,  the  itronger  grows  our  foe 
K.  Lev).  The  more  I  ftay,  the  more  I'll  fuccour  thee 
Queen,  O,  but  impatience  waiting,  rues  to-morrow; 
And  fee  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  forrow. 

SCENE        V.         Enter  Warwick. 
K,  Lew.    What's  he  approachtth   boldly  to  car  pre- 

fence  ? 
Queen.  Our  Earl  of  Warwick,  Edward's  grcatefl  friend. 
K.  Lew.  Welcome,  brave  Warwick:  what  brings  thee 
toEr.nce?  [He  defends.     She  arifetk. 

Queen.  Ay,  now  begins  a  fecond  ftorm  to  rife; 
For  this  is  he  that  moves  both  wind  and  tide. 
War,  Ftom  worthy  Edward,  King  of  Albion, 

My 
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[fy  Lord  and  Sov'reign,  and  thy  vowed  friend, 
j  come  (in  kindnefs  and  unfeigned  love) 
'"it ft  to  do  greetings  to  thy  royal  perfon ; 
ind  then  to  crave  a  league  of  amity 
*nd  laltly.  to  confirm  that  amity 
tVith  nuptial  knot,  if  thou  vouchfafe  to  grant 
That  virtuous  Lady  Bona,  thy  fair  filler, 
To  England's  King  in  lawful  marriage. 
Queen.  If  that  go  forward,  Henry's  hope  is  done  ? 
War.  And,  grauous  Madam,  in  our  King's  behalf, 

[Specking  to  Bona. 
•  am  commanded,  with  your  leave  and  favour, 
Humbly  to  kifs  your  hand  ;  and  with  my  tongue 
I"o  tell  the  pafiion  of  my  Sov'reign's  heart; 
Where  fame  late  ent'ring  at  his  heedful  cars, 
Efeth  plac'd  thy  beauty's  image  and  thy  virtue's. 

Queen.  King  Lewis,  and  Lady  Bona,  hear  me  fpeak, 
licfore  you  anlwer  Warwick.     His  demand 
ipiings  not  from  Edward's  well-meant  honeft  love, 
But  fiom  deceit  bred  by  neceility : 
?or  how  can  tyrants  fafely  govern  home, 
Unlets  abroad  they  purchafe  great  alliance  ? 
To  prove  him  tyrant,  this  reafbn  may  fuffice, 
That  Henry  liveih  fti'l  ;  but  were  he  dead, 
Yet  here  Prince  Edward  (lands,  King  Henry's  fbn. 
Look  therefore,  Lewis,  that  by  this  league  and  marriage 
Thou  draw  not  on  thy  danger  and  dishonour  : 
For  t ho'  ufurpers  fway  the  rule  a  while, 
Yet  heav'ns  are  juft,  and  time  fupprcfllth  wrongs. 

War.  Injurious  Margaret! — 

Prince.  And  why  not  Queen  ? 

War.  Becaufe  thy  fa. her  Henry  did  ufurp, 
And  thou  no  more  art  Prince  than  fhe  is  Queen. 

Oxf.   Then  Warwick  difannuls  great  John  of  Gaunt,, 
"Which  did  fubdue  the  greateft  part  of  Spain  : 
And  after  John  of  Gaunt,  Henry  the  Fourth, 
Whole  wiiclom  was  a  mirrour  to  the  wifeft; 
And  after  that  wife  prince,  Henry  the  Fifth, 
Who  by  his  prowefs  conquered  all  France. 
From  thtft  our  Henry  lineally  defcends. 

M  3  W*r* 
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War.  Oxford,  how  haps  it,  in  this  fmooth  difcourfe, 
You  told  not,  how  Henry  the  Sixth  hath  loft 
AH  rhat  which  Henry  the  Fifth  had  gotten  ? 
Methinks  theft  Peers  of  France  fhould  fmile  at  that. 
But  for  the  reft,  you  tell  a  pedioree 
Of"  threefcore  and  two  years,  a  filly  time 
To  make  piefcription  for  a  kingdom's  worth. 

Oxf.   Why    Warwick,    canft  thou  fpeak   againft  th 
"Whom  thou  obeyedft  thirty  and  fix  years,  i.Lieg< 

And  not  bewiay  thy  treafon  with  a  blufh  ? 

War.  Can  Oxford  that  did  ever  fence  the  right, 
Now  buckler  falfehood  with  a  pedi  >ree  ? 
For  fhan-ie,  leave  Henry,  and  call  Edward  King, 

Oxf  Call  him  my  King,  by  whofe  injurious  doom 
My  elJer  brother,  the  Lord  Aubrey  Vere, 
"Was  done  to  death  ?  and  more  than  fb,  my  father, 
Even  in  the  downfal  of  his  mellow'd  years, 
When  na'uie  brought  him  to  the  door  of  death  > 
No,   Warwick,  no;   while  life  upholds  this  arm, 
This  arm  upholds  the  houie  of  Lancaftcr. 

War.   And  I  the  houfe  of  York. 

K.  Lew.   Queen  Margaret,  Prince  Edward,  and  Lon 
Vouchfafe  at  our  requefl  toiland  afide,  [Oxford 

While  I  ufe  farther  conference  with  Warwick 

Queen.  Heav'ns  grant  that  Warwick's  words  bewitci 
h'm  not  !  [Tbeyftani  aloof. 

K.  Lew.  Now,  Warwick,  tell  me  even  upon  thy  con- 
fcience, 
Is  Edward  your  true  King  ?  for  I  were  lorh 
To  link  with  him  that  were  not  lawful  chofen. 

War.  Thereon  I  pawn  my  credit  and  mine  honour. 

K.  Lew.  But  is  he  gracious  in  the  people's  eyes  ? 

War.  The  more  that  Henry  was  unfortunate. 

X.  Lew.   Then  further  :  all  difEmbling  fet  afide, 
Tell  me  for  truth  the  meafure  of  his  love 
Unto  our  f>ft«r  Bona. 

War.  Such  it  feems 
As  may  befeem  a  Monarch  like  himfelf. 
Myfeif  have  often  heard  him  fay  and  fwear, 
That  this  his  Jove  was  an  eternal  pUnr, 

Where©  i 
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lereof  the  root  was  fix'd  in  v«  ue'    ground, 
e  leaves  and  fruit  mainrain'd  with  beauty's  fori; 
rmpt  Irom  envy,  but  not  tr^m  uidain, 

el-  rhe  LaJy  Bona  quit  his  pain. 

K   Lew    Now,  fi  er,  let  us  hear  your  firm  refolve. 

Bona    Your  grant,  or  your  denial.  Ihall  be  mine. 

:  I  c  nfefs    tha      ften  t'e  this  day,       [Sp<ski  to  War. 

hen  I  have  tvatd  your  King's  delcrt  recounted, 

ne  cat  hath  tempted  judgment  f  d  Cue. 

K.  Lew.    Then,     Warwick,  this:    Our  lifter    (hall  be 

d  n<«w  forthwith  (hall  at  tides  be  drawn  [Edward**, 

mching  the  jointuie  that  your  King  mufl  make, 

hieh  with  her  dowry  (hall  be  counter  p^is'd. 

aw  near.  Queen  Margaret,  and  ht  a  witneft, 

iat   Bona  lhali  be  wife  to  th'  Er.g'ilh  K  ng. 

Vrbce.   To  Edward,  but  not  to  the  Englilh  King* 

Queen    Deceitful  Warwick,  it  was  thy  device 

this  all  ance  to  make  void  my    fuit  ; 

■re  thy  coming,   Lewis  was  Henry's  friend. 
K  Lew.  And  (till  is  friend  to  him  and  Margaret, 
t  if  your  title  to  the  crown  be  weak, 

may  appear  by  Edward's  good  fuccefs, 
icn  'tis  hue  realon,  that  1  be  releas'd 
om  giving  aid,  which  late  I  promifed. 
t  Ihall  you  have  all  kindnefs  at  my  hand, 
iat  your  cfUte  rtquires,  and  mine  can  yield. 
War.  Henry  now  lives  in  Scotland  at  his  eafe, 

here  having  nothing,   nothing  can  he  lofe. 
id  as  for  you  yourfelf,  our  quondam  Queen, 
mi  have  a  father  able  to  maintain  you; 
id  better  'twere  you  troubled  him  than  France. 

Queen.  Peace,  impudent  and  fhamtlefs  Warwick,  peace! 
cud  fetter  up  and  puller  down  of  Kings  ! 
will  not  hence,  till  with   my  talk  and  tears 
oth  full  of  truth)  I  make  King  Lewis  behold 
hy  fly  conveyance  *,  and  thy  Lord's  talfe  love  : 

\Poft,  blowing  a  horn  within* 

•  By  conveyance  is  here  meant  tie  art  tf  a  j»Sgl<r, 
ichs  »f  legerdemain. 
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For  both  of  you  are  birds  of  felf-fame  feather. 

K.  Lew.  Warwick,  this  is  fbme  port  to  us  or  thee. 
SCENE      VI.       Enter  a  Pojl. 

Poft.  My  Lord  Ambaflidor,  the(e  letters  are  for  yoi 

{To  Warm 
Sent  from  your  brother,  Marquis  Montague. 
Thefe  from  our  King  unto  your  Majefty. 

[To  King  Lew 

And,  Madam,  thefe  for  you;  from  whom  I  know  not 

[To  the  Queen.     They  all  read  their  le(te. 

Oxf   I  like  it  well,  that  our  fair  Queen  and  mifhefs 
Smi!es  at  her  news,  while  Warwick  frowns  at  his. 

Prince.  Nay,  mark  how  Lewis  fiamps  as  he  were  n< 
I  hope  all's  for  the  beft.  [tie 

K  Lew.  Warwick,    what  are  thy  news?    and  your 
fair  Queen  ? 

Queen.  Mine  fuch  as  fills  my  heart  with  unhop'd  joy; 

War.   Mine  full  of  forrow  and  heart's  discontent. 

K.  Lew.   What  !    has  your   King  marry 'd  the  La« 
And  now,  to  fboth  your  forgery  and  his,  [Gray 

Sends  me  a  paper  to  perfuade  me  patience  ? 
Is  this  th*  alliance  that  he  feeks  with  France  ? 
Dare  he  prefume  to  (corn  us  in  this  manner  > 

Queen    I  told  your  Majeity  as  much  before. 
This  proveth  Edward's  love  and  Warwick's  honefiy. 

War    King  Lewis.  I  here  proteft  in  fight  of  hcav'a,. 
And  by  the  hope  I  have  of  heav'nly  blifs, 
That  I  am  clear  from  this  mifdeed  of  Edward's  : 
>Jo  more  my  King  ;   for  he  dishonours  me ; 
But  moft  himfelf.  if  he  could  fee  his  fhame. 
Bid  I  forget    that  by  the  houfe  of  York 
My  father  came  untimely  to  his  death  ? 
Did  I  let  pafs  th*abufe  done  to  my  niece  *  * 
Did  ;  impale  him  with  the  regal  crown  ? 
Did  \  put  Kenry  from  his  native  right  ? 
And  am  I  guerdon'd  at  the  lad  with  fhame  ? 

*  Whom  King  Edward  attempted  in  the  Earl  of  War 
•vkk'i  houfe.    iiolingfhedt 

jSbami 
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amc  on  himfclf,  for  my  defert  is  honour ! 
id  to  repair  my  honour  loft  for  him, 
)cre  renounce  him,  and  return  to  Henry, 
y  Noble  Queen,  let  former  grudges  pais, 
J  henceforth  I  am  thy  true  fervitor  : 
vill  nvenge  his  wrong  to  Lady  Bona, 
id  replant  Henry  in  his  former  ftate. 
Queen-  Warwick,  thefe  words  have  turn'd   my  hate  to 
id  I  forgive  snd  quite  forget  old  faults,  [love, 

id  joy  that  thou  becom'ft  King  Henry's  friend. 
War.  So  much  his  friend,  ay,  his  unfeigned  friend, 
lat  if  King  Lewis  vouchfafe  to  furnilh  OS 
ith  fome  few  bands  of  chofen  foldiers, 
.  undertake  to  land  them  on  our  coaft, 
id  force  the  tyrant  from  his  feat  by  war. 
is  not  his  new-made  biide  (hall  fuccour  him. 
id,  as  for  Clarence,  as  my  letters  tell  me, 
:'s  veiy  likely  now  to  fall  from  him, 
r  matching  more  for  wanton  luft  than  honour, 
than  for  ftrength  and  faffty  of  our  country. 
B'jna.  Dear  brother,  how  (hall  B  na  be  rcveng'd, 
it  by  thy  help  to  this  diftreflcd  Queen? 
Queen    Renowned  prince,   how  (hall  poor  Henry  live, 
liefs  thou  rercue  him  from  foul  defpair? 
Bona    My  qua:rel,  and  this  Englifn  Queen's,  are  one. 
War.   AnJ  mine    fair  Lady  Bona,  joins  with  youi's. 
K  Lew    And   mine  with  her's,    and  thine,  and  Mar- 
herefore  at  laft  I  firmly  am  refolv'd  [gnat's. 

ju  fhall  have  a  id. 

Qjten    Let  me  give  humble  thanks  for  all  at  once. 
K.  Lew.   Then,   Eng'and's  meflenger,  return  in  peff, 
nd  tell  falfe  Rdward,  thy  fuppofed  King, 
hat  Lewis  of  France  is  flndirg  over  mafkers, 
o  revel  it  with  him  and  bis  new  bride. 
hou  feed  what's  paft,  go  fear  thy  King  withal. 
Bona    Tell  him,  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  widower  fhortly, 
wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  fake. 
Queen.   Tell  him,  my  mourning-weeds  are  laid  afide, 
.nd  I  am  re»dy  to  put  armour  on. 
War    Tell  him  from  me,  that  he  hath  done  me  wrong; 

And 
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And  therefore  I'll  uncrown  him  ere't  be  long. 
There's  thy  reward,  be  gone.——  [Exit  Po, 

K.  Ltiv.  But,  Warwick, 
Thyfelf  and  Oxford  with  five  thoufand  men 
Shall  crofs  the  feas,  and  bid  falfe  Edward  battle  : 
And,  as  occafion  lerves,  this  Noble  Queen 
And  Prince  (hall  f  How  with  a  frefh  fupply. 
Yet  ere  thou  go,  but  anfwer  me  one  doubt  i 
"What  pledge  have  we  of  thy  firm  loyalty  ? 

War.  This  (hall  a(Ture  my  conflant  loyalty, 
That  if  our  Queen  and  this  young  Purne  agree, 
I'll  join  my  younper  daughter  and  my  joy 
To  him  forthwith,  in  holy  wedlock'  bands. 

Queen.   Yes,  I  agree,  and   thank  you  for  your  motioi 
Son  Edward,   flic  is  fare  and  virtuous  ; 
Therefore  delay  not,  give  thy  hand  to  Warwick, 
And,  wiih  thy  hand,  thy  faith  irrevocable, 
That  only  Warwick's  daughter  (hall  be  thine. 

Prince.  Yes,  I  accept  her,  for  (he  well  deferves  it  : 
And  here  to  pledge  my  vow,  I  give  my  hand. 

*  [Ha  gives  bis  band  to  Warwic! 

K.  Lev>>  Why  (tay  wc  now  ?  tbeie  fold/eis  fhali  be  li 
And  thou,  Lord  Bourbon,  our  B'gh  Admiral,  [vy' 

Shalt  waft  them  over  with  our  royal  fleet. 
I  long  till  Edward  fall  by  war's  mifchance, 
For  mocking  marriage  with  a  dame  of  France. 

[ExewA.     Manet  Warv/fa 

War.  I  came  from  Edward  &s  Ambsfiador, 
But  I  return  h;s  fuorn  and  mortal  foe  : 
Matter  of  marriage  was  the  charge  he  gave  me, 
But  dreadful  wir  (hall  anfwer  his  demand. 
Had  he  none  elfe  to  make  a  flale  bur  me? 
Then  none  but  I  (hall  turn  his  jefl  to  forrow. 
I  was  the  chief  that  lais'd  him  10  the  crown, 
And  I'll  be  chief  to  bring  him  down  again  : 
Not  that  I  pity  Henry's  mifery, 
But  feck  isvenge  on  Edward's  mockery.  [Exit 
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A    C    T      IV.        S    C    E    N    E      I. 

The  palace  in  EngUnd. 
Inter  Glcweefter,  Clarence,  Somerfet,  and  MonTaguc. 
OW  tell  me,   brother  Clarence,    what  think 
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you 
"this  new  marriage  with  the  Lady  Gray? 
itb  not  our  brother  made  a  worthy  choice  ? 
Clar.  Alas!  you  know  'tis  far  from  hence  to  France: 
)w  could  he  tray  till  Warwick  made  return? 
Scm.  My  Lords,    forbear  this  talk:    here  comes   the 

King. 
'ounfh.      Enter  King  Edward,    Lady  Gray  as  gjeen, 
Pembroke,    Maffo.d,   and  Uaftings :  four  Ji and  on  one 
fide,  and  four  on  the  other. 
Glo.  And  hi*  well  chofen  bride. 
Clar     I  mind  to  tell  h.m  pla  nly  what  I  think. 
K  Edw.   Now,  brother  Clarence,    how  like  you  our 
hat  you  (land  peniive,  as  half  malecontent?        [choice, 
Clar.    As  well  as  Lewis  of  France,   or  th'  Earl  of 

Warwick, 
rhich  are  Co  weak  of  courage,  and  in  judgment, 
hat  they'll  take  no  offence  at  our  abufe. 
K  Edw    Suppofe  they  take  offence  without  a  caufe, 
"hey  are  but  Lewis  and  Warwick,  and  I  am  Edward, 
our  King  and  Warwick's    and  mud  have  my  will. 
Glo.  And  you  (hall  have  your  will,  becauie  our  King, 
et  hafly  marriage  fcldom  proveth  well. 
K  Edw,  Yea,  brother  Richard,  are  you  offended  too? 
Glo-  Not  I ;  no:   God  forbid  that  I  Ihuuld  wifh 
'hem  fevered  whom  God  hath  join'd  together: 
ity  to  fumer  them  that  yoke  fo  well. 
K.  Edw.  Seting  your  fcorns  anJ  your  miflikes  afide, 
nell  me  fome  reaf  n,  why  the  Lady  Gray 
hould  not  become  my  wife,  and  England's  Queen? 
ind  you  t  >o,  Sornerlet  and  Montague, 
peak  freely  what  you  think. 

Chr.  Then,  this  is  my  opinion,  that  King  Lewis 
lecomes  your  memy  fat  mocking  him 

About 
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About  the  marriage  of  the  Lady  Bona. 

Clo    And  Warwick  doing  what  you  gave  in  charge, 
Is  now  dishonoured  by  this  new  marriage. 

K.  Edw.  What  if  both   Lewis  and  Warwick  be  . 

By  fuch  invention  as  1  can  devife?  [peas' 

Mont.  Yet  to  have  join'd  with  France  in  fuch  allianc 

"Would  more  have  flrengthen'd  this  our  commonwealth 

'Gainft  foreign  dorms,  than  any  home-bred  marriage. 

Haft.  Whj-,  knows  not  Montague,  thatofitfelf 
England  is  fate,  if  true  within  itfelf  ? 

Mont.  Yes;  but  the  (afer  when  'tisback'd  with  Franc 
Haft.  Tis  better  ufing  France,  than  trurting  France. 
Let  us  be  I  aik'd  with  God.  and  with  the  feas, 
Which  he  hath  given  for  fence  impregnable 
And  with  their  helps  alone  defend  ourfelves  : 
In  them,  and  in  ourfelves,  our  fafety  lies. 

Clar    For  this  one  fpeech,  Lord  Hal  ings  well  delervi 
To  have  the  heir  of  the  Lord  Hungerford. 

K.  Edw.   Ay,  what  of  that  ?  it  was  my  will  and  gran 
And  for  this  once  my  will  mail  (land  for  law 

Glo    And  yet  mtthmks  your  Grace  hath  not  done  wei 
To  give  the  heir  and  daughter  of  Lord  Scales 
Unto  the  brother  of  your  loving  bnde. 
She  better  would  have  fitted  me,  or  Clarence; 
But  in  your  bride  you  bury  brotherhood. 

Cla.  Or  elle  you  would  not  have  beftow'd  the  heir 
Of  the  Lord  Bonvill  on  your  new  wife's  fon. 
And  leave  your  brothers  to  go  ipeed  elfewhere. 

K  Edw.  Alas,  poor  Clarence  !  is  it  for  a  wife 
That  thou  art  malecontent  ?  I  will  provide  thee 

Cla    In  ch ufing  for  yourfelf,   you  fbew'd  your  judj 
"Which  being  (hallow,  you  (hall  give  me  leave        [ment  j 
To  play  the  broker  in  mine  own  behalf  ; 
And  to  that  end  I  fhortly  mind  to  leave  you. 

K.  Edw.  Leave  me,  or  tarry,  Edward  will  be  King, 
And  not  be  ty'd  unto  his  brother's  will. 

£ucen.  My  Lords,  before  it  pleas'd  his  Majefty 
To  raife  my  ftate  to  title  of  a  Queen, 
Do  me  but  right,  and  you  muft  all  confefs 
That  I  was  not  ignoble  of  defeent  3 

And 
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I  meaner  than  myfelf  have  had  like  fortune. 
as  this  title  honours  mc  and  mine, 
four  diflikes,  to  whom  I  would  be  plesfing, 
cloud  my  joys  with  danger  and  with  fbrrow. 
f.  Edw.  My  love,  forbear  to  fawn  upon  their  frowns: 
at  danger  or  what  forrow  can  befal  thee, 
ong  as  Edward  is  thy  conftant  friend, 
I  their  true  Sovereign,  whom  they  mud  obey? 
',  whom  they  (hall  obey,  and  love  thee  too, 
efs  they  feek  fur  hatred  at  my  hands: 
lich  if  they  do,  yet  will  I  keep  thee  fafe; 

I  they  (hall  feel  the  vengeance  of  my  wrath. 

tb.  I  hear,  yet  fay  not  much,  but  think  the  more. 

SCENE       II.         Enter  a  Poji. 
{.Edw.  Now,   Mellenger,  what  letters,  or  what  news 

from  France  ? 
'0/?.   My  Sovereign  Liege,  no  letters  and  few  words; 

inch  as  I  (without  your  fpecial  pardon) 

e  not  relate. 

(.  Edw.  Go  to,  we  pardon  thee. 

ell  their  words,  as  near  as  thou  canft  guefs  them. 

iat  anfwer  makes  King  Lewis  to  our  letters? 

'oft    At  my  depart,  theie  were  his  very  words : 

tell  falfe  Edward,  thy  fuppofed  King, 
at  Lewis  of  France  is  fending  over  mafkers 

revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride. 
'C  Edw.  Is  Lewis  Co  brave  ?  belike  he  thinks  mc  Hen. 

what  faid  Lady  Bona  to  my  marriage?  [ry, 

hft.  Thefe  were  her  words,  utter'd  with  mild  difdain  : 

II  him,  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  widower  fhortly, 
wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  fake. 

ff-  Edw    1  blame  not  her,  (he  could  fay  little  lefs; 

had  the  wrong.     But  what  faid  Henry's  Queen  i 

Co  1  heard  that  fhe  was  there  in  place 
Poft.  Tell  him,  (quoth  (he),    my  mourning  weeds  are 
d  I  am  ready  to  put  armour  on.  [done, 

K.  Edxo.  Bel  ke  (he  means  to  play  the  Amazon. 
I  what  faid  Warwick  to  thefe  injuries  > 
Poji.  He,  more  incens'd  againfl  your  Majefty 
un  all  the  reft.  dtfcharg'd  mc  with  thefe  words: 
Voi.  V.  N  TcU 
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Tell  him  from  me  that  he  hath  done  me  wrong; 
And  therefore  I'll  uncrown  him  erc't  be  long. 

K.  Edtv     Ha!   durft  the  traitor  breathe  out  Co  pro  ] 
Well,  I  will  arm  me,  being  thus  forewarn'd.        [word  J 
They  (hall  have  wars,  and  pay  for  their  prefumption. 
But  fay,  is  Warwick  friends  with  Margaret? 

Poji.    Ay,    gracious   Sov'reign,    they're   Co  link'd   I 
friend  (hip, 
That  young  Prince  Edward  marries  Warwick's  daughtl 
Cla.  Belike  the  younger;  Clarence  will  have  the  eld" 
Now,  brother  King,  farewel,  and  fit  you  fart; 
For  I  will  hence  to  Warwick's  other  daughter; 
That  though  [  want  a  kingdom,  yet  in  marriage 
I  may  not  prove  inferior  to  yourfelf. 
You  that  love  me  and  Warwick,  follow  me. 

[Exit  Clarence,  and  Somerfet  follo\ 
Glo.  Not  I:  my  thoughts  aim  at  a  further  matter. 
I  ftay  not  for  the  love  of  Edward,  but  the  crown.  [AJ; 
K.  Efav.  Clarence  and  Somerfet  both  gone  to   ty; 
Yet  am  I  arm'd  againft  the  worft  can  happen;        [wic 
And  halle  is  needful  in  this  defp'rate  cafe. 
Pembroke  and  Stafford,  you  in  our  behalf 
Go  levy  men,  and  make  prepare  for  war. 
They  are  already,  or  will  foon  be  landed. 
Myfelf  in  perfon  will  flraight  follow  you. 

[Exeunt  Pembroke  and  Stafft 
But  ere  I  go,  Ha  flings  and  Montague, 
Refclve  my  doubt:  you  twain  of  all  the  reft, 
Are  near  to  Warwick  by  blood  and  by  alliance; 
Tell  me,  if  you  love  Warwick  more  than  me? 
If  it  be  Co,  then  both  depart  to  him. 
I  rather  wifh  you  foes,  than  hollow  friends. 
But  if  you  mind  to  hold  your  true  obedience, 
Give  me  aflurance  with  fome  friendly  vow, 
That  I  may  never  have  you  in  fufpect. 

Mont.  So  God  help  Montague,  as  he  proves  true! 
Haft.  And  Haftings,  as  he  favours  Edward's  caufci 
K.  Edw.  Now,  brother  Richard,  will  you  ftand  by  1 
Glo.  Ay,  in  defpight  of  all  that  fhall  withfhnd  you 
K,  Edw.  Why  f<?,  then  am  I  furc  of  victory. 
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)\v  therefore  let  us  hence,  and  loft  no  hour, 

ill  we  meet  Warwick  with  his  foreign  power.        [Exit, 

SCENE       III.  In  Warwicijlnre. 

Enter  Warwick  and  Oxford,  -with  French  Soldiers. 
War.  Trull  me,  my  Lord,  all  hitherto  goes  well ; 
be  common  people  fwarm  by  numbers  to  us. 

Enter  Clarence  and  Somerfet. 
it  fee  where  Somerfet  and  Clarence  come; 
eak  fuddenly,  my  Lords,  are  we  all  friends? 
Cli    Fear  not  that,  my  Lord. 

War.  Then,  gentle  Clarence,  welcome  unto  Warwick  ; 
id  welcome,  Somerfet.     I  hold  it  cowardice 
»  reft  miftruftful,  where  a  noble  heart 
ath  paun'd  an  open  hand  in  fign  of  love ; 
fe  might  I  think,  that  Clarence,  Edward's  brother, 
rere  but  a  feigned  fiiend  to  our  proceedings. 
it  welcome,  friend,  my  daughter  (hall  be  thine, 
id  now  what  rells,  but  in  night*?  coverture, 
hy  brother  being  carlefsly  incamp'd, 
s  (bldiers  lurking  in  the  towns  about, 
id  but  attended  by  a  fimplc  guard, 
e  may  furprile  and  take  him  at  our  please? 
ir  fcouts  have  four. J  th'  adventure  very  ealy : 
hat  as  Ulylles  and  ftout  Diomede 
'ith  Aught  and  manhood  dole  to  Rhefus'  tents, 
id  brought  from  thence  the    fhracian  fatal  fteeds; 
we,  well  cover'd  with  the  night's  black  mantle, 
t  unawares  may  beat  down  tdward's  guard, 
id  feize  himfclf.     I  fay  not.   flaugbter  him: 
>r  1  intend  r-ur  only  to  furprife  him. 
)U  that  will  follow  me  to  this  attempt, 
pplaud  the  name  of  Henry  with  your  leader. 

[Thty  ail  cry,  Henry! 
'hy  then,  let's  on  our  way  in  filent  fort, 
>r  Warwick  and  his  friends,  God  and  St  George! 

[ExtuuU 
SCENE       IV. 
Enter  the  Watchmen  to  guard  the  King's  tent. 
1  Hatch.  Come  on,   my  malters,   each  man  take  his 
he  King  by  this  has  fet  him  down  to  fl.*ep.  [ftand  : 

N  2  2  ti'uUk* 
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a  Watch.  What,  will  he  not  to  bed  ? 

1  Watch.  Why,  no ;  for  he  hath  made  a  (blemn  vo 
Kever  to  lie  and  take  his  natural  red, 
Till  Warwick  or  himlelf  be  quite  fupprefs'd. 

2  Watch.  To-morrow  then  belike  (hall  be  the  day, 
If  Warwick  be  fo  near  as  men  report. 

3  Watch.  But  fay,  I  pray,  what  nobleman  is  that 
That  with  the  King  here  rerterh  in  his  tent  ? 

1  Watch.  'Tis  the  Lord  Haftings,    the  King's  chief 

friend. 
3  Watch.  O,  is  it  Co?  but  why  commands  the  King. 
That  his  chief  followers  lodge  in  towns  about  him, 
"While  he  himfelf  keeps  here  in  the  cold  field  ? 

2  Watch.    'Tis  the  more  honour,  becaufe  the  m< 

dangerous. 

3  Watch.  Ay,  but  give  me  worfhip  and  quietne/s; 
I  like  it  better  than  a  dang'<ous  honour. 
Jf  Warwick  knew  in  what  eflate  he  (lands, 
*Tis  to  be  doubted  he  would  waken  him. 

1  Watch.  Unlefs  our  halberds  did  (hut  up  his  psfTage 

2  Watch.   Ay  ;  wherefore  the  guard  we  this  rjyat  te 
But  to  defend  his  perfon  from  night-foes? 

Enter  Warwick,  Clarence,  Oxford,  Somerfet,  and  Fret 

foldiers,  filent  all. 

War.  This  is  his  tent ;  and  fee  where  (lands  his  gua 
Courrge,  my  mailers :  honour  now,  or  never! 
But  f  >llow  me,  and  Edward  (hail  be  oers. 

1  Watch    Who  goes  there  ? 

2  Waiih.    Stay,  or  thou  died. 
[Warwick  and  the  reft  cry  all,    Warwick!  Warwic 

and  fit  upon  the  guard;  -who  fly,  crying,  Armsl  arn 
Warwick  and  the  reft  following  them. 

The  drum  beating,  and  trumpets  founding. 
Enter  Warwick,  Somerfet,  ana  ike  reft,  bringing 
Kvg  out  in  a  gown,  fitting  in  a  chair;  Gioucefler  t 
Hzihng*  flying  over  the  ft age. 
Som.  What  are  they  fhat  fly  there? 
War.  Richard  and  Hafiings;  let  them  go,  here  is  \ 
Duke. 

K.  Ed 
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K.  Edw.  The  Duke  !  why,   Warwick,  when  we  part- 
jou  call'drt  me  King.  LcJ» 

War.  Ay,  but  the  cafe  is  alter'J. 
hen  you  difgrac'd  me  in  my  ambaflade, 
len  I  degraded  you  from  being  King  : 
id  come  now  to  create  you  Duke  of  York. 
as!  how  fhou'd  you  govern  any  kingdom, 
lat  know  not  how  to  ufe  ambafi'adors, 
>r  how  to  be  contenied  with  one  wife, 
>r  how  to  ufe  your  brothers  brotherly, 
ir  how  to  lludy  for  the  people's  welfare, 
>r  how  to  fhrouJ  yourfelf  from  enemes? 
K.  Edw.  Brother  of  Cbrcnce,  and  art  thou  here  too? 
■y,  then  I  fie  that  Edward  needs  mud  down. 
■  Warwick,  in  defpight  of  all  miC'hance, 
7  thee  thyfelf,  and  all  thy  complices, 
Iward  will  always  bear  himfelf  as  King, 
lough  Fortune's  malice  overthrow  my  flate, 
y  mind  exceeds  the  compafs  of  her  wheel. 
War.    Then,    for   his   mind,    be    Edward    England't- 
King ;  [Takes  off  bis  crown* 

it  Henry  now  fhill  wear  the  Englifh  crown, 
id  be  true  King  indeed;   thou  but  a  lhadow. 
y  Lord  of  Somerfct,  at  my  requtft, 
c  that  forthwith  Duke  Edward  be  convey'd 
lto  my  brother,  Archbifliop  of  York, 
'hen  I  have  fought    with  Pembroke  and  his  fellows, 
i  follow  you,  and  tell  you  what  reply 
flits  and  Lady  Bona  fent  to  him. 
ow  for  a  while  farewel,  good  Duke  of  York. 
K.  Edw.    What  fates  impofe,    that  men  mud  needs 
boots  not  to  refjfl  both  wind  and  tide.  [abide  : 

[Exit  Kthg  Edward  hi  out  forcibly* 
Oxf.  What  now  remains,  my  Lords,  for  us- to  do, 
at  march  to  London  with  our  foldiers? 
War.  Ay,  that's  the  firft  thing  that  we  have  to  dot 
"o  free  King  Henry  from  impnfonment, 
fld  fee  hiaa  fcated  in  the  regal  throne,  [Exeunt, 
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S    C    E    N    E     V.         The  palace. 
Enter  Rivers,  and  the  Queen 

Riv.  Madam,  what  makes  you  in  this  fudden  charu 

Queen.  Why,  brother  Rivers,  are  you  yet  to  learn, 
What  late  misfortune  has  befall'n  K  ng  Edward  ? 

Riv.  What!  lofs  of  fome  pitch'd  battle  againft  Wa 
wick? 

Queen   No,  but  the  lofs  of  hi<  own  royal  perfbn. 

Riv.  Then  is  my  Sovereign  ffain  ? 

Queen.  Ay,  almoft  flain,  for  he  is  taken  prifbnerj 
Either  betray'd  by  falfehood  of  hi?  guard, 
Or  by  his  foe  furpris'd  at  unawares; 
And,  as  I  further  have  to  underfiand, 
3s  now  committed  to  the  Bifhop  of  York, 
Fell  Warwick's  brother,  and  by  that  our  foe. 

Riv.  Theft  news,  I  mud  confefs,  are  full  of  grief: 
Yet,  gracious,   Madam,  bear  it  as  you  may; 
Warwick  may  lofe,  that  now  hath  won  the  day. 

Queen.  Till  then  fair  hope  mud  hinder  life's  decay. 
And  I  the  rather  wean  me  from  defpair, 
For  love  of  Edward's  offspring  in  my  womb. 
This  is't  that  m.kes  me  bridle  in  my  paffion, 
And  bear  with  mildnefs  my  misfortune's  croft. 
Ay,  ay,  for  this  I  draw  in  many  a  tear, 
And  flop  the  rifing  of  blood-fucking  fighs, 
Left  with  my  fighs  or  tears  I  blaft  or  drown 
King  Edward's  fruit,  true  heir  to  th'  Englifh  crown. 

Riv.  But,  Madam,  where  is  Warwick  then  become? 

Queen.  I  am  inform'd  that  he  comes  towards  London' 
To  fet  the  crown  once  more  on  Henry's  head. 
Guefs  thou  the  reft,  King  Edward's  friends  muft  down. 
But  to  prevent  the  tyrant's  violence, 
(For  truft  not  him  that  once  hath  broken  faith), 
I'll  hence  forthwith  unto  the  fanctuary, 
To  fave  at  Ieaft  the  heir  of  Edward's  right. 
There  fhall  I  reft  fecure  from  force  and  fraud. 
Come  therefore,  let  us  fly  while  we  may  fly  ; 
tf  Warwick  take  us,  we  are  fure  to  die.  [Exeunt. 

SCEN* 
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S    C    E    N    E      vr. 

A  pvl  near    XHddlekam-cafik  in  Tortflilre. 
„ter  Gloueeitcr,  Lord  ttaftings,  and  Sir  William  Stan- 

Cl'o.  Now,  my  Lord  Haftings,  and   Sir  William  Stan- 
cave  "ff  <o  wonder  why  I  drew  you  hither,  [ley, 
,to  the  chiefcft  thicket  of  the  park, 
hns  ftands  the  cafe  :   You  know  our  King,  my  brother, 
i  mis'ner  to  the  Bifh^p,   at  whofe  hands 
le  hath  good  ufage  and  great  liberty; 
nd  often  but  attended  with  weak  guard, 
onies  hunting  this  way  to  difpnrt  himfelf. 
have  advertised  him  by  feorer  means, 
"hat  if  about  this  hour  he  make  this  way, 
nder  the  colour  of  his  nfual  game, 
le  (hall  here  find  his  friends  with  horfe  and  men, 
'o  le:  him  free  from  his  captivity. 

Enter  K't  g  Edward,  an!  a  Htttttfmn  ivitb  him* 

Hunt.    This  way.    my  Lord,    for  this   way  les  the 
game. 

K.  Edv).  Nay.  thij  way,  man ;   fee  where  the  huntA 
men  (land, 
low,  brother  Glo'lter,  Haftings,  and  the  reft, 
tand  you  thus  clofe  to  fteal  the  bifhop's  deer  ? 

Glo.  Brother,  the  time  and  cafe  requirtth  hade, 
rour  horfe  (lands  ready  here  at  the  park-corner. 

K.  Kdvf.   But  whither  (hall  we  then? 

Haft.   To  Lynn,  my  Lord, 
ind  (hip  from  thmce  to  Flanders. 

Glo.  Well  gueis'd,  believe  me,  for  that  was  my  meaft, 
ing. 

K.  Edw.   Stanley.  I  will  requite  thy  forwardnefs. 

Glo.   But  wherefore  flay  we?  'tis  no  time  to  ta  k. 

K.  Edw.  fluntfman,    what  fay 'ft  thou?    wilt  th  ;u  g« 
along? 

Hunt.  Better  do  Co,  than  tarry  and  be  hang'd. 

Glo.  Come  then  away,  let's  ha'  no  more  ado. 

K-  Edw.  BKhop,  farcwel;  (hield  thee  from  Warwick** 
frown, 
knd  pray  that  I  may  repoflefs  the  crown.  [ExtmO, 
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SCENE     VJI.        Change?  to  the  Tower  in  Londo 
Enter  King  Henry,  Clarence,    Warwick,  Somerfet,  yout 

Richmond,  Oxford,    Montague,  and  Lieutenant  of  ti 

Tower. 

K  Henry    Mr  Lieufenant,  now  that  God  and  fric 
Have  (haken  Edward  from  the  regal  leaf, 
And  turn'd  my  captive  ftate  to  liberty, 
My  fear  to  hope,  my  forrows  unto  joy*, 
At  our  enlargement  what  are  thy  due  fees? 

Lieut.  Subjtcls  may  challenge  nothing  of  their  fov< 
But  if  an  humble  prayer  may  prevail,  [reign 

I  then  crave  pardon  of  your  iVUjefty. 

K.  Henry.  For  what.  Lieutenant?    for  well  ufing  mc 
Nay,  be  thou  fure.  I'll  well  requite  thy  kindnefs; 
For  that  it  made  my  imprifonment  a  pleafure" 
Ay,  fuch  a  pleafure  as  incaged  birds 
Conceive,  when,  after  many  mcody  thoughts, 
At  lad,   by  notes  of  houfehold-harmuny, 
They  quite  forget  their  lof,  of  liberty. 
But,  Warwick    after  God,  thou  fett'f]  me  free, 
And  chiefly  therefore  I  thank  God  and  thee. 
He  was  the  author,  thou  the  infhument. 
Therefore  that  I  may  conquer  Fortune's  fpighr, 
By  living  low,  where  Fortune  cannot  hurt  me, 
And  that  the  people  of  this  bleiTed  land 
May  not  be  punifh'd  with  my  thwarting  flars, 
"Warwick,  although  my  head  Hill  wear  the  crown, 
I  here  reflgn  my  government  to  thee, 
For  thou  art  fortunate  in  all  thy  deeds. 

War.  Your  Grace  has  ftili  been  fam'd  for  virtuous, 
And  now  may  feem  as  wife  as  virtuous, 
By  fpying  and  avoiding  Fortune's  malice; 
For  few  men  rightly  temper  with  the  flars; 
"Set  in  this  one  thing  let  me  blame  your  Giace,. 
For  chuflng  me,  when  Clarence  is  in  place. 

Cla.  No,  Warw  ck,  thou  art  worthy  of  the  fwayv 
To  whom  the  heav'ns  in  thy  nativity 
Adjudg'd  an  olive  branch  and  laurel  crown, 
As  likely  to  be  blefs'd  in  peace  and  war; 
And  therefore  I  yield  tbee  roy  free  conient 
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War.  And  I  chufe  Clarence  only  for  Protector. 

K  Henry.  Warwick  and  Clarence,  give  me  both  yout 

hands;  .•  u 

[ow  join  your  hands,  and  with  your  hands  your  hearts, 

"hat  no  dilTcnfion  hinder  government. 

mike  you  both  Proteftors  of  this  land, 

Vhile  I  my  felt  will  lead  a  private  hfe; 

ind  in  devotion  fPend  my  latter  days, 

ro  fin's  rebuke  and  my  Creator's  pra.fc. 
War    What  anfwers  Clarence  to  his  Sovereign  s  will? 
Cla.   That  he  confents.  if  Warwick  yield  confent; 

'or  on  thy  fortune  1  repofe  myfelf. 
War.  Why  then,  though  loth,  yet  mud  I  be  content, 

Vty\\  yoke  together,  like  a  double  fhadow 

ro  Henry's  body,  and  fupply  his  place; 
mean  in  bearing  weight  of  government, 

JF/hile  he  enjoys  the  honour,  and  his  cafe. 

ini.  Clarence,  now  then  it  is  more  than  needru?, 

•orthwith  that  Edward  be  pronoune'd  a  traitor, 

knd  all  his  lands  and  goods  confifcated.  _ 

C'a  What  elfc  >  and  that  fuccefGon  be  determm  d. 
War.  Ay,  therein  Clarence  (ball  not  want  his  part. 
K  Henry.  But  with  the  firft  of  ail  our  chief  athirs, 

Let  me  intreat,  for  I  command  no  more, 

rh^t  Margaret  your  Queen,  and  my  fon  Edward, 

Be  fent  for,  to  return  from  France  with  fpeed. 

For  till  I  fee  them  here,  by  doubtful  fear 

My  j  >y  of  liberty  is  halt  eclips'd.    ■  % 

Cta.  It  (hall  be  done,  my  Sovtrc.gn,  with  all  fpeed. 1 
K.  Henry.  My  Lord  of  Somerfet,  what  you;h  is  that 

Of  whom  you  feem  to  have  Co  tender  care  \ 

Som    My  Liege,  it  is  young  Henry,  Earl  of  Richmond, 

K.Henry.    Come  hither,    England'*  hope:    £*£««« 

powers  [  Lays  bit  bind  on  hi  bead. 

Suggeft  but  truth  to  my  divining  thoughts, 

This  pretty  lad   will  prove  our  country's  bhfc. 

His  looks  arc  full  of  peaceful  majefty, 

His  head  by  nature  fram'd  to  wear  a  crown, 

His  hand  to  witld  a  fceptre,  and  himfelf 

Likely  in  tiras  to  blck  a  re^al  throne. 
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Make  much  of  him,  my  Lords;  for  this  is  he 
Mult  help  you  more  than  you  art  hurt  by  me. 

Enter  a  Poji. 
War.  What  new?,  my  friend  ? 

An^fl'/haLELWard,ls  efc3ped  from  y°ur  Mother, 
And  fled,  as  he  hears  fince,  to  Burgundy. 

d  T  ^nfavoury  ■*•»!  b"f  ho*  made  he  efcape  » 
a  VT    ,     W,aS  convey'd  ^  Richard  Duke  of  Glo'fler. 
And  the  Lord  Haftings,  who  attended  him 
in  fecret  ambufh  on  the  foreit-flde, 
And  from  the  B  /hop's  huntfmen  refcurd  him  : 
For  hunting  was  his  daily  exercife. 

War.  My  brother  was  too  carelefs  of  his  charge. 
But  let  us  hence,  my  Sovereign,  to  provide 
A  falve  for  any  fore  that  may  betide.  [Exeuntl 

Manent  Somerfet,  Richmond,  and  Oxford 
Som.  My  Lord,  I  like  not  of  this  flight  of  Edward's; 
*or,  doubtlefs,  Burgundy  will  yield  him  help, 
And  we  M  have  more  wars  before':  be  long*. 
As  Henry's  late  prefacing  prophecy 
Did  glad  my  heart  wich  hope  of  this  young  Richmond; 
So  doth  my  heart  mifgive  me,  in  thefe  confl.tfs 
What  may  befal  him,  to  his  harm  and  ours. 
Therefore,  Lord  Oxford,  to  prevent  the  wcrft, 
Forthwith  we'll  fend  him  hence  to  Britany, 
Till  dorms  be  pall  of  civil  enmity. 
,    °-*/   A>  i   f°'  if  Edward  rrpoflefs  the  crown, 
Tis  like  that  Richmond  with  the  reft  fliall  down. 
Som.  It  /hall  be  fo;   he  (ball  to  Britany. 
Come  therefore,  let's  about  it  fpeed.ly.  [Exeunt 

SCENE      Vlfr.       Cbngetto  Tori. 
Inter  W  Edwa-d,  Gloucerter,  Halliogs,  and  Soldiers. 
A.  Ldw.    Now,    brother   Richard,    Haftings,  and  the 
let  thus  far  Fortune  rr.aketb  us  amends;  rrc(L 

And  fays,  that  once  more  I  (hall  interchanoe 
My  watned  Cuts  for  Henry's  regal  crown. 
Well  have  we  pafc'd,  and  no*  repafs'd  the  Gas, 
And  brought  defired  help  from  Burgundy. 
What  then  remains,  we  being  thus  arriv'd 
From  Eavenfjpurg,  before  the  gates  of  York, 

Bit 
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it  that  we  enter  as  into  our  dukedom  ? 
Glo*  The  gates  made  fd(\  !    brother,   I  like  not  this. 
ir  many  men  that  flumble  at  the  threfhold, 
e  wcl!  fi  retold  th3t  danger  lurks  within. 
K  Edw.  Tufh  !    man,    aboadments  muft  not  now  aF« 
-  fair  or  foul  means  we  mull  enter  in,  [fright  us : 

>r  hither  will  our  friends  repair  to  us. 
J£ajl.    My  Liege,    I'll  knock  once  more  to  fummon 

them. 
Inter  on  the  wails  the  Mayor  of  York,  and  his  brethren. 
Mayor.  My  Lords,    we   were  forewarned  of   your  co- 
ad  Ihut  the  gates  for  fafety  of  ourfelves;  Lming> 
>i  now  we  owe  aliegiance  unto  Henry. 
K   Edw.   But,   Mailer  Mayor,  if  Henry  be  your  King, 
;t  Edward  at  the  leaft  is  Duke  of  York. 
Mayor.   True,  my  good  Lord,  I  know  you  for  no  lefs. 
K.  Edw.  Why,  and  I  challenge  nothing  but  my  duke 
»  being  well  content  with  that  alone.  [doro, 
G!o    But  when  the  to*  has  once  got  in  his  nofe, 
e'll  fion  find  means  to  make  the  body  follow.       [JJia'e. 
Haft.   Why.  Matter  Mayor,  why  ffand  you  in  a  doubt? 
pen  the  gates,   we  are  K*ng  Henry's  friends. 
Mayor.  Ay,  fay  you  iol  the  gates  (hall  then  he  open'd. 

[He  defcends* 
Gh.  A  wife  flout  captain,    and  perfuaded  foon  ! 
Ha'}    The  good  old  man  would  fain  that  all  were  well, 
>  'twere  not  long  of  him  ;  but  being  enter'd, 
doubt  not,  I,  but  we  (hall  foon  perfuade 
ath  him  and  all  his  brothers  unto  reafon. 

Enter  the  Mayor,  and  tivo  Aldermen. 
K  Ediv.  So,  Mafler  Mayor  ;   tbefe  gates  muft  not  he 
ut  in  the  night,  or  in  the  time  of  war.  [fhut 

Hiat?  fear  not,  man  j  but  yield  me  up  the  keys; 

[Takes  his  keys, 
or  Edward  will  defend  the  town  and  thee, 
nd  all  thofe  friends  that  deign  to  follow  me. 
March.     Enter  Montgomery,  -with  Drum  and  Soldiers, 
G'.o.  Brother,  this  is  Sir  John  Montgomery, 
>ui  trufty  friend,  unlefs  I  be  deceiv'd. 

K.  Eiw, 
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K.  Edvf.  Welcome,   Sir  John;   but  why  come  you 

arms  > 


, 


arms 


Mont.  To  help  King  Edward  in  his  time  of  {torm, 
As  every  loyal  fubjecl  ought  to  do. 

K.  Edw     Thanks,    good  Montgomery  :   but  we  nc 
Our  title  to  the  crown,  and  only  claim  [forg: 

Our  dukedom,  till  God  pleaft  to  fend  the  reft. 

Mont.   Then  fare  you  well  :  for  I  will  hence  again ; 
I  came  to  ferve  a  King,  and  not  a  Duke. 
Drummer,  ftrike  up,  and  let  us  march  away. 

[The  drum  begins  a  marc 

K.  Eiw.  Nay    ftay,  Sir  John,  a  while;  and  we'll 
By  what  fafe  means  the  crown  may  be  recover'd.     [bat 

Mont.  What  talk  you  of  debating?    in  few  words, 
If  you'll  not  hear  proclaim  yourfelf  our  King, 
111  leave  you  to  your  fortune,  and  be  gone 
To  keep  them  back  that  come  to  fuccour  you. 
Why  (ball  we  fight,  if  you  pretend  no  title? 

GIq.    Why,    brother,    wherefore  Hand  you  on  nit 
points  ? 

K.  Edw    When  we  grow  flronger,  then  we'll  make  ot  \ 
claim  : 
Till  then  'tis  wifdom  to  conceal  our  meaning. 

Haft.   Away  with  fcrupu!  us  wit,  now  arms  mud  ruli 

Clo.  And  fearlefs  minds  climb  foonefl  unto  crowns. 
Brother,   we  will  proclaim  you  out  of  hand; 
The  '-ruit  thereof  will  bring  you  many  friends. 

K.  Ediv.  Then  be  it  as  you  will;   for  'tis  my  right, 
And  Henry  but  ufurps  the  diadem. 

Mont.  Ay,  now  my  Sovereign  fpeaketh  like  himfelf: 
And  now  will  I  be  Edward's  champion. 

Hajl.  Sound  trumpet,  Edward  fhall  be  here  proclaim'd 
Come,  fellow-foldier,  make  thou  proclamation. 

[Flour  ifb 

Sold.  Edward  the  Fourth,  by  the  grace  of  God,  Kingoj 
England,  and  France,  and  Lord  of  Ireland,  Ac. 

Mont-   And  whofoe'er  gainfays  King  Edward's  right, 
By  this  I  challenge  him  to  fmgle  fight, 

[Throws  down  bis  gauntlet 

Aft%  Long  live  Edward  the  Fourth  ! 

K.Edw, 
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Z.EJuf.  Thanks,  brave  Montgomery;  and  thanks  to 
Fortune  ferve  me,  I'll  requite  this  kinJnefs.  [all. 

ow,  for  this  night,  let's  harbour  here  in  York  : 

nd  when  the  morning  fun  fhall  raife  his  car 

bove  the  border  of  this  horizon, 

7e'll  forward  towards  Warwick,    and  his  mates; 

3r  well  I  wot  that  Henry  is  no  fuldier. 

h,  froward  Clarence,  evil  it  befeems  thee 

o' flatter  Henry,  and  forfake  thy  brother! 

et  as  we  may,  we'll  meet  both  thee  and  Warwick. 

ome  on,  brave  foldiers,  doubt  not  of  the  day  : 

nd,  that  once  gotten,  doubt  not  of  large  pay.     [Exeunt. 
SCENE     IX.       Changes  again  to  London. 

titer  King  Henry,    Exeter,    Warwick,  Montague,  Cla- 
rence, Oxford,  anh  Somerfet. 
Wot,  What  counfel,  Lords  ?   Edward  from  Belgia, 

/ith  hafty  Germans,  and  blunt  Hollanders, 

ath  pafs'd  in  fafety  throw  the  narrow  feas, 

nd  with  his  troops  doth  march  amain  to  London, 

nd  many  giddy  people  flock  to  him. 
K.  Henry.  Let's  levy  men,  and  beat  him  back  again. 
Clar.  A  little  fir-3  is  quickly  trodden  out, 

i/hich  being  fuffei'd,  rivers  cannot  quench. 
War.  In  Warwickfhire  I  have  true-hearted  friend', 

ot  mutinous  in  peace,  yet  bold  in  war, 

'hofe  will  I  mullet  up;   and  thou,  fon  Clarence, 

ialt  llir,  in  Suffolk,  Norfolk,  and  in  Kent, 

*hc  knights  and  gentlemen  to  come  with  thee. 

"hou,  brother  Monttgue,  in  Buckingham, 

lorthampton.  and  in  Leicefterfhire,  (hall  And 

Icn  well  inclin'd  to  hear  what  thou  command'fr. 

tod  thou,  brave  Oxford,  wondrous  well  belov'J, 

3  Oxfordfhire  (hilt  muiler  up  thy  friends. 

ly  Sov'rti^n,  wrh  the  loving  cir.zms, 

Jke  to  his  <ILnd  girt  w'th  th' ocean, 

)r  model!  Dian  circled  with  her  nymphs), 

hall  red  in  London  till  we  come  to  him. 

air  Lords,  take  Lavc,  and  fland  not  to  tcply* 

'arewel,  my  Sovereign. 

Vol.v.  o  K*  Hem, 
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K.  Henry.  Farewel,    my  Hetfor,  and  my  Troy's  tri 

hope. 
Car.  In  %n  of  truth,  I  kifs  your  Higbnefs'  hand. 
K.  Henry.  Well-minded  Cbrence,  be  thou  fortunat 
Moat,   Comfort,  my  Lord,  and  Co  I  take  my  leave. 
Oxf,   And  thus  I  (eal  my  truth,  and  bid  adieu. 
K.  Henyy.  Sweet  Oxfotd,  and  my  loving  Montague 
And  all  at  once,  once  more  a  happy  farewel. 
War.  Farewel,  fweet  Lords;  let's  meet  at  Coventry. 

[Exeui 
K.  Henry.  Here  at  the  palace  will  I  reft  a  while. 
Coufin  of  Exeter,  what  thinks  your  LorduVp  ? 
Methinks  the  pow'r  that  Edward  hath  in  field, 
Should  not  be  able  to  encounter  mine. 

Exe.  The  doubt  is,  that  he  will  feduce  the  reft. 
K.  Henry.  That's  not  my  fear,    my  deed  hath  got  m. 
I  have  not  ftopt  mine  ears  to  their  demands,  [fame 

Nor  ported  off  their  fuits  tvith  flow  delays; 
My  pi:y  hath  been  balm  to  heal  their  wounds, 
My  mildnefs  hath  allay'd  their  fuelling  griefs, 
My  mercy  dry'd  their  water  flowing  tears. 
I  have  not  been  defircus  of  their  wealth, 
Nor  much  epprefs'd  them  with  great  fubfidies, 
Nor  forward  of  revenge,  though  they  much  err'd. 
Then  why  fhould  they  love  Edward  more  than  me? 
No,  Exeter,  thefe  graces  challense  grace  : 
And  when  the  lion  fawns  upon  the  lamb, 
The  lamb  will  never  ceafe  to  follow  him. 

/  [Shout  -within.     A  Lancafter  !  a  Lancafter! 
Exe.  Hark,  hark,  my  Lord,  what  fhouts  are  thefe  i 
Enter  King  Edward,    Gloucefter,  <bc.  -with  foldiers. 
K.  Edw.    Seize  on  the  (ham e-fae'd   Kenry,    bear  hii 
And  once  again  proclaim  us  King  of  England.        [hence, 
You  are  the  fount  that  make  fmail  brooks  to  flow; 
Now  flops  thy  fpring.  my  fea  (hall  fuck  them  dry, 
And  fwell  Co  much  the  higher,   by  their  ebb. 
Hence  with  him  to  the  Tow'r,  let  him  not  fpeak. 

[Ex.  -with  King  Henry, 
And,  Lords,  to  Coventry  bend  we  our  ccurfe, 
Where  peremptory  Warwick  now  remains.  ' 

The 
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he  fun  (Vines  hot ;  and  if  we  ufe  delay, 

jid  biting  winter  mars  our  hop'd-for  hay. 

Glo.  Away  betimes,  b:f  >  re  his  forces  join  ; 

nd  take  the  jrcat-g'.nvn  traitor  unawares: 

avc  wartiors,  march  amain  towardi  Coventry.     [Exeunt* 

ACT        V.        SCENE      I. 

Before  the  town  of  Coventry. 

iter  Warwick,  the  Mayor  of  Coventry,  two  Mejfengers} 

and  others,  up:>i  the  wJli- 
'ar.  W]  Here  is  the  puft  that  came  from  valiant  Ox- 

VV  ford  ? 

ow  far  hence  is.  thy  Lord,  mine  honed  fellow  ? 

1  Meff.  By  this  at  Ditnfnore,  marching  hitherwanl. 
War.  How  far  offis  our  brother  Montague? 

/her**  is  the  port  that  came  from  Montague? 

2  Mcjf.  By  this  at  Ddintry,  with  a  puiiTant  troop. 

Ei.ter  Sonaciville. 

War.  Say,  Somerviile,  what  fays  my  loving  Ion  ? 
nd  by  thy  guefs  how  nigh  is  Clarence  now  ? 

Somerv.  At  South  am  I  did  leave  him  with  his  forces, 
nd  do  expect  him  here  fome  two  hours  hence. 

War.  Then  Cla-ence  is  at  hand,  I  heat  his  drum. 

Somerv.  It  is  not  his    my  Lord ,   here  Southaoi  lies  : 
'he  cVum  your  il  noui  hears  marchelh  from  Warwick. 

fVr.  Woo  Ihould  that  be?  belike  unlooked-for  friends. 

Somerv.     rhey    are  at  hand,    and  you  mall   quickly 

knaw. 
larch.     Flourijh.     Enter  King  Edward,  Gloueefter,  and 
Soldiers. 

K-  Edw.  Go,  trumpet,  to  the  walls,  and  fojnd  j  parley. 

Gb.  See  how  the  furly  Warwick  ma:;s  the  wall. 

War.  Oh,  unhid  fpight  !  is  fporthil  Edward  come  ? 
v'here  flept  our  lcouts,  or  how  are  they  fedue'd, 
"hat  we  could  hear  no  news  of  his  repair  ? 

K.  Edw    Now,  Warwick    wilt  thou  ope  the  city-gates, 
peak  gentle  words,  and  hum  My  bend  thy  knee, 
all  Edward  King,  and  at  his  hands  beg  mcrej  ? 

O  2  And 
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And  he  (hall  pardon  thee  thefe  outrages. 

War    Nay.  rather  wilt  thou  draw  thy  forces  hence, 
Confefs  who  fet  thee  up  and  pluck'd  thee  down, 
Call  Warwick  patron,  and  be  penitent  ? 
And  thou  (halt  dill  remain  the  Duke  of  York. 

Glo.  I  thought  at  leaft  he  wou'd  have  faid  the  King; 
Or  did  he  make  the  jeft  againft  his  will  ? 

War.  Is  not  a  dukedom,  Sir,  a  goodly  gift  .^ 

Glo.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  for  a  poor  Earl  to  give  : 
I'll  do  thee  fervice  for  To  good  a  gift. 

War.  'Twas  I  that  gave  the  kingdom  to  thy  brother. 

K.  Edtv.  Why,  then  'tis  mine,    if  but  by  Warwick' 
gift. 

War.  Thou  art  no  Atlas  for  fo  great  a  weight  : 
And,  weakling  !  Warwick  takes  his  gift  again  ; 
And  Henry  is  my  King,  Warwick  his  fubjetl. 

K.  Edw.  But  Warwick's  King  is  Edward's  prifoner  : 
And,  gallant  Warwick,  do  but  anfwer  this, 
What  is  the  boey  when  the  head  is  off? 

Glo,  Alas !  that  Warwick  had  no  more  fore-cart, 
But  while  he  thought  to  (teal  the  fingle  ten, 
The  King  was  flil>  6nger'd  from  the  deck. 
You  left  poor  Henry  at  the  Bffhop's  palace, 
And  ten  to  one  you'i!  meet  him  in  the  Tower. 

K   Edw.  'Tis  even  fo,  yet  you  are  Warwick  rtHf. 

Glo.  Come  Warwick,  take  the  time,  kneel  down,  knet 
down  : 
Nay,  when  ?  ftnke  now,  or  elfe  the  iron  cools. 

War.   j'd  rather  chop  this  hand  off  at  a  blow, 
And  with  the  other  fing  it  at  thy  face, 
Than  bear  fo  low  a  fail  to  (hike  t<>  thee. 

K-  Ediv.  Sail  how  thou  canfl,    have  wind  and  tide  rh; 
friend, 
This  hand,  faft  wound  a^out  thy  coal-blark  fnir, 
Shall,  while  thy  head  is  warm  and  new  cut  off, 
Write  in  (he  dull  this  fen'eme  with  thy  blood, 
Wind  th  nghig  Warwick  now  can  charge  nt>  more. 
gCENE     Ii.     kntc*  Oxfo  d,   with  drum  and  colours 

War.  O  chearful  colours  !   Tee  wheie  Oxford  comes. 

Oxf.  Oxford  !  Oxford  !  for  Lancaiter ! 

Gh 
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Clo-  Th«  gates  arc  open,  Jet  us  enter  too. 

K  Edw.  So  other  roes  may  let  upon  our  backs, 
tand  we  in  good  array ,  tor  they,  no  doubt, 
Vl\  iflue  out  again,  and  bid  us  battle; 
f  not,  the  city  being  of  fmall  defence, 
y'e'll  quickly  roufe  the  traitors  in  the  fame. 

War.  O,  welcome,  Oxford  !  for  we  want  thy  help. 
Enter  Montague,  with  drum  and  colours. 

Mont.  Montague  !   Montague  !   for  Lancafter. 

Clo.   Thou,  and  thy  brother  both,  (hall  buy  this  treafbn 
v'n  with  the  dearett  blood  your  bodies  bear. 

K.  Edw.  The  harder  match'd,  the  greater  victory  ; 
ly  mind  prefa^eth  happy  ^ain  and  conqueft. 

Enter  Somerlet,  -with  drum  and  colours, 

Som.  Somerfet !  Someriet  !  for  Lancafler. 

Clo.  Two  of  thy  name,  both  Dukes  of  Somerfet, 
lave  fold  their  lives  unto  the  houfc  of  York  ; 
nd  thou  fhalt  be  the  third,  if  this  fword  hold. 
Enter  Clarence,    -with  drum  and  colours. 

War.  And  lo,  where  George  of  Clarence  fweeps  along, 
f  force  enough  to  bid  his  brother  battle  : 
yith  whom  an  upright  zeal  to  right  prevails 
lore  than  the  nature  of  a  brother's  love, 
ome,  Clarence,  come;   thou  wilt  if  Warwick  call.— — 

\A  parley  is  founded;  Richard  and  Clarence  wbijper  to- 
gether ;  and  then  Clarence  takes  bis  red  rofc  out  of  bis 
bat,  and  throws  it  at  Warwick. 

Clar.  Father  of  Warwick,  know  you  what  this  means? 
ook  here,  I  throw  my  infamy  at  thee, 
will  not  ruinate  my  father's  houie, 
•Vho  gave  his  blood  to  lime  the  ftones  together), 
,nd  fet  up  Lancafter.     Why,  trow'fl  thou,  Warwick, 
"hat  Clarence  is  lo  harm,  fo  blunt,  unnatural, 
*o  bend  the  fatal  inflruments  of  war 
gainft  his  brother,  and  his  lawful  King? 
erhaps  thou  wilt  object  my  holy  oath  : 
~o  keep  that  oath  were  more  impiety, 
~han  Jephthah's  when  he  facriflc'd  his  daughter, 
am  fo  lorry  for  my  trefpafs  made, 
'hat,  to  defcrve  well  at  my  brothers  hands, 

O  s  I 
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I  here  proclaim  myfelfthy  mortal  foe; 
With  refolutinn,  whercfne'er  I  meet  fhee, 
(As  I  will  meet  thee  if  thnu  ftir  abroad), 
To  plague  tbee  for  thy  foul  mifteading  me. 
And  fo,  p.nud-beartcd  Warwick,  I  defy  thee, 
And  to  my  brother  turn  my  bluuVng  cheeks. 
Pardon  me.  Edward.   T  will  make  amends  : 
And,  Richard    do  not  f.o^n  upon  my  faults; 
For  I  will  henceforth  be  no  more  unconftant. 

K.  Ediv    New  (welcome  more,  and  ten  times  more  be- 
Than  if  thou  never  hadft  deferv'd  our  ha'e.  [lov'd,! 

Glo    Welcome,  good  Clarence,  this  is  brother- like. 
War.  O  paffirg  traitor.  perjur'd  and  unjuft  ! 
K   Edvf.  What,  Warwick,    wilt  thou  leave  the  townt 
and  fight  ? 
Or  (hall  we  best  the  flor.es  about  thine  ears  ? 

War.  Alas  *  arT1  nof  cooP'i{  nere  f°r  defence; 
I  will  away  towards  Barnet  prefently, 
And  bid  thee  battle,  F.d^ard,  if  thou  d*r'rt. 

K.  Ediv.  Yes,  Warwick,  Edward  dares,  and  leads  the i 
way. 
Lords,  to  the  field  :  St  George  and  victory  !        [Exeunt  \ 
[March.     Warwick  and  bis  company  follow 
SCENE     IH.     A  field  cj  battle  near  Barnet       ; 
Alarum  and  excrrfions.     Enter  Edward,    bringing  fortl\ 
WarWick  -wounded- 
K.Edvj.  So,  lie  thou  there:  die  thou,  and dieeur  fear 
For  Warwick  was  a  bog  that  fcar'd  us  all. 
JJow,  Montague,  fit  faff  I  feck  for  thee, 
That  Warwick's  bones  msy  keep  thine  company.    [Extt\ 
War.  Ah,   who  is  nigh  ?  come  to  me,  friend,  or  foe,   I 
And  tell  me  who  is  victor,  York,  or  Warwick  ? 
Why  afk  I  that?  my  mangled  body  thews 
My  blood,  my  want  of  thength,  my  fick  heart  fliews, 
That  I  mull  yield  my  body  to  the  earth, 
And,  by  my  fall,  the  corjqueft  to  my  foe. 
Thus  yields  the  cedar  to  the  ax's  edge, 
Whole  arm*  gave  ihelter  to  the  princely  eagle; 
Under  whofe  lhade  the  ramping  lion  flept, 
Whofe  top  branch  ovcrpeer'd  Jove's  fpreading  tree, 

Ant 
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K,rn  as  Pie-cino  as  the  m.d  day  fun, 
£e  hkW  ofc  .0  Kingly  fcHchrcs  , 

tv'o"  k<    my  walks,  my  manors  that  I  had, 
,ly  pain.,  my  J  ,ands 

.'«cn  now  torlaKe  mt  ,  **"t-.w  ,  ,   .       ,u 

r„Do.bmg  ..ft  *  b.  my  ho  y  »  taj-h.      jnd  duft  , 

KvUVwTcct'y^^ 
E«.«-  Oxford  W  S-mcdet. 
&*.  Ah!   Warwick,  Warwick,  wert  thou  as  we  are, 

And  w  lb  thy  lips  k«F  ">  my  fml  ».,"*''•  ,-,. 
Tho  Tlov-ft  me  not :  for,  brother    .»  thou  dtdft, 
lb.  <«rs  would  wafh  thU  cold  congealed  blood, 
Thar  g\ws  my  lips,  and  wn.  no,  let  ".efpeak. 

a  jl  ih    latett  stafp  cvy'd  out  for  Warwick  •. 
A„d  Z  d?  *C  i/-,o  my  valiant  brother. 
i„J  nit  he  My  have  fiid,  and  more  he  (poke, 
Which  founded  like  a  clamour  .n  a  vault, 
?b     rnightno.be  diftingitilVd;  but  atlaft 

Iwcllnrjhtheardcver'dwitbagioan, 
O,  fa.ev.el,  Warwick!     -~ 

v      .,11  farfxpl    to  meet  ao.in  in  ne^  en.  l 

if  Away    away"  to  m,a  the  QmA  grrat  P-we, 
Ox/,  -way,        V^  ^  ^  ^  ^  ^  ^ 
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SCENE        iv. 

Floury  eZT^::^  t*  Df-thefiiu- 

I    y  T  btlTfr°f  fhis  b»«h^4 X, 

Thl  lii        '  f°rP,CIOUS'  threat'nmg  cloud. 
That  w,ll  encounter  w,th  our  gbrious  fun 
Ere  he  atra.n  his  eafefbl  wefte?n  bid         ' 

toW^S p  1wcri/ba;  tbe  <*«« 

V   Cja,,,a>  nave  arriv'd  our  coaft 

And  6  ow*  '  "e,h8ea'L7'  fr  diff  *  *«  cloud,         j 
vv  11  lo  me  lource  from  whence  t  camp 

.MarcA       Fr,t2,u    „  Changes  to  Teivksbury. 

What  h3  he  2  °b:endrefi  ?*  harms-  I"!. 

TK        ui    ?    ,  a,t  be  now  ^lown  over-board 

Id  hff    br°^'  the  ho,di"ganchor  £ft,     ^ 
And  half  our  fadors  fwallow'din  the  flood  > 

Sh  ,  M ?  °Ur  PJ,0t  fti,L     Is'<  »««  thar  he ' 
With  tearful  eyes  add  water  to  the  Tea, 
Aad  glve  morc  arength  to  that  which  hath  too  much; 

While 
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Uile'in  his  moan  the  (hip  fpUts  on  the  rock, 

Vh   h  inJuflry  and  courage  might  have  fiv  d  ? 

U,    whTt  a  (hame  !  ah,  what  a  fault  were  th,.! 

Uy  Warwick  was  our  anchor,  what  of  that ! 

tnd  Montague  our  top  mart,  what  of  him  ? 

Do   lLughte°r'd  friends,  the  tackle,  what  of  theft  ? 

Why,  is  not  Oxford  here  another  anchor  ? 

*nd  Somerfet  another  goodly  mail  .  -... , 

I-he  friends  of  France  our  (hrouds  and  tackl.ngs  Uul . 

Jnd  though  unfkillful,  why  not  Ned  and  I 

For  once  fllow'd  the  fkillful  pilot's  charge  ? 

We  will  not  from  the  helm  to  fit  and  weep, 

Kkip  our  courfe  (though  the  rough  wind  fay ,  No) 

From  (helves  and  rocks  that  threaten  US ^wtthwc eck  . 

As  Rood  to  chide  the  waves,  as  fpeak  them  fair. 

And  what  is  Edward,  but  a  ruthlcfs  fea  ? 

What  Clarence,  but  a  quick- find  of  deceit. 

And  Richard,  but  a  ragged  fatal  rock  ? 

All  thefe  the  enemies  to  our  poor  bark. 

Say  you  can  fwim,  alas,  'tis  but  a  while; 

Tread  on  the  find,  why,  there  you  quickly  fink, 

Bettride  the  rock,  the  tide  will  wafli  you  oft, 

Or  tlfc  you  famifh  ;  that's  a  threefold  death. 

This  freak  I,  Lords,  to  let  you  undctftand, 

In  cafe  fome  one  of  you  would  fly  from 1  us. 

That  there's  no  hop'd-for  mercy  with  the  brothers, 

More  than  with  ruthlefs  waves,  w.th  finds,  and  rocks. 

Why    courage,  then  !  what  cannot  be  avoided, 

»Tw  ere  childifh  weakaefs  to  lament  or  fear.      > 

Prince.   Methinks  a  woman  of  this  valiant  (pint 
Should,  if  a  coward  heard  her  fpeak  theft  words, 
Infnfc  his  bread  with  magnanimity, 
And  make  him,  naked,  foil  a  man  at  arms. 
1  fptak  not  this    as  doubting  any  here  : 
F„r  did  I  but  fufpecl  a  fearful  man, 
He  fhou'.d  have  leave  to  go  away  betimes; 
Le !*    in  our  need,  he  might  infccl  another, 
And  make  b  m  of  likt  spirit  to  himklf. 
It  any  fuch  be  here,  (as  God  forbid  !), 
Let  him  depart  before  we  need  his  help. 
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Oxf.  Women  and  children  of  Co  high  a  cnurace'  - 

And  warriors  faint  !  why,  'twere  perpetual  fhame.  ' 

On,  brave  young  Prince  !  thy  famous  grandfather 

Doth  live  again  in  thee,   long  may  ft  thou  live, 

i  o  bear  his  image,  and  renew  his  glories' 
Som.  And  he  that  will  not  fight  for  fuch  a  hope, 

Go  home  to  bed,  and,  like  the  owl  Ny  day, 

if  he  ar,fe,  be  mock'd  and  wonder'd  at. 
Sgtcn    Thanks,  gentle  Somerfet;  fweet  Oxford,  thankn 
"'  cit      take  his  thanks'    that  yet  h3th  nothing 
Enter  a  M '  Jpnger. 

n,Afjr'  *ZVTCFa*  Lords' for  EdwarJ  isat  h™*> 

Keady  to  fi.ht;  therefore  be  refolute. 

°xf-   I  thought  no  kfs  ■  it  is  his  policy, 
To  hafte  thus  fafl  t<   find  us  unprovided. 

Som.    But  he's  dectiv'd  :  we  a-e  in  readinefs. 

igetn    This  cheats  my  heart,  to  fee  your  forwardnefs-j 

Oxj.  Here  pitch  our  battle,  hence  we  will  not  budge 
M     .       r       S     C     E     N  .  E         VI.  S  " 

cu-       Ut  ***  Edward'  GlouceUer,  Clarence,  and 

Soldiers.  '        I 

K*  Edw.  Brave  followers,   yonder  ftands  the  thorny 
wood, 
Which    bv  :he  heavVs  aftiftance  and  your  ftrength, 
Muft  by  the  roots  be  hewn  up  yet  ere  night. 
1  need  not  add  more  few?I  to  your  fire 
(For  well  I  wot  ye  blaze),  to  hum  them  out  : 
Give  figna!  to  the  fight,    and  to  it.  Lords. 

2ll"»    Lords,  Knights,  and  Gentlemen,  what  I  mould 

Y?fiLearr  f  mX;  f°r  CVtry  W°rd  l  fPejk'  Ify, 

i,c  lee>   l  dunk  (he  water  of  my  eye. 

Therefore  no  more  but  this :    Henry    your  Sovereign. 

Is  pr.Joner  to  the  foe,  his  ftate  ufu.p'd, 

His  realm  a  llaughfer-houfe    hi,  fubjeds  (lain, 

His  Matures  eaoceH'd,  and  his  treafr.re  fpenf 

And  yonder  is  the  wolf  that  makes  this    poil 

*oU  right  ,n  juft.ee  :  then,  in  God's  name,  Lords, 

tfe  valiant,  and  give  figaal  to  the  battle. 

jVarum* 
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AUtum.     Retreat.     Excurfiovs.     B'tb  patties  go  out. 
ie-oitcr  King  Edward,  Glouceiter,  Clarence,  ire.      The 
Queen    Oxford,  and  Somerfet,  pri/ouers, 
l^.  FJv-'.  New  here's  a  period  of"  tumultuous  broils. 
feOTV  with  Oxford  to  Hammes  cefllc  itraight : 
■or  Somerfet,  off  with  his  guilty  head, 
jo,  bear  them  h:nce :   I  will  not  hear  them  fpeak. 
Oxf.  For  my  part,  I'll  not  trouble  thee  with  words. 
S,?n.  Nor  I,  but  ftoop  with  patience  to  my  fortune. 

[Exeunt. 
Queen.  So  part  we  fadly  in  this  troublous  world, 
To  meet  with  joy  in  fweet  Jerufalem. 

K.  Ed-w    Is  proclamation  made,   that  who  finds  Ed- 
ihall  have  a  high  reward,  and  he  his  life?  I>ard, 

Clo.  It  is,  and  lo !  where  youthful  Edward  comes. 

Enter  the  Pt  ir.ee  of  Wales. 
K  Eciv.  Bring  forth  the  gallant,  let  us  hear  him  fpcak. 
What?  can  fo  young  a  thorn  begin  to  prick? 
Cdward.   what  fatiskclion  canfl  thou  make, 
•or  bearing  arms,  for  ftirrir.g  up  my  fubjecls,     • 
\nd  all  the  trouble  thou  hall  tum'd  me  to? 

Prince.  Speak  like  a  fubjecl,  proud  ambitions  York. 
lOppofe  that  I  am  now  my  father's  mouth  ; 
lefign  thy  chair ;  and.  where  I  (land,  kneel  thou, 
Whilll  I  prnpofe  the  fdf-fame  words  to  thee, 
Which,  tra'-tor,  thou  wouldll  have  me  anfwer  to. 
Q^etn    Ah!   that  thy  father  had  been  fo  refolv'd! 
GIj     That  you  might  dill  have  worn  the  petticoat, 
And  ne'er  have  Ir.dl'n  the  breech  from  Lancdlter. 

Tn  cc.  Let  JFJop  fdble  in  a  winter's  night; 
His  currift  riddles  fort  not  uith  this  place. 
Glo.  By  heav,n,  brat,  I'll  plague  ye  for  that  word. 
Queen.  Ay,  thou  will  bom  to  be  a  plague  to  men. 
G/o.  For  God's  fake,  take  away  this  captive  fcold. 
Prince.    Nay,  take  away  this  Icolding  crouk-back  ra- 
ther. 
K.  Ediv.   Peace,    wilful  boy,    or  I  will  chai  m  your 
Ch.  UntutorM  lad,  thou  art  too  maiape.t.         [tongue. 
Prince.  1  know  my  du;y,  you're  unduriful: 
Lafcivicus  Edward,  and  thou  perjur'd  George, 
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And  thou  mif-(hapcn  Dick,  I  tell  ye  all, 
I  am  your  better,  traitors  as  ye  are : 
And  thou  ufurp'ff  my  father's  right  and  mine. 
Glo.  Take  that,  thou  likenefs  of  this  railer  here. 

[Stabs  H 
K.  Edw.  And  take  thou  that,  to  end  thy  agony. 

[Edward  Jlabs  hi 

Cla.  And  there's  for  twitting  me  with  perjury. 

[Clarence  Jlabs  hi 

Queen.  Oh,  kill  me  too ! 

Glo.  Marry,  and  (hall.- [Offers  to  kill  hi 

IC  Edw.  Hold,  Richard,  hold;    for  we  have  done  tt 
much. 

Glo.    Why  (hould   (he  live,    to   fill  the   world    wr] 
words  ? 

K.  Edw.  What?  doth  fhc  fwoon?    uie  means  for  hi 
recov'ry. 

Glo.  Clarence,  excufe  me  to  the  King  my  brother: 
I'll  hence  to  London  on  a  fcrious  matter. 
Ere  ye  come  there,  be  fure  to  hear  fbme  news. 

Cla.  What?    what? 

Glo.  The  Tower,   man,   the  Tower!— —I'll  roil 
'em  our.  [Exv 

Queen.  Oh  Ned,    fweet  Ned  !    fpeak  to  thy  mothe  I 
Canft  thou  not  fpeak ?  O  traitors,  murderers!  [bo>! 

They  that  ftabb'd  Czefar,  fhed  no  blood  at  all, 
Did  not  offend,  and  were  not  worthy  blame, 
If  this  foul  deed  were  by  to  equal  it. 
He  was  a  man ;  this  (in  refpecl)  a  child  ; 
And  men  ne'er  fpend  their  fury  on  a  child. 
What's  worfe  than  murtherer,  that  I  may  mms  it? 
N^,  no,  my  heart  will  burft,   and  if  I  lpeak 
And  I  will  fpeak.  that  fo  my  heart  may  burft. 
Butchers  and  villains,  bloody  cannibals, 
How  fweet  a  plant  have  you  untimely  cropt ! 
You  have  no  children.     Butchers,  if  you  had, 
The  thought  of  them  would  have  fiirr'd  up  remorfe; 
But  if  you  ever  chance  to  have  a  child, 
Look  in  his  youth  to  have  )vm  fo  cut  off; 
As,  deathfmen!  you  have  rid  this  fweet  young  prince. 
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K  Edw>   Away  with  her,  go  bc3r  her  hence  by  force. 
0  teen.  Nay,  never  bear  nic  hence,  difpatch  me  here: 
ere  (heath  thy  (word,   I'll  pardon  thee  my  death. 
rhat?  wilt  thou  not?  then,  Clarence,  do  it  then. 
Cbr.   By  heaven,  I  will  not  do  thee  f>  much  eafe. 
Queen    Good  Clarence,  do;    fwect   Clarence,  do  thou 

do  it. 
C.jr.   Didfl  thou  not  hear  me  fwear  I  would  not  do  it? 
Qieciu  Ay,  but  thou  deft  to  forfwear  thyfe'f: 
'was  iin  before,  but  now  'tis  charity. 
'hac,  wilt  thou  not?  Where  is  that  devil-butcher, 
licha-d  ?  haid-favour'd  Richard,  where  art  thou? 
'  hou  art  no:  here:   murther  is  thy  alms-deed. 
|:titioner  for  blood  thou  ne'er  put'll  back. 

K.  EJvj    Away,  I  fay;  I  charge  ye,  bear  her  hence. 
I  Oueen.  So  come  to  ycu  and  yours,  as  to  this  prince  ! 

[Exit  Queen. 
*  K.  Edw.  Where's  Richard  gone? 
Clar.  To  London  all  in  poll,  and,  as  I  guefs, 
0  make  a  bloody  fupper  in  the  Tower. 
K  Edw,  He's  fudden,  if  a  thing  comes  in  his  head. 
w  march  we  hence,  difcharge  the  common  fort 
,"iih  pay  and  thanks;  and  let's  away  to  London, 
nd  tee  our  gentle  Queen,  how  well  Ihe  fares ; 
1  y  this  I  hope  (he  hath  a  fon  for  me.  {Exeunt. 

CENE     VII.         Changes  to  the  Tvjuer  of  Lonuo-i. 
uter  Ku.g   Henry  and  Gloucefler,   -with  the  lieutenant 
on  the  Tower  walls* 
Cls.  Good  day,   my  Lord;    what!  at  your  book  fo 

hard  ? 
K.  Henry.  Ay,  my  good  Lord  ;  my  Lord,  I  fnould  fay 
Tis  fin  to  flatter,  good  was  little  better :  [rather; 

rood  Glo'fter,  and  good  devil,  were  alike, 
nd  both  prepoft'rous;  thercfoie,  not  g'jod  Lord. 
Glo.  Sir,  leave  us  to  ourfclves,  we  mult  confer. 

[Exit  Lieutenant. 
K.  Henry.  So  flies  the  recklefs  (hephcrrf  from  the  wolf , 
o  fiift  the  harmlefs  flock  doth  yield  his  fl  ece, 
nd  next  his  throat  unto  the  butcher's  knife. 
V'hat  fcene  of  death  hath  Richard  now  to  ad? 
Vol.  V.  P  C/». 
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Glo.  Sufpicion  always  haunts  the  guilty  mind; 
The  thief  doth  fear  each  bufh  an  officer. 

K.  Henry.  The  bird  that  hath  been  limed  in  a  bufh, 
"With  trembling  wings  mifdoubteth  ev'ry  bufh; 
And  I,  the  haplefs  male  to  one  fweet  bird, 
Have  now  the  fatal  object  in  my  eye, 
Where  my  poor  young  was  lim'd,  was  caught,  and  kill 

Glo.  Why,  what  a  peevifh  fool  was  that  of  Crete, 
That  taught  his  fon  the  office  of  a  fowl? 
And  yet,  for  all  his  wings,  the  fool  was  drown'd. 
K.  Henry.  I,  Dedalus;   my  poor  boy,  Icarus; 
Thy  father,  Minos  that  deny'd  our  courfe; 
The  fun,  that  fear'd  the  wings  of  my  fweet  boy, 
Thy  brother  Edward  ;  and  thyfelf,  the  fea, 
Whole  envious  gulph  did  fvallow  up  his  life. 
Ah,  kill  rae  with  thy  weapon,  not  with  words: 
My  bread  can  better  brook  thy  dagger's  point, 
Than  can  my  ears  that  tragic  hiftory. 
But  wherefore  doft  thou  come?  Is't  for  my  life? 
Glo.  Think'ft  thou  I  am  an  executioner? 
K*  Henry.  A  perfecutor  I  am  fure  thou  art. 
If  murth'ring  innocents  be  executing, 
Why  then  thou  art  an  executioner. 

Glo.  Thy  fon  I  kill'd  for  his  preemption. 
K.  Henry.  Hadft  thou  been  kill'd  when  firft  thou  d 
prefiirae, 
Thou  hadft  not  liv'd  to  kill  a  fbn  of  mine. 
And  thus  I  prophely,  that  many  a  thousand 
Which  now  miftiuft  no  parcel  of  my  fear, 
And  many  an  old  man's  figh,  and  many  a  widow's, 
And  many  an  orphan's  water  (landing  eye, 
(Men  for  their  fms,  wives  for  their  hufbands'  fate, 
And  orphans  for  their  parents'  timelefs  death), 
Shall  rue  the  hour  that  ever  thou  waft  born. 
The  owl  (hriek'd  at  thy  birth,  an  evil  fign; 
The  night-crow  cry'd,  a  boding  lucklefs  tune ; 
Dogs  howl'd,  and  hideous  tempeft  (hook  down  trees; 
The  raven  croakM  hoar(e  on  the  chimney's  top, 
And  chattering  pyes  in  difmal  difcord  fung. 
Thy  mother  felt  more  than  a  mother's  pain, 
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ini  yet  brought  forth  lefs  than  a  mother's  hope, 

fo  wit,  an  indigefted  deform'd  lun.p, 

.Jot  like  the  fruit  of  fuch  a  goodly  tree. 

Teeth  hadft  thou  in  thy  head  when  thou  waft  born, 

To  llgnify  thou  cam'it  to  bite  the  world : 

:,  if  the  red  be  true  which  I  have  heard, 
Thou  cam'ft  into  the  world  with  thy  legs  forward. 

Clo.  I'll  hear  no  more:  die,  prophet,  in  thy  fpeech  : 

[Stabs  him. 
"or  this,  amongft  the  reft,  was  I  ordain'd. 

K   Henty.    Ay,    and. for   much  moie  (laughter   after 

this 

)  God  !  forgive  my  fins,  and  pardon  thee  !  [Dies. 

Glo.  What!  wili  th'  afpiring  blood  of  Lancafter 
ink  in  the  ground  ?  I  thought  it  would  have  mounted. 
«  how  my  fword  weeps  for  the  poor  King's  death! 
)  may  luch  purple  tears  be  always  filed, 
:rom  thofe  who  wifh  the  downfal  of  our  houfe! 
f  any  fpark  of  life  be  yet  remaining, 
)own,  down  tojiell,  and  fay  1  lent  thee  thither, 

[Siabs  him  again, 

that  have  neither  pity,  love,  nor  fear.--  -  — 
ndecd  'tis  true  that  Henry  told  me  of: 
•"or  I  have  often  heard  my  mother  fay, 

came  into  the  world  with  my  legs  forward, 
lad  I  not  reafbn,  think  ye,  to  make  hafte, 
Ind  feek  their  ruin  that  ufurp'd  our  right  ? 
The  midwife  wonder'd,  and  the  women  cry'd, 
),  Jefus  blefs  us,  he  is  born  with  teeth! 
\nd  fo  I  was;  which  plainly  fignify'd 
That  I  mould  fnarle,  and  bite,  and  play  the  dog. 
Then,  fince  the  heav'ns  have  fhap'd  my  body  fo, 
l*t  hell  make  crook'd  my  mind,  to  anfwer  it. 
[  had  no  father,  I  am  like  no  father; 
I  have  no  brother,  I  am  like  no  brother; 
\nd  this  word  love,  which  grey-beards  call  dirine, 
3e  refident  in  men  like  one  another, 

\nd  not  in  me!   I  am  myfelf  alone. a. 

Clarence,  bewa.e ;  thou  keep'ft  me  from  the  light ; 
But  I  will  fort  a  pitchy  day  for  thee  : 
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For  I  will  brzz  abroad  facto  prnpheci'-«, 
That  Edward  (ball  be  fearful  of  his  life, 
And  then  to  purge  his  fear,  I''l  be  thy  death. 
King  Henry,  ssd  the  Prince  his  fori,  are  gone; 
Clarence,  thy  turn  is  next,  and  then  the  ictl; 
Counting  myftlf  buc  bad,  till  I  be  btft. 
}']!  throw  thy  body  in  another  room  ; 
And  triumph,   Henry!  in  t'ie  day  of  doom. 

S     C     E     K     E       Vi!».         The  palace  in  Lor. din 
Enter  King  Edward,  Qjec:iy   Clarence,    Gloucester,  fj 

flings,  Nurje,  and  Attendants. 

K.  EJu\  Once  more  we  fit  on  England's  royal  thron 
Repurch^'d  with  the  blood  of  enemies. 
What  valisnt  foe-rn«;n,  {ike  to  autumn's  corn, 
Have  we  mow'd  Jo-ah  in  top  of  all  their  pride  ? 
Three  Dukes  of  So  merle  ►,  threefold  renown'd 
For  hardy  and  undoubted  champions. 
Two  Cliffords,  as  the  father  and  the  fan  ; 
hrd  two  Northumberland's,  two  braver  men 
iifeVl  mim*u  their  copiers  at  the  trumpet's  found; 
V/ith  tnem  the  two  br3ve  bears,  Warwick  and  Montagu 
That  in  their  chains  feitei'd  the  kingly  iicn, 
And  made  the  forcft  tremble  when  they  roar'd. 
Thus  we  have  fwept  Sufpicion  from  our  feat, 
And  made  cur  footflcol  of  Security. 
Come  hither,  Bels,  and  let  me  kids  my  boy. 
Young  Ned,  for  thee,  thine  uncles  and  myfelf 
Kave  in  our  armours  watch'd  the  winter  night, 
Went  ?.il  afoot  in  flimmer's  fcalding  heat, 
That  thou  might'Pt  repoflefs  the  crown  in  peace; 
And  of  our  labours  thou  fhalt  reap  the  gain. 

Clo.  I'll  blaft  his  harvell  if  your  head  were' 

laid, 

For  yet  I  am  not  look'd  on  in  the  world. 

This  moulder  wasordain'd,  fo  thick,  to  heave;  y  \Afid 

And  heave  it  (hall  fomc  weight,  or  break  my 

back; 
Work  thou  the  way,  and  that  (hall  execute. 

{Pointing  to  his  heat 
K.  Ediv.  Clarence  and  Glo'fter,  love  my  lovely  Queen 
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ind  kifsyour  p-incely  nephew,  brothers  both. 
Cla.   The  iluty  that  I  owe  your  Majefly, 
leal  upon  the  lips  of  this  fweet  habe.  ... 

Quecl    Thanks,    Noble  Clarence;    worthy   brother, 

Ch.    And^hat   I   love  the   tree  fiom    whence   thou 

fprang'ft,  .       

Mtnefs  the  loving  kifs  I  give  the  rruit,— 

To  fay  the  truth,  fo  Judas  kifs'd  his  mailer,    J 
Andcry'd,    Ml  hail!    when   as  he  meant  all  S   [AJidc. 

harm  ,.    ,  .  ,•  . 

K.  Edw    Now  am  I  feated  as  my  f  >u!  delights, 

having  mv  count,  y's  peace,  and  hr others'  loves. 

Cla    What  will  your  Grace  have  done  with  Margaret? 
ieignier  her  father,  to  the  King  of  France 
Hath  pawn'd  the  Sicils  and  Jeiufalern, 
And  hither  have  they  fent  it  for  her  ranfom . 

K.   Edw.    Away  with  her,    and  waft  her  hence   to 

France.  ... 

And  now  what  reds,  but  that  we  fpend  the  time. 
With  (lately  triumphs,  miwhful  comic  (hows, 
Such  as  befit  the  pleaiure  of  the  court  ? 
Sound,  d.ums  and  trumpets;  farewel,  four  Annoy. 
For  here  I  hope  begins  our  lading  joy. 

f  [Exeunt  omr.eu 
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ACT    I.        SCENE    I. 

The  court. 
Enter  Richard  Duke  of  Gloucctter  folus. 
|G/o."1k  "TOW  is  the  winter  of  our  difcontent 

1^1      Made  glcious  fummcr  by  this  fun  of  York; 
J.  ^1      And  all  the  clouds  that  lowr'd  upon  our  houfe, 

In  the  Jeep  bof>m  of  the  ocean  bury'd. 

Mow  arc  our  brows  bound  with  victorious  wreaths, 

Oui  bruifed  arms  hun«  up  for  monuments, 

Our  (tern  alarums  chang'd  to  merry  meetings, 

Our  dreadful  marches  to  delightful  meafures. 

Grim  vifag'd  War  hath  fmoo  h'd  his  wrinkled  front; 

And  now,  inftead  of  mounting  barbed  deeds 

To  fright  the  fouls  of  fearful  adverfaries, 

He  capers  nimbly  in  a  lady's  chamber, 

To  the  lafcivious  pleafing  of  a  lute. 

But  I,  that  am  not  ihap'd  for  fportive  tricks, 

Nor  made  to  court  an  am'rous  looking-glafs;        - 

I,  that  am  rudely  ftamp'd,  and  want  love's  majefty, 

To  ftrut  before  a  wanton,  ambling  nymph; 

I.  that  am  curtail'd  of  this  fair  proportion, 

Cheated  of  feature  by  dillembling  *  Nature, 

Dtform'd,  unfiniih'd,  fent  before  my  time 

Into  this  breathing  world    fcarce  half  made  up: 

And  that  fo  lamely  and  unfafhionably, 
•^That  dogs  bark  at  me  as  I  halt  by  them  : 

Why  I  (in  this  weak  piping  time  of  peace) 

Have  no  delight  to  pafs  away  the  time, 

Unlefs  to  fpy  my  fhadow  in  the  fun, 

And  defcant  on  mine  own  deformity. 

And  therefore,  fince  I  cannot  prove  a  lover, 

To  entertain  thefe  fair  well-fpoken  days, 

I  am  determined  to  prove  a  villain, 

And  hate  the  idle  plcafures  of  thefe  days. 

*  By  diflembling  is  not  meant  hypocritical  nature,  that 
pretends  one  thing  and  does  another ;  but  nature  that  puts  to- 
gether things  of  a  dijjimilar  kind)  as  a  brave  foul  and  a  de- 
formed body. 
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Plots  have  I  laid,  inductions  dangerous, 

By  drunken  prophecies,  libel',  and  dreams, 

To  fet  my  brother  Clarence  and  the  King 

In  deadly  hate,  the  one  againft  the  other: 

And  if  King  Edward  be  as  true  and  juft, 

As  I  am  fubtle,  fa'fe,  and  treacherous, 

This  day  fliould  Clarence  clofely  be  mew'd  up, 

Abour  a  prophecy,  which  fays,  that  G 

Of  Edward's  heirs  the  murtherer  (hall  be. 

Dive,  thi-ughts,  down  to  my  foul !  here  Clarence  comes. 

Enter  Clarence  guarded,  and  Brakenbury. 
Brother,  good  day,  what  means  this  armed  guard 
That  waits  upon  your  (Grace  > 

Clar.  His  Majefiy. 
Tend'ring  my  performs  fafety,   hath  appointed 
This  conduct  to  convey  me  to  the  Tower. 
Gl».  Upon  what  caufe  ? 
Clar.   Becaufe  my  name  is  George. 
G'o.  Alack,  my  Lord,  that  fault  is  none  of  your's  : 
He  fh'.uld  for  that  commit  your  godfathers. 
Belke  his  MajTty  hath  fome  intent, 
That  you  fhould  be  new  chriflened  in  the  Tower. 
But  what's  the  matter,   Clarence,  may  I  know  ? 

Clar    Yea,  Richard,  when  I  know;  for  I  protefl 
As  yet  I  do  not ;   but,  as  I  can  learn, 
He  hearkens  after  prophecies  and  dreams, 
And  from  the  crofe-row  plucks  the  letter  G; 
And  fays  a  wizard  told  him,  that  by  G 
Hi?  iflue  difinherited  fhould  be. 
And  for  my  name  of  George  begins  with  G, 
It  follows  in  his  thought  that  I  am  he. 
Theft,  as  I  ledrn    and  fuch  like  toys  as  thefe, 
Have  nrVd  his  Highnef-  to  commit  me  now. 

Glo    Why,  this  it  is,  when  men  are  rul'd  by  women. 
'T  s  not  the  King  that  lends  you  to  the  Tower; 
My  Lady  Gray  his  wire.  Clarence,  'tis  fhe 
That  tempts  him  to  this  harfh  extremity 
Was  it  not  fhe,  and  that  good  man  of  worfhip, 
Anthony  Woodvil  her  brother  there, 
That  made  him  lend  Lord  Haftings  to  the  Tower? 

From 
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Ficm  whence  this  djy  he  is  delivered. 

\,  c  arc  not  fail';   Clarence,  \«. c  are  not  Cifc. 

r     By  Hcav'n,   I  think  there  is  no  man  fecure 
But  the  Queen's  kinds  id.  end  night-walking  heralds. 
That  trudge  between  ii.e  Kii ■;;  and  Miilrels  Shore. 
Heard  yon  not  what  an  humble  fuppliant 
Lord  Halting?  was  to  her  for  his  delivery  > 

Glo.   Humbly  complaining  to  her  d  cty, 
G  it  ir y  Lord  Chamberlain  his  liberty. 

I'll  tell  you  what; I  think  it  is  our  way, 

Jr'wc  will  ke;p  in  favour  with  the  King, 

To  he  her  men,  and  wear  her  livery. 

The  jealous  o'trworn  widow,  and  herflf, 

Smce  that  our  brother  dubh'd  them  gentlewomen, 

Are  mighty  gotfips  in  this  monarchy. 

Brak.   I  beg  your  Graces  both  to  pardon  me: 
His  Majeity  has  ftraitly.  giv'n  in  charge, 
That  no  man  mall  have  private  conference, 
Qf  what  degree  fbever,  with  your  brother. 

Glo.  Ev'n  £>,  an't  ple-fe  your  Worihip  Brakenbury  t 
You  may  partake  of  any  thing  wc  fay  : 

Vv'e  Jpeiik  no  treafon,  mia> we  fsy  the  Kirg 

Is  wife  and  virtuous;  and  his  Noble  Queen 
Well  (bock  in  years;  fair,  and  not  ovir-jealouv 
we  fay  that  Shore's  wife  hath  a  pretty  foot, 
A  cherry  lip,  a  palling  pleating  t<ngue: 
That  the  Queen's  kindred  are  made  gentle  folk, 
How  fay  you  Sir?  can  you  deny  all  thi?  f 

Brci.  With  this,  my  Lord    myfelf  have  nought  to  do. 

Gle.  What,  fellow?  nought  to  do  with  Millrcfs  Shote? 
I  tell  you,  Sir,  he  that  dtth  naught  with  her, 
Excepting  one,  were  beft  to  do  it  ftcretly. 

B>ak.   What  one,  my  Lord? 

Glo.  Her  hufband,  knave  —  wouldft  thou  betray  me? 

Br  ok    I  do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 
And  to  forbear  your  conf 'rence  with  iht  Duke. 

Chr.  Wc  know  thy  charge,  Brakenbury,  andwillobey. 

Glo.   Wc  are  the  Queen's  abject,  and  mult  obey. 
.Brother,  farewel;  I  will  unto  the  King, 

And 
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And  whatfoe'er  you  will  employ  me  in, 
(Were  »  to  call  King  Edward's  widow  fifter), 
1  will  perform  K  to  infra  nchift  you. 
Mean  time,  this  deep  difgrace  of  brotherhood 
rouches  me  deeper  than  you.can  imagine. 
Clar       know  it  pfcafeih  neither  of  us  well. 

I  Jfll  A  ?     '  y°Ur  imPrironme^  CialJ  not  be  long  - 
I  will  deliver  you,  or  elfc  lie  for  you.  g ' 

Mean  time  have  patience. 

Gar.  J  muft  perforce,  farewe!.         [Exe.  Brak.  Clar 
Cb.  Go    tread  the  path  that  thou  fhalr  ne'er  ,e tn-n 

ample    plain  Clarence! I  do  love  the    fo,      ^ 

That  I  will  ftorriy  fend  thy  foul  to  heav'n,      ' 
If  heav'n  will  take  the  Prefent  at  my  hands. 
But  who  comes  here?  the  new-defivcr'd  Hartings* 
Enter  Lord  Haftings.  ' 

Haft.   Good  timtrof  day  onW  my  gracious  Lord. 
Wo.  As  much  unto  my  good  Lord  Chamberlain  ' 
Well  are  you  welcome  to  the  open  air.  ' 

How  hat! ,  your  Lordftip  hrook'd  impriTonnvw  > 

Bikit    «   »       Parj'€nce'  NobleLord,  asp,is'nersmua» 
But  J  fefa  hve,  my  Lord,  to  give  them  thanks, 
J  ha    uere  the  caufe  of  my  imprisonment. 
Vnr  1  N?  doubt'  no  doi,bt;  "d  Co  ftall  Clarence  too: 
a   j  u  y  Uere  your  enemies  are  hi«, 

And  have  prevail'd  as  much  on  him  as  you 

Haft. .More  pity  that  the  Ea?le  mould  be  mew'd, 
Wh.le  kites  and  buzzard*  prey  at  liberty. 
Gle.  What  news  abroad? 
Haft.  No  news  fo  bad  abroad  as  this  at  home  : 
The  King  is  fkkly,  weak,  and  melancholy  : 
And  his  phyficians  fear  him  mightily. 

G/o.   Now,  by  St  Paul,  that  news 'is  bad  indeed. 
O,  he  hath  kept  an  evil  diet  long, 
And  over-murh  confum'd  his  royal  perfon  : 
>Tis  very  grievous  to  be  thought  upon. 
Where  is  he  ?  in  his  bed  ? 
Haft.   He  is,  my  Lord. 
Cb.  Go  you  before,  and  I  will  follow  you. 

[Exit  Haflings. 
He 
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He  cannot  live,  I  hope;  and  muft  not  die. 

Till  George  be  pack'd  with  poft-horfc  up  to  heav  n. 

V||  in  to  uroe  his  hatred  more  to  Clarence, 

With  lies  well  fteel'd  with  weighty  arguments; 

And  if  I  fail  not  in  my  deep  intent, 

Clarence  hath  not  another  day  to  live :       > 

Which  done,  God  take  King  Edward  to  h.s  mercy, 

And  leave  the  world  lor  me  to  buftle  in  I 

For  then  I'll  marry  Warwick's  youngeft  daughter. 

What  though  I  kill'd  her  hufoand  and  her  father? 

The  readied  way  to  make  the  wench  amends, 

Is  to  become  her  hulband  and  her  father : 

The  which  will  I,  not  all  Co  much  for  love, 

As  tor  another  fecret  clofe  inunt, 

Which  I,  by  marking  her,  muft  reach  unto. 

But  yet  I  run  before  my  horfe  to  market: 

Clarence  ftill  breathes,  Edward  (till  lives  and  reigns; 

When  they  a>e  gone,  then  muft  I  count  my  gams. 

'  [Extt, 

SCENE       II.         Changes  to  a  ft  net. 
Er.tcr  the  cor  ft  cf  Henry  the  Sixth,  with  halberis  to  guard 
it,  Lj'Jy  Anne  being  the  mourner. 
Anne.  Set  down,  fet  down  your  honourable  load, 
If  honour  may  be  Ihrouded  in  a  herfe; 
Whilft  1  a  while  obfequioufly  lament 
Th'  untimely  fall  of  virtuous  Lancafter. 
Pox  clay-cold  figure  of  a  holy  King! 
Pule  afhes  of  the  houfe  of  Lancafter ! 
Thou  bloodlcfs  remnant  of  that  royal  blood! 
Be't  lawful  that  I  invocate  thy  ghoft, 
To  hear  the  lamentations  of  poor  Anne, 
Wife  to  thy  Edward,  to  thy  Haughter'd  (on ; 
Stabb'd  by  the  felt-fame  hand  that  made  thefe  wDUtids. 
Lo,  in  thefe  windows  that  let  forth  thy  life, 
]  pour  the  helplefs  balm  of  my  poor  eyes. 
Curs'd  be  the  hand  that  made  thefe  fatal  holes! 
Curs'd  be  the  heart  that  had  the  heart  to  do  it! 
More  direful  hap  betide  that  hated  wretch, 
That  makes  us  wretched  by  the  death  of  thee, 
Than  I  can  wilh  to  adders,  fpiders,  toads, 
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Or  any  creeping  venom'd  thing  that  lives! 
If  ever  be  have  child,  abortive  be  it, 
Prodigious,  and  untimely  brought  to  light, 
Whole  ugly  and  unnatural  afreet 
May  fright  the  hopeful  mother  at  the  view: 
And  that  be  heir  to  his  unhappinefs! 
If  ever  he  have  wife,  let  her  be  made 
More  miferable  by  the  death  of  him, 
Than  I  am  made  by  my  young  Lord  and  thee  ! 
Come  now  tow'rds  Chertfey  with  your  holy  load 
Taken  from  Paul's  to  be  interred  there. 
And  ftiil,  as  you  are  weary  of  this  weight, 
Reft  you,  while  [  lament  King  Hen  ry's"  corfe. 
Enter  Richard   Duke  of  Gloucefter. 
Glo.  Stay,  you  that  bear  the  corfe,  and  let  it  down, 
Anne.   What  black  magician  conjures  up  this  fiend 
To  (lop  devoted  charitable  deeds  >  ' 

Glo.   Villains,  fet  down  the  corfe,  or,  by  St  Paul, 
I'll  make  a  corfe  of  him  that  difobeys. 

Gen.  My  Lord,  (land  back,  and  let  the  coffin  pafs. 
Glo.  Unmannei  'd  dog  !  (land  thou  when  I  command  ! 
Advance  thy  ha'bm  higher  than  my  treat, 
Or,  by  St  Paul.  I'll  ftrike  thee  to  my  foot, 
And  fpurn  upon  thee,   beggar,  for  thy  boidnefs. 

A  re     What,  do  you  tremble?  are  yr.u  all  afraid? 
Alas!   I  Maine  you  not,  for  you  are  mortal; 
And  mortal  eye?  cannot  endure  the  devil. 
Avaunt  thou  dread rul  minifler  of  hell! 
Thou  hddft  but  power  over  his  mortal  body; 
His  foul  thou  canft  not  hurt;  therefore  be  gone. 
Glo.  Sweet  fdint    f >r  charity,  be  not  fo  curs'd. 
Anne   Fouldev'i!  for  God's  fake  hence,    trouble  us 
Fr*  thou  haa  made  the  happy  earth  thy  hell;  [not; 

FiH'd  it  with  curling  cres,  and  deep  exclaims. 
Jr  thou  delight  to  view  thy  heinous  deeds, 
Behold  thi-;  partem  of  thy  butcher.es. 
Ob,  gentlemen,  fee!  fee  dead  Henry's  wounds 
Open  thei.  congeal'd  mouths,  and  bleed  afrefh. 
BiUlh,  blulh,  thou  lump  of  foul  deformity  ; 
For  'tis  thy  prefcocc  that  exhales  this  blood. 
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rmm  cold  and  empty  veins,  where  no  blood  dwelli. 
rhy  deeds,  inhuman  and  unnatural, 
'rovoke  this  deluge  moft  unnatural. 
D  God  '  which  this  blood  mad'ft,  revenge  his  death  : 
3  Earth  '  which  this  blood  drink'ft,  revenge  his  death. 
%     Heav'n,  with  lightning  ftrike  the  murd'rer  dead, 
Oi '  Earth,  gape  open  wide,  and  eat  him  quick  ; 
As'thou  doft  fvvallow  up  this  good  King's  blood, 
Which  his  hell-govern' d  arm  hath  butchered  ! 

G'o.  Lady,  you  know  no  rules  of  chanty, 
Which  renders  good  for  bad,  bleflings  for  curfes. 

Anne.  Villa"' n,  thou  know' ft  nor  law  of  God  nor  man  ; 
No  beaft  fo  fierce,  but  knows  fome  touch  of  pity. 
Glo    But  1  know  none,  and  therefore  am  no  beaft. 

Anne.  O  wonderful,  when  devils  tell  the  truth  ! < 

Glo.  More  wonde;ful  when  angels  are  fo  angry.. 
Vouchfafe,  divine  perfection  of  a  woman, 
Of  thefe  fuppofed  crimes,  to  give  me  leave, 
By  circumftance  but  to  acquit  myfelf. 

Anne.  Vouchfafe,  diffus'd  infection  of  a  man. 
For  thefe  known  evils,  hut  to  give  me  leave, 
By  circumftance,  to  curfe  thy  curfed  felf. 

Glo.  Fairer  than  tongue  can  name  thee,  let  me  have 
Some  patient  leifure  to  excufe  myfelf. 

Atine.  Fouler  than  heart  can  think  thee,  thou  canR 
No  excufe  current,  but  to  hang  thy  felf.  [make 

Glo    By  fuch  defpai    1  mould  accufe  myfelf.       ^ 
Anne.  And 'by  defpairing  malt  thou  ftand  excus  d, 
For  doing  worthy  vengeance  on  thyfelf, 
That  didft  unworthy  flaughte,  upon  others. 
Glo.  Say  that  I  flew  them  not. 
Anne.  Then  fay  they  were  not  fiain : 
But  dead  they  are,  and,  devilifh  Have,  by  thee. 
Glo.  I  did  not  kill  your  husband. 
Anne.  Why,  then  he  is  alive. 
Glo.  Nay,  he  is  dead,  and  (lain  by  Edward  s  hands. 
Anne.   In  thy  foul  throat  thou  ly'ft.  Queen  Marp ;  ret 
Thy  murd'rous  fuulchion  fmck.ng  in  his  blood  :        [law 
The  which  thou  once  didft  bend  againft  her  bieaft, 
Bu-  that  thy  brothers  beat  afide  the  point. 

Glo    I  was  provoked  by  her  fland'icus  tongue, 
.     Vol.  V.  Q.  That 
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rhllf±Ylr  gUiIe  Up°n  ^  *»"*'•  AouMen. 

Anne.  Thou  waft  provoked  by  thy  bloody  mind. 
That  never  dream  d  on  aught  but  butcheries.  ' 
ifcdft  thou  not  kill  this  king  ? 

Glo.  I  grant  ye. 

Anne.  Doft  grant  me,  hedge-hog  ?  then  God  grant  ill 
Thou  may'ft  be  damned  for  that  wicked  deed  '  rl 

O,  he  was  gentle,  mild,  and  virtuous *  L 

Glo.  The  fitter  for  the  king  of  heaven  that  hath  h?B  J 

r!    \   *V*  m  uea,V  *'  where  thou  AaIt  ne™  comjr 

Glo.  Let  him  thank  me  that  help'd  to  fend  him  tlr 
For  he  was  fitter  for  that  place  than  earth.  hhVtW 

Anne.  And  thou  unfit  for  any  place  but  hell 

Glo.   Yes,  one  place  elfe,  if  you  will  hear  me  name  i 

^nne.  Some  dungeon. 

Glo.  Your  bed-chamber. 

Anne.  Ill  reft  betide  the  chamber  where  thou  lieft  \ 

Gh.  So  will  it,  Madam,  till  I  lie  with  you. 

Anne.  I  hope  ib. 

Glo.  I  know  fo. But,  gentle  Lady  Anne, 

To  leave  this  keen  encounter  of  our  wits, 
And  fall  fomething  into  a  flower  method : 
Is  not  the  caufer  of  the  timelefs  deaths 
Of  thefe  Plantagenets,  Henry  and  Edward, 
As  blameful  as  the  executioner  ? 

Anne  Thou  waft  the  caufe,  and  rnoft  accurs'd  efTeAf 

Glo.  Your  beauty  was  the  caufe  of  that  effect. 
Your  beauty,  that  did  haunt  me  in  my  fleep, 
To  undertake  the  death  of  all  the  world, 
So  I  might  live  one  hour  in  your  fweet  bofom. 

Anne .  If  I  thought  that,  I  tell  thee,  homicide, 
Thefe  nails  fliould  rend  that  beauty  from  my  cheeks. 

Glo.    Thefe  eyes  could  not  endure  fweet   beauty's 

Thou  (hould  not  blemifh  it  if  I  ftood  by.  [wreck* 

As  all  the  wprld  is  cheered  by  the  fun, 

So  I  by  that  j  it  is  my  day,  my  life.  [life  I 

Anne.  Black  night  o'er/hade  thy  day,  and  death  thy 

Glo.  Curie  not  thyfelf,  fair  creature  j  thou  art  both. 

Anne.  I  would  I  wtre,  to  be  reveng'd  on  thee. 

f  EficBJor  executioner, 

Gk, 
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Glo.   It  is  a  quarrel  mod  unnatural, 
obe'reveng'd  on  him  that  loveth  thee. 
Anne    It  is  a  qua  rel  juft  and  rcafonable, 
0  be  reven&'d  on  him  that  kill'd  my  husband. 
Glo.   He  that  bereft  thee,  Lady,  of  thy  husband, 
id  it  to  help  thee  to  a  better  husband. 
Anne.   His  better  doth  not  breathe  upon  the  earth. 
Ch     He  lives  that  loves  thee  better  than  he  could. 
Anne.  Name  him. 
Glo.    Plantagentt. 
Anne.   Why,  that  was  he. 
Ch.  The  felf-fame  name,  but  one  of  better  nature. 

Anne.  Where  is  he  ? 

Glo.  Here.     Why  doft  thou  fpi?  at  me  ?  . 

[She  fats  at  him. 

Anne.  Would  it  were  mortal  poifon  for  thy  fake  ! 

Glo.  Never  came  poifon  from  fo  fweet  a  place. 

Anne.  Never  hang  poifon  on  a  fouler  toad. 
)ut  of  my  fight !  thou  doft  infecT  mine  eyes. 

Glo.  Thine  eyes,  fweet  Lady,  have  mfeded  m.ne. 
Anne.  Would  they  were  bafilisks  to  ftnke  thee  dead ! 
Glo.  I  would  they  were,  that  I  might  die  at  once  : 
for  now  they  kill  me  with  a  living  death. 
Thofe  eyes  of  thine  from  mine  have  drawn  fait  tears  | 
Sham'd  their  afpefts  with  ftore  of  childxfh  drops  : 
Thefe  eyes,  which  never  fhed  remorfeful  tear, 
Not  when  my  father  York,  and  Edward  wept, 
To  hear  the  piteous  moan  that  Rutland  made, 
When  black-fac'd  Clifford  fhook  his  fword  at  him  a 
Nor  when  thy  warlike  father,  like  a  child, 
Told  the  fad  ftory  of  my  father's  death, 
And  twenty  times  made  paufe  to  fob  and  weep, 
That  all  the  ftanders-by  had  wet  their  cheeks, 

Like  trees  bedafh'd  with  rain  :  in  that  fad  time, 

My  manly  eyes  did  fcorn  an  humble  tear  : 

And  what  thefe  forrows  could  not  ^ence  exhale. 

Thy  beauty  hath,  and  made  them  blind  with  weeping. 

I  never  fued  to  friend,  nor  enemy  j 

My  tongue  could  never  learn  fweet  fmoothmg  words  ,^ 
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But  now  thy  beauty  is  propos'd  my  fee, 
My  proua  heart  fues,  and  prompts  my  tongue  to  fpeak.j 

[She  looks  Jc  or  n fully  at  bim\ 
Teach  not  thy  lip  fuch  fcorn,  foi  it  was  made 
For  kifling,  Lady.,    not  for  fuch  contempt. 
If  thy  revengeful  heart  cannot  forgive, 
Lo  !  here  I  lend  thee  'his  fharp. pointed  fword, 
Which  if  thou  pleafe  to  hide  in  this  true  breaft, 
And  let  the  foul  forth  that  adoreth  thee, 
I  lay  it  naked  to  the  deadly  ftruke, 
And  humbly  beg  the  death  upon  my  knee 

[He  lays  bis  breaji  open,  Jhe  offers  at  it  xvitb  bis  fword  J 
Nay,  do  not  paufe  :  for  I  did  kill  King  Henry  j 
But  'twas  thy  beauty  that  provoked  me. 
Nay,  now  difpatch  :  'twas  I  that  ftabb'd  young  Edward  j  '< 
But  'twas  thy  heav'nly  face  that  fet  me  on. 

[Sbe  drops  tbefword,\ 
Take  up  the  fword  again,  or  take  up  me. 

Anne.  Arife,  diffembler  j  though  I  wifh  thy   death,  | 
1  will  not  be  thy  executioner. 

Clo.  Then  bid  me  kill  myfelf,  and  I  will  do  it. 

Anne.  I  have  already. 

Clo.  That  was  in  thy  rage  ! 
Speak  it  again,  and  even  with  thy  word, 
This  hand,  which  for  thy  love  did  kill  thy  love, 
Shall  for  thy  love  kill  a  far  truer  love  ; 
To  both  their  deaths  malt  thou  be  acceltary. 

Anne .  I  would  I  knew  thy  heart. 

Clo,  *Tis  figur'd  in  my  tongue. 

Anne.   I  fear  me  both  are  falfe* 

Clo.  Then  never  man  was  true.      *" 

Anne.  Well,  well,  put  up  your  fword. 

Clo.  Say  then  my  peace  is  made. 

Anne.  That  fhalt  thou  know  hereafter. 

Clo.  But  fhall  I  live  in  hope  ? 

Anne.  All  men  I  hope  live  fo. 

Clo.  Vouchafe  to  wear  this  ring. 
Look  how  my  ring  encompaffeth  thy  finger, 
Ev'n  fo  thy  breaft  enclofeth  my  poor  heart ; 
Wear  botLof  them,  for  both  of  them  are  thine* 

AaJ 
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\ni  if  thy  poor  devoted  fuppliant  msy 
gut  beg  one  favour  at  thy  gracious  hand, 
I/hcu  doft  confirm  his  happinefs  forever. 
>&«■.'.  "What  is  it  ? 

Glo.  That  it  may  pleafe  you  leave  thefe  fad  defigna 
To  him  that  hath  more  caufe  to  be  a  mourner, 
And  prefently  repair  to  Crofby-place  ;f 
Where,  after  I  have  folemnly  interr'd 
At  Chertfey  monaft'ry  this  Noble  King, 
And  wet  his  grave  with  my  repentant  tears, 
I  will  with  all  expedient  duty  fee  you. 
For  divers  unknown  reaions  I  befeech  you 
Grant  me  this  boon.  t 

Ar.ne.  With  all  my  heart,  and  much  it  joys  me  too 
To  fee  you  are  become  fo  penitent. 
Traflel  and  Baikley,  go  along  with  me. 
Glo.  Bid  me  farewel. 
June.  'Tis  more  than  you  defewe  r 
But  fince  you  teach  me  how  to  Matter  you, 
Imagine  1  have  faid  farewel  alrea  \y. 

[Exeunt  two  with  Anne, 

Glo.  Sirs,  take  up  the  corfe. 

Gent.  Towards  Chertfey,  Noble  Lord  ? 

Glo.  No,  to  White-friars,  there  attend  my  coming. 

[Exeunt  ivitb  ike  corfe. 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  woo'd  ? 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  won  ? 

I'll  have  her- but  I  will  not  keep  her  long. 

Wrhat !  I  that  kill'd  her  husband  and  his  father  ! 

To  take  her  in  her  heart's  extreme  ft  hate, 

With  curfes  in  her  mouth,  tears  in  her  eyes, 

The  bleeding  witnefs  of  my  hatred  by  ; 

With  God,  her  confeiene-,  and  thefe  bars  againit  me, 

And  I  no  friends  to  back  my  foit  withal, 

But  the  plain  devil,  and  differoblrng  looks  ; 

And  yet  to  win  her— All  the  world  to  nothing  ! 

Ha! 

f  Ahoufe  near  Bfooffgate-Jlreet,  belonging  tithe  Duke 
.JGloucefir.  ^  Hath 
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Hath  me  forgot  already  that  brave  prince 

£S'-  hCr  LOrd>  Wh°m  r'  {ome  three  »«»*•  fined 
Stabb  d  in  my  angry  mood  at  Tewkftury  ? 

A  fweetprand  a  lovelier  gentleman, 

Fram'd  in  the  prodigality  of  nature*. 

Young,  wife,  and  valiant,  and,  no  doubt,  right  royal, 

1  be  fpacious  world  cannot  again  afford  ; 

And  will  me  yet  debafe  her  eyes  on  me," 

That  cropt  the  golden  prime  of  this  fweet  prince 

And  made  her  widow  to  a  woful  bed  ? 

On  me,  whofe  all  not  equals  Edward's  moiety  ? 

On  me  that  halt,  and  am  mif-ihapen  thus  ? 

My  dukedom  to  a  beggarly  denier.  * 

I  do  rniftake  my  peifon  all  this  while  : 

Upon  my  life,  /he  finds,  although  I  cannot, 

Myiclf  to  be  a  marv'lous  proper  man. 

I'll  be  at  charges  for  a  looking-glafs, 

1  .nd  entertain  a  fcore  or  two  of  tailors 
To  ftudy  fafhions  to  adorn  my  body ; 
Since  I  have  crept  in  favour  with  inyMf, 
I  will  maintain  it  with  fome  little  colt. 
But  firft  I'll  turn  yon  fellow  into  his  grave, 
And  then  return  lamenting  to  my  love. 
Shine  out,  fair  fun,  till  I  have  bought  a  glafs, 
That  I  may  fee  my  fhadow  as  I  pafs.  [Exit 

SCENE     III.       Changes  to  the  palace. 

Enter  the  Queen,  and  Lords  Rivers,  Gray,  and  Dorfet. 

xxr^lZ'  Have  Patience»  madam,  there's  no  doubt  hi 
Will  foon  recover  his  accuftom'd  health.  [Majeftj 

tr.Fra*'  In,tbat  y°u  brook  H:  ill,  it  makes  him  worfe- 
Therefore,  for  God's  fake,  entertain  good  comfort, 
And  cheer  his  Grace  with  quick  and  merry  eyes. 

Queen.  If  he  were  dead,  what  would  betide  of  me  * 

Gray.  No  other  harm,  but  lofs  of  fuch  a  Lord. 

Queen.  The  lofs  offuch  a  Lord  includes  all  harms. 

Gray.  The  heav'nshave  blefs'd  yon  with  a  goodly  fort, 
To  be  your  comforter  when  he  h  gone. 

Queen.  Ah!  he  is  young,  and  his  minority 
la  put  into  the  truft  of  Richard  Glo'fter, 
A  man  that  Joyes  not  we,  nor  none  of  you, 


Hir: 
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'  Pfr.  It  is  concluded  he  (hall  be  ?*<***<>*> 

Queen.  It  is  determined,  not  concluded  f  yet: 
But  lo  it  muft  be,  if  the  King  m»icarry. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Stanley. 
Gray.  Here  come  the  Lords  of  Buckingham  and  Stan- 
B  ck  Good  time  of  day  unto  your  Royal  Grace  !  [ley. 
Staidey*  God  make  your  Majefty  joyful  as  you  have 

Quten   The  Countefs  Richmond,   good  ray  Lord  of 
To  vour  eocdpray'rwiii  fcarcely  fay  Amen  ;  [Stanley, 
Yet,  Stanley,  notwithft mding  fhe's  your  wife, 
And  Jove:  not  me,  be  yr>u,  good  Lord,  alTur  d, 
I  hate  not  you  fof  her  proud  arrogance. 

Stanley- I  do  befeech  you,  either  not  belieye 
The  envious  (landers  of  her  falfe  accufers  : 
Ov,  if  me  be  acou'd  on.  true  report 
Bear  with  her  weaknefs  ;  which  I  think .proceeds 
from  wayward  ficknefs.  and  no  grounded  malice. 

Queen.  Saw  you  the  King  to-day,  my  Lord  of  Stanley  ? 

Stanley.  But  now  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  and  I 
Are  come  from  vifiting  his  majefty. 

Queen  What  likelihood  of  his  amendment,  Lords  ? 

Buck,  Madam,  good  hope  ;  his  grace  fpeaks  chear- 

SueelloU  grant  him  health!  Did  you  confer  with 

Buck.  Madam,  we  did.  He  feeks  to  make  atonement 
Between  the  Duke  ofGlo'fterand  your  brothers, 
And  between  them  and  my  Lord  Chamberlain  j 
And  fent  to  warn  them  to  his  royal  prefence. 

Queen    'Would  all  were  well-but  that  will  Mter 
I  fear  our  happinefs  is  at  the  height.  [be— 

Enter  Gloucefter  WHaftings, 

Glo.  They  do  me  wrong,  and  I  will  not  endure  it. 
Who  are  they  that  complain  unto  the  King, 
That  I,  forfooth,  am  ftern,  and  love  them  not. 

+  Determined  Jtgnifiet  the  final  con  clufion  of  the -willy 
concluded,  what  cannot  be  alter*  d,  bj  reafen  of  fom  aff 
Sgnfejucnt  en  the  final  judgnutit*  ^ 
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TW°iS  k-"1'  they  l0Ve  his  *race  b»t  lightly, 
That  fill  his  ears  with  fuch  diffentious  rumours 
Becaufc  I  cannot  flatter,  and  Jook  fair, 
Smile  m  mens'  faces,  fmooth,  deceive/and  co% 

1  muft  be  held  a  rancorous  enemy. 

Cannot  a  plain  man  live  and  think  no  harm, 

But .thus  his  Ample  truth  muft  be  abus'd 

Hy Tilken,  fly,  insinuating  jacks  ?  r^™  , 

Wk       k        t6^.  that  hafl  n0r  honefty  "or  grace.     7 

Or  thee  ?  or  thee  ?  or  any  of  your  faction  ? 
A  plague  upon  you  all  !  His  royal  perfon, 
Whom  God  preferve  better  than  you  would  wifh, 
Cannot  be  quiet  fcarce  a  breathing  while 
But  you  muft  trouble  him  with  lewd  complaints. 

^Lnfl    '  °f  Gl0>fer'  -V0U  mifhke  the  matter, 
Ihe  King  of  his  own  roya!  difpofition, 

And  not  provok'd  by  any  Alitor  elfe, 
^Aiming  belike  at  your  interior  hatred, 
A  hat  M  your  outward  aclion  ftews  itlelf 
Agamit  my  children,  brother,  and  myfelf,) 
Makes  h,m  to  fend,  that  he  may  learn  the  ground 
Of  youriJUvill,  and  thereby  may  remove  it. 

Clo.  I  cannot  tell ;  the  world  is  grown  (o  bad, 
I  hat  wrens  make  prey  where  eagles  dare  not  perch. 
&nc«  every  jack  became  a  gentleman, 
ihere  s  many  a  gentle  perfon  made  a  jack. 

-lueen.  Come  come,  we  know  your  meaning  brother 
You  envy  my  advancement  and  my  friends  :  [Glo'fler. 
God  grant  we  never  may  have  need  of  you  > 

G/o.  Mean  time,  God  grants  that  we  have  need  of 

u^r  "J"  prifon'd  by  y°ur  means>         [you 

Myfelf  di/grac'd,  and  the  nobility  U 

Heldm  contempt  j  while  man,  fair  promotions 
Are  daily  given  to  ennoble  thofe, 
Tnat  fcarce,  fome  two  days  fince,  were  worth  a  noble. 
%uee*.  By  h;m  that  rais'd  me  to  this  careful  height, 
From  that  coasted  nap  which  j     j    ,d  ne,Sftt> 
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,  ne«er  did  incenfe  bis  Majefty 

igainft  the  Duke  of  Clarence  ;  but  have  been 

itnoft  advocate  to  pleatl  for  him. 
Mv  Lord,  you  dome  fhameful  injury, 
ly  to  draw  me  in  thtfe  wild  fufpects. 
Go.  You  may  deny  too  that  you  were  the  caufe 
Of  my  Lord  Haflings'  late  imprifonment. 

Jliv.  She  may,  my  Loid,   for 

Glo.  She  may,  Lord  Rivers — why,  who  knows  not 
She  may  do  more,  Sir,  than  denying  that  :  [fo  ? 

She  may  help  you  to  many  fair  preferments, 
And  then  deny  her  aiding  hand  therein, 
And  lay  thofe  honours  on  your  high  deferts. 
"What  may  fhe  not  ?  flie  may — ay,  marry,  may  me— 
Rh.  What,  marry,  may  fhe  ? 

Glo.  What,  marry,   may  fhe  ?  marry   with  a   King, 
A  batchelor,  a  handfome  ftnpling  too  : 

I  wis  vour  grandam  had  a  worfer  match. 

Sheen.  My  Lord  of  Glo'fter,  I  have  too  long  borne 
Your  blunt  upbraiding?,  and  your  bitter  fcoffi  : 
By  heav'n,  1  will  acquaint  his  Majefty  . 
Of  thofe  grofs  taunts  I  often  have  endur*d. 
I  bad  rather  be  a  country  fervant  maid, 
Than  a  great  Queen  with  this  condition  , 
To  be  thus  taunted,  fcorn'd,  and  baited  at. 
Small  joy  have  I  in  being  England's  Queen. 

SCENE     IV.  Enter  Queen  Margaret. 

Q.Mar.  And  leffen'd  bethatfmall,  God,  I  befeeck 
Thy  honour,  ftate,  and  feat  is  due  to  me.  [thee  I 

Glo.  What  !  threat  you  me  with  telling  of  the  King? 
Tell  him,  and  fpare  not  :  look,  \yhat  I  have  faid, 
I  will  avouch  in  prefence  of  the  King  : 
'Tis  time  to  fpeak,  my  pains  are  quite  forgot. 

9.  Mar,  No,  devil  !  I  remember  them  too  well : 
Thou  kill'd'ft  my  husband  Henry  in  the  Tower, 
And  Edward,  mypoorfon,  atTewksbury. 

Glo.  Ere  you  were  Queen,  ay,  or  your  husband  Kiog. 
I  was  a  pack-horfe  in  his  great  affairs  j 
A  weederout  of  his  proud  adveri'ajries, 
A  liberal  rewarder  of  his  friends  j  ^ 
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rV°lfZt  kIg  bl°0d'    '  fPi]t  nv>'  °*n.  rthinj 

&. Mar.  Ay,  and    much   better    bJood    than  his  or 
Cr«  .In  allwh.cn  time  you  and  your  husband  Gray 
Were  famous  for  the  hcufe  of  Lancafter  ; 

And     Rivers,  f0  were  yon; wai  notour  husband.. 

In  Marg  ret'a  battle,  at  St,  Aflban's,    llain  >  * 

Let  me  put  in  your  minds,  if  you  forget,, 
A*  hat  you  have  been  ere  now,    aud  what  you  are: 
Withal  what  I  have  been,  and  what  I  am. 

£.  Mar.  A  murth'rous  villain,  and  fo  ftill  thoa  arts, 
Clo.  Poor  Clarence  did  forfake  his  father  Warwick^ 
Ay,  and  forfwore  himfelf,  (which  Tefu  pardon  '— 0 
S^Mar.  Which  God  revenge  !—  ' 

Clo.  To  fight  on  Edward's  party  for  the  crown  ; 
And  for  his  meed,  poor  lord,  he  is  mew'd  up. 
J  would  to  God  my  heart  were  flint,  like  Edward's  i 
Or  Edward's  foft  and  pitiful,  like  mine  : 
I  am  too  childi/h  foolifh  for  this  world.  [world, 

&  Mar.  Hie  thee  to  hell  for  fliame,  and  leave  thir 
Thou  cacodaemon!  there  thy  kingdom  is. 

*/«•  My  Lord  of  Glower,  in  thofe  bufy  days, 
which  here  you  urge  to  prove  us  enemies, 
We  followed  then  our  Lord,  our  lawful  King  2 
So  mould  we  you,  if  you  mould  be  our  King  j 
Glo.  If  I  mould  be !— I  had  rather  be  a  pedlar  s 

!s>be  ll  from.ray  neart  the  thought  thereof. 

Slueen.  As  little  joy,  my  Lord,  as  you  fuppofe 
You  mould  enjoy  were  you  this  country's  King; 
As  little  joy  you  may  fuppofe  in  me,. 
That  I  enjoy,  being  the  Queen  thereof. 

Q,Mar.  A  little  joy  enjoys  the  Q^een  thereof  5 
For  I  am  ihe,  and  altogether  joy  Ms. 
I  can  no  longer  hold  me  patient, 
Hear  me,  ye  wrangling  pirates,  that  fall  out 
In  fharing  that  which  ye  have  pill'd  from  me ; 
Which  of  you  trembles  not  that  looks  on  me? 
If  not  that,  I  being  Queen,  you  bow  like  fubjeds; 
Yet  that,  by  you  depos'd,  you  quake  like  rebels  > 
Ungentle  villain,  do  not  turn  away  !  [fight  ? 

Clo.  Foul  wrinkled  witch,  what  mak'-l  thou  in  my 

%.  Mar, 


Sc.  4.        King  Richard  III.  191 

0.  Mar.  But  repetition  of  what  thou  haft  marr'd. 
That  will  I  make  before  1  let  thee  go. 
A  husband  and  a  lbn  thou  ow'ft  to  me  ;  [T#  Glo. 

And  thou,  a  kingdom j  all  of  you,  allegiance. 

[T»  the  Queen* 
The  forrcw  that  I  have,  by  right  is  your's  ; 
And  all  the  pleafures  you  ulurp,  are  mine. 

Glo.  The  curfe  my  noble  father  laid  on  thee, 
When  thou  didft  crown  his  warlike  brows  with  paper, 
And  with  thy  fcornsdrew'ft  rivers  from  his  eyes, 
And  then  to  dry  them,  gav'ft  the  Duke  a  clout, 
Steep'd  in  the  faultlefs  blood  of  pretty  Rutland  j 
His  curfes,  then  from  bitternefs  of  foul 
Denounc'd  againft  thee,  are  now  fall'n  upon  thee  ; 
And  God,  not  we,  has  plagu'd  thy  bloody  deed. 
Queen.  So  juft  is  God,  to  right  the  innocent. 
Haft.  O  'twas  the  fouleft  deed  to  flay  that  babe. 
And  the  moft  mercilefs  that  e'er  was  heard  of! 

Riv,  Tyrants  themfelves  wept  when  it  was  reported. 
Dorf.  No  man  but  prophefy  revenge  for  it. 
Buck.  Northumberland,  then  prefent,  wept  to  fee  it. 
S^.  Mar.  What !  were  you  fnarling  all  before  I  came. 
Ready  to  catch  each  other  by  the  throat, 
And  turn  you  all  your  hatred  now  on  me  ? 
Did  York's  dread  curfe  prevail  fo  much  with  heav'n, 
That  Henry's  death,  my  lovely  Edward's  death, 
Their  kingdom's  lofs,  my  woeful  banifhment, 
Could  all  but  anfwer  for  that  pcevifh  brat? 
Can  curfes  pierce  the  clouds,  and  enter  heav*n  ? 
"Why,  then,  give  way,  dull  clouds,  to  my  quick  curfes  I 
Jf  not  by  war,  by  furfeit  die  your  King, 
As  ours  by  murther,  to  make  him  a  King! 
Edward  thy  fon,  that  now  is  Prince  of  Wales, 
For  Edward  our  fon,  that  was  Prince  of  Wales, 
Die  in  his  youth,  by  like  untimely  violence  ! 
Thyfelf  a  Queen,  for  me  that  was  a  Queen, 
Outlive  thy  glory  like  my  wretched  felf ! 
L^ng  may'ft  thou  live  to  wail  thy  children*'  lofs, 
And  fee  another,  as  I  fee  thee  now, 
Deck'd  in  thy  rights,  at  thou  artftall'd  in  mine  ! 

Long 
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Long  die  thy  happy  days  before  thy  death, 

And  after  many  length'ned  hours  of  grief, 

Die  neither  mother,  wife,  nor  England's  Queen! 

Rivers  and  Dorfet,  you  were  ftanders-by, 

And  fowaft  thou,  Lord  Haftings,  when  mv  fon 

Was  ftabb'd  with  bloody  daggers;  God,  I  pray  him. 

That  none  of  you  may  live  your  natural  age, 

By  fome  unlook'd-for  accident  cut  off! 

GrVo.Have  done  thy  charm,  thou  hateful  wither'd  hag. 
%.  Mar.  And  leave  out  thee  ?  itay,  dog,  for  thoi 
fhalt  hear  me. 
If  heav'ns  have  any  grievous  plague  in  /lore. 
Exceeding  thofe  that  lean  wifh  upon  thee, 
O,  let  them  keep  it,  till  thy  fins  be  ripe ; 
And  then  hurl  down  their  indignation 
On  thee,  thou  troubler  of  the  poor  world's  peace! 
The  worm  of  confeience  ftill  begnaw  thy  foul ; 
Thy  friend  s  fufpea  for  traitors  while  thou  liv'4, 
And  take  deep  traitors  for  thy  deareft  friends  : 
No  fleep  clofe  up  that  deadly  eye  of  thine, 
Unlefs  it  be  while  fome  tormenting  dream 
Affrights  thee  with  a  heil  of  ugly  devils  ! 
Thou  eJvifh-mark'd,  abortive,  rooting  hog  ! 
Thou  that  waft  fcal'd  in  thy  nativity 
The  flavc  of  nature,  and  the  fon  of  hell ! 
Thou  ilander  of  thy  heavy  mother's  womb  ! 
Thou  loathed  iffue  of  thy  father's  loins! 
Thou  wrack  of  honour,  thou  detefted 
Clo.   Margaret.—   — 

£}.  Mar.   Richard.- 

GJ0.   Ha? 

£>   Mar.  I  call  thee  not. 
Gio,  I  cry  thee  mercy  then  ;  for  I  did  think 
That  thou  hadft  call'd  me  all  thefe  bitter  names. 

^  Mar.  Why,  fo  I  did  ;   but  look\i  for  no  reply. 
Oh,  let  me  make  the  period  to  my  curfe. 

(J/c.'Tis  done  by  me,and  ends  inMargaret.  [yourfelf. 

<$tn\-r}.   Thus    have  you  breath'd  your    curfe    againft 

£^.  Mar.   Poor   painted    Onecn,  vain  flourifh    of  my 

Why  ftrew'ft  thcu  fugar  en  that  bottled  fpider,  [fortune! 

Whofc 
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tfhofe  deadly  webenfnareth  thee  about  ? 

■oo\,  foe!,  thou  whett'ftaknife  to  kill  thyfelf  l 

Hie  day  will  come  that  thou  (halt  wi(h  for  me, 

To  help  thee  curie  this  pois'nous  bunch-back'd  toad. 

flj/r.  Falfe-boding  woman,  end  thy  frantic  curfe, 
Lett  to  thy  harm  thou  more  our  patience.  [mine, 

O.  Mar.  Foul  fhame  upon  you  !   you  have  all  mov'd 
~Rrv.   Were   you  well   ferv'd,  you    would    be   taught 

your  duty. 
0.  M^r.  To  ferve  me  well,  you  all  fhould  do  me  duty, 
Teach  me  to  be  your  Queen,  and  you  my  fubje£rs  : 
0  ferve  me  well,  and  teach  yourfelves  that  duty. 
Dorf.  Difpute  not  with  her,  (he  is  lunatic. 
0.  Mar.   Peace,  Matter  Marquis,  ycu  are  malapert  j 
Vour  fire-new  ftamp  of  honour  \z  fcarce  current. 
0  that  your  yourlg  nobility  could  judge 
What'twete  to  lofe  it,  and  be  referable! 
They  that  ftand  high,  have  many  blafis  to  make  them  r 
And  if  they  fall,  they  dafh  themfelves  to  pieces 

G9.   Good  counfel,  marry,  learn  it,  learnit,  Marquis*. 
Dcrf.  It  touchesyou,  my  Lord,  as  much  as  me. 
CIo.  Ay,  and  much  more;  but  I  was  born  fo  high, 
Our  ai'rv'Wildeth  in  the  cedar's  top, 
And  dallies  with  the  wind,  and  fcomsthe  fun. 

0.  Mar.  And  turns  the  fun  to  fhade  ; — alas!  alas! 
Witriefs  my  fon,  now  in  the  fhade  of  death  j 
Whofe  bright  out-fhining  beams  thy  cloudy  wrath 
Hath  in  eternal  darknefs  folded  up. 
Your  ai'ry  buildeth  in  our  ai'ry's  neft: 
0  God,  that  feeft  it,  do  not  fuffcr  it; 
As  it  was  won  with  blocd,  fo  be  it  loft  ! 

Buck.  Peace,  peace  for  flume,  if  not  for  charity. 
0.  Mar.  Urge  neither  charity  nor  flume  to  me  j 
Uncharitably  with  me  have  you  dealt, 
And  fhamefully  my  hopes  by  you  are  butcher'd. 
My  charity  is  outrage,  life  my  fhame, 
And  in  my  fhame  (till  live  my  forrow's  rage! 

Buck.  Have  done,  have  done.  • 

0.  Mar.  O  princely  Buckingham,  I  11  kifs  thy  hand, 
In  fign  of  league  and  amity  with  thee  : 
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Now  fair  befall  thee,  and  thy  noble  houfe  I 
Thy  garments  are  nor  fpotted  with  our  blood  - 
Nor  thou  w.th.n  the  compafs  of  my  curfe.       ' 

Tfcf        AwTM"5  for  curfesnerer  Dafs 
The  lips  of  thofe  that  breathe  them  In  thl    ■ 

^  Mar.  Til  not  believe  but  they    fc  nd  th'   v 
And  there  awake  God's  gentle  &$££<  *» 
O  Buckingham,  oeware  of  yonder  dog. 
Look,  when  he  fawns,  he  bites-   and  »hM  i.    i_- 
His  venom  tooth  will  rankle  to  the  death        ^  ^ 
Ha  ve  not  to  do  wit ^  him,  bexvare  of  him  \      . 
bin,  death,  and  hell,  have  fet  their  m^x,  i  • 

And  all  .heir  minifies  a„end  on  him  °P°n  h"°' 

%''\  ^V^^'  {">'   "y  L<"-d  °f  Buckingham  > 

An|fo„eh  .kcdevW  ,  ~  *S eTo£  f/oS'; 

O,  but  remember  this  another  day  •  l>oun>eJi 

When  he  mall  fpKt  thy  very  heart  with  forrow, 

And  fay    pcor  Marg'ret  was  a  propbetefs 

Live  each  of  you  the  fubjecl  to  his  hate 

And  he  to  yours,  and  all  of  you  to  God's  !  \ExU 

Buck.   My  hair  doth  ftand  on  end  to  hear  her  cifi? 

Xij,.  And  f0  doth  mine  ;  I  wonder  me's  at  liberty. 

ci.    I    u  JT0t  !  her'  by  God'*  hoJy  mother  • 

She  hath  had  too  much  wrong,  and  I  repent  ' 

My  part  thereof  that  I  have  done  to  her. 

Derf.l  never  did  her  any  to  my  knowledge. 

I  was  too  hot  to  do  fome  body  good, 
That  is  too  cold  in  thinking  of  it  now. 
Marry,  for  Clarence,  he  is  well  repay'd  • 
He  is  frank'd  up  to  fatting  for  his  pains  •' 
God  pardon  them  that  are  the  caufe  thereof 

Riv.  A  virtuous  and  a  chriftian-like  conclufion, 
To  pray  for  them  that  have  done  fcathe  to  us. 

Glo.  So  do  I  ever,  being  well  advis'd  \ 
For  had  I  curs'd  now,  I  bad  curs'd  myfe'lf.  \Afide 

Enter  Catesby.  J 

Cstef,  Madam,  his  Majefty  doth  call  for  you, 

And 
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And  for  your  Gr^c,  and  you,  rrry  noble  Lord. 

Queen.  Catefby,  we  come  ;  Lords,  Will  joa  to  with  us. 
£iv.   M*cam,  we  will  attend  your  Grjte. 

[£*>;*  flW  i.vr  Gloucester. 
Glo.   I  do  the  wrcng,  ami  l"uit  Ugin  to  brawl. 
The  iecrtt  milchiefs  that  I  let  a-broach, 
I  by  unto  the  grievous  charge  of  others. 
Clarence,  whom  I  indeed  have  laid  in  darknef?, 
I  do  beweep  to  many  fimple  gulls, 
Namely,  to  Stanley,  Haltings,  liuckingham  i 
And  teil  them,  'tis  the  Queen  and  her  allies 
That  ilr  the  King  againft  the  Duke  my  brother. 
Now,  they  believe  it,  and  withal  whet  m« 
To    e  reveng'd  on  Rivers,  Dorfet,  Gray. 
But  then  I  ugh,  and  with  a  piece  of  lcripture 
Te.i  them,  mat  God  bids  us  do  good  lor  evil  t 
And  thus  1  clothe  my  i.aked  villany  4 

With  old  od>i  ends,  Horn  forth  of  holy  writ, 
And  feem  a  faint  when  moft  1  play  the  devil. 

Enter  two  villainu 
Bit  foft,  here  come  my  execunoners.     . 
How  now,  my  handy,  trout,  refoived  mates,  ' 
Aie  you  now  going  to  iltlpatch  this  deed  ? 

i  Fit.   We  are,  my  Lord,  and  come  to  have    the  war- 
That  we  mav  be  adrmtied  where  he  is.  [rant, 

Glo.   Well  thought  upon,  I  have  it  here  about  me  : 
When  you  have  done,  repair  to  Crofby  place. 
But,  Sirs,  be  fudden  in  the  execution, 
Withil  obdurate,  do  not  hear  him  plead  ; 
For  Clarence  is  well-fpoken,  and  perhaps 
May  move  your  hearts  to  pity,  if  you  mark  him. 

2  ViL  Fear  not,  my  Lord,  we  will  not  (land  to  prate  j 
Talkers  are  no  good  doers ;   be  affur'd, 
We  go  to  ufe  our  hands,  and  not  our  tongues.      [tears. 
Glo.   Your  eyes  drop  militones,  when  fools'  eyes  drop 
I  like  you,  lad's  ;  about  your  bufinels  ;  go.        [Exeunt. 
S  C  E  N  £        V.        Changes  to  the  Tower. 
Enter  Clarence  and  Brakenbury. 
Brak.  Why  looks  your  Grace  fo  heavily  to-day  ? 
Oar.  O,  I  have  pafs'd  a  miferable  night, 
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So  full  of  ugly  fights,  ofghaftly  dreams, 

That,  as  I  am  a  Chriftian  faithful  man, 

I  would  rot  fpend  another  fuch  a  night, 

Though  'twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  days  j 

So  lull  of  difmal  terror  was  the  time.  [tell  mel 

Brak.  What  was  your  dream,  my  Lord  ?    1  pray  you 

Cbr.  Methought  that  I  had  broken  from  the  Toweiy 
And  was  imbark'd  to  crofs  to  Burgundy, 
And  in  my  company  my  brother  Glo'fter  ; 
"Who  from  my  cabbin  tempted  me  to  walk 
Upon  the  hatches.     Thence  welook'd  toward  England,) 
And  cited  up  a  thoufand  heavy  times, 
During  the  wars  of  York  and  Lancafter, 
That  had  befall'nus,     As  we  pafs'd  along 
Upon  the  giddy  footing  of  the  hatchets, 
Methought  that  Glo'fter  (tumbled,  and  in  falling 
Struck  me  (that  fougbt  to  ftay  him)  over-board, 
Into  the  tumbling  billows  of  the  main. 

Lord,  Loid,  methought,  what  pain  it  was  to  drown  I 
-i—What  dreadful  noife  of  waters  in  my  ears  I 
What  fights  of  ugly  death  within  mine  eyes  ! 
I  thought  I  faw  a  thoufand  fearful  wrecks  $ 
A  thoufand  men,  that  fides  gnaw'd  upon  j 
Wedges  01  gold,  great  anchors,  heaps  of  pearl, 
Iheftimable  (rones,  unvalued  jewels. 
Some  lay  in  dead  men's  fculls  ;  and  in  thofc  holes 
Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept. 
As  'tweie  in  fcorn  of  eyes,  reflecting  gems  ; 
That  woo'd  f  the  flimy  bottom  of  the  deep. 
And  mock'd  the  dead  bones  that  lay  fcatter  d  by. 

Brak.  Had  you  fuch  leifure  in  the  time  of  deaths 
To  gaze  upon  the  fecrets  of  the  deep  ? 

Clar.   Methought  I  had  j  and  often  did  I  ftrive 
To  yield  the  ghoft  ;  but  fiili  the  envious  flood 
Kept  in  my  foul,  and  would  not  let  it  forth 
To  find  the  empty,   vaft,  and  wand'rir.g  air  ; 
But  fmother'd  it  within  my  panting  bulk, 
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^hich  almoft  burft  to  belch  it  in  the  fea. 

Srjk.   Awak'd  you  not  with  this  fore  agony  ? 

Car.  No,  no;  my  dream  wjs   lengthen'd  after    life. 
I  then  began  the  temper!  to  my  foul  : 
fik'd,  methougbt,  the  melancholy  flood, 
Vith  that  grim  ferryman  which  potts  write  of, 
fnto  the  kingdom  of  perpetual  night, 
'he  fiift  that  there  did  greet  my  ftranger-foul, 
Vas  my  great  father-in-law,  renowned  Warwick, 

Vho  cry'd  aloud What  fcourge  for  perjury 

!an  this  dark  monarchy  afford  falfe  Clarence  ? 
knd  fo  he  vanifh'd.     Then  came  wand'ring  by 
i  fhadow  like  an  angel,  with  bright  hair 

>abbled   in  blood,  and  he  fhriek'd  out  aloud 

llarence  is  come,  falfe,  fleeting,  perjurd  Clarence, 
'hat  ftabb'd  me  in  the  field  by  Tewksbury  j  : 

eiie  on  him,  furies,  take  him  to  your  torments  ! ►• 

VLith  that,  methought,  a  legion  of  foul  fiends 
nviron'd  me,  and  howled  in  mine  ears 
uch  hideous  cries,  that  with  the  very  noife 
,  trembling,  wak'd  ;  and  for  a  feafon  after 
.Wd  not  believe  but  that  I  was  in  .hell : 
uch  terrible  impreflion  made  my  dream. 

Beak.  No  marvel,  Lord,  that  it  affrighted  you; 

am  afraid,  methinks,  to  hear  you  tell  it. 
Clar.  Ah  !  Brakenbury,   1  have  done  thofe  things  . 
That  now  give  evidence  againft  my  foul, 
"or  Edward's  fake  ;  and  fee  how  he  requites  me.! 
}  God  !  if  my  deep  prayers  cannot  appeale  thee,  , 
Jut  thou  wilt  be  aveng'd  on  my  mifdeeds; 
ifet  execute  thy  wrath  on  me  alone.:  - 
D  l'pare  my  guiltleis  wife,  and  my  poor  children ! 
.  pr'ythee,  Brakenbury,  flay  by  me  ; 
\iy  foul  is  heavy,  and  I  fain  would  deep.  [reft  ! 

£rak.  I  will,  my  Lojd.      God  give  your  Grace  good 
sorrow  breaks  feafons  and  repofing  hours,  [Afidc. 

Makes  the  night  morning,  and  the  noon -tide  night. 
Prjnces  have  but  their  titles  for  their  glories, 
An  outward  honour,  for  an  inward  toil  j   . 
And,  for  unfclt  imaginations, 
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They  often  feel  a  world  of  reftlefs  cares : 
So  that  between  their  titles,   and  low  name, 
'There's  nothing  differs  but  the  outward  fame. 

SCENE     VI.  Er.ter  the  ttvo  Villains. 

1  Vil.  Ho,  who's  there  ? 

Brak.   In  God's  name,  what  art  thou  ?  how   cam' 
»hou  hither  ? 

a  Pit.  I  would  fpeak  with  Clarence,  and  I  came  hi 
ther  on  mv  legs. 

Brat.   What,  fo  brief? 
_    1*7/.   'Tis  better,  Sir,  than  to  be  tedious.     Let  hin 
iee  our  conmmiffion,  and  talk  no  more. 

Brak.   [Reads  ]  I  am  in  this  commanded,  to  delive 
The  Noble  Duke  of  Clarence  to  your  hands. 
I  will  not  reafon  what  is  meant  hereby, 
Becaule  I  will  be  guiitlefs  of  the  meaning. 
There  lies  the  Duke  afleep,  and  there  the  keys. 
I'll  to  the  King,  and  fignify  to  him, 
That  thus  I  have  refign'd  to  you  my  charge.  {Exit. 

1  Vil  Vou  may,  Sir,  'tis  a  point  of  wifdom  :  fart 
you  well. 

2  Vil  What,  mall  we  flab  him  as  he  deeps  ? 

1  Vil.  No  $  he'll  fay,  'twas  done  cowaidiy  when  h« 
wakes. 

a  Vil.  When  he  wakes !  why,  fool,  he  mall  nevei 
wake  until  the  great  judgment  day. 

1  Vil.  Why,  then  he'll  fay,  we  ftabb'd  him  ileeping. 

2  Vil.  The  urging  of  that  word,  judgment,  hath  bred 
a  kind  of  remorfe  in  me. 

I  Vil.   What  ?  art  thou  afraid  ? 

a  Vil.  Not  to  kill  him,  having  a  warrant  for  it  :  but 
to  be  damn'd  for  killing  him,  from  the  which  no  war- 
yant  can  defend  me. 

j  Vil.  I'll  back  to  the  duke  of  Glo'fter,  and  tell  him  fo, 

a  Vil  Nay,  pr'ythee,  ftay  a  little:  I  hope  this  holy 
humour  of  mine  will  change  3  it  was  wont  to  hold  me 
but  while  one  would  tell  twenty. 

I  Vil.  How  doftthou  feci  thyfelfnow  ? 

a  Vil.  'Faith,  fome  certain  dregs  of  ccnicience  are 
yet  within  me. 
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1  Til.  Remember  the  reward  when  the  deed's  done. 

2  Vil.  Come,  he  dies.    1  had  forgot  the  reward. 

1  Vil.  Where's  thy  confcicnce  now  ? 

%  Vil.  O,  in  the  Duke  or  G!o' Iter's  purfe. 
i  Vil.  When  he   opens  his  purie   to  give  us  our  re- 
ward, thy  confcicnce  flies  out. 

2  Vil.  'Tis  no  matter,  let  it  go  j  there's  few  or  none 
will  entertain  it. 

i  Vtl.   What  if  it  come  to  thee  again  ? 

2  Vil,  I'll  not  meddle  with  it  j  it  is  a  dangerous 
thing,  it  m.ikes  a  man  a  coward.  A  man  cannot  ileal, 
but  it  accukth  him  j  a  man  cannot  fwear,  but  it  checks 
him  ;  a  man  cannot  lye  with  his  neighbour's  wife,  but 
it  detects  him.  'Tis  a  bluihing  fhame-fae'd  fpitit,  that 
mutinies  in  a  man's  bofom  ;  it  fills  one  full  of  obstacles. 
It  made  me  ouce  reftore  a  purfe  of  gold  that  by  chance 
I  found.  It  beggars  any  man  that  keeps  it.  It  is  turned 
out  of  towns  and  cities  for  a  dangerous  thing  j  and  every 
man  that  means  to  live  well,  endeavours  to  truft  to  him- 
1'elf,  2nd  live  without  it. 

i  Vil  'Tis  even  now.  at  my  elbow,  perfuading  me 
not  to  kill  the  Duke. 

2  Vil.  Take  the  devil  in  thy  mind,  and  believe  it  not: 
it  would  infmuate  with  thee  but  to  make  thee  figh. 

1  Vil,  I  am  ftrong-fram'd,  he  cannot  prevail  with  me. 

2  Vil.  Spoke  like  a  tall  fellow,  that  refpects  his  re- 
putation.    Come,  mall  we  fall  to  work  ? 

i  Vil.  Take  him  over  the  coftard  with  the  hilt  of 
thy  fword,  and  then  throw  him  into  the  malmfie- 
Lutt  in  the  next  room. 

2  Vil.  O  excellent  device,  and  make  a  fop  of  him. 

1  Vil.  Soft,  he  wakes.  Shall  I  (hike  ? 

2  Vil.  No  ;  we'll  reafon  with  him. 

Clar.  VV  here  art  thou,  keeper  ?  give  me  a  cup  of  wine. 
2  Vil.  You  fhall  have  wine  enough,  my  Lord,  anoa. 
Clar.  In  God's  name,  what  art  thou  ? 
j  Vil,  A  man,  as  you  are. 
Clar.  But  not,  as  I  am,  royal. 
I  Vill,  Nor  you,  as  we  are,  loyal. 
Clar,  Thy  vcice  is  thunder,  but  thy  locks  are  humbk. 

l  ViL 
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i  Vil.  My  voice  is  now  the  King's,  my  Jooks  mine- 
own. 

Clar.  How  darkly  and  how  deadly  doft  thou  fpeak  > 
Your  eyes  do  menace  me  :  why  look  you  pale  ? 
Who  fent  you  hither  t  wherefore  .do  vou  come'  > 

Bc<b.  To,  to,  to 

Clar.  To  murther  me  ? 

Both.   Ay,  ay. 

Clar.  You  fcarcely  have  the  hearts  to  t«ll  me  Co  ! 
And  therefore  cannot  have  the  hearts  to  do  it. 
Wherein,  my  friends,  have  I  offended  you  ? 

1  Vil.  Offended  us  you  have  not,  but  the  King. 
Clar.  I  mall  be  reconciled  to  him  again. 

2  Vil.   Never,  my  Lord  j  therefore  prepare  to  die. 
Clar.  Are  you  call'd  forth  from  out  a  world  of  men 

To  flay  the  innocent  ?  what's  my  offence  ? 

Where  is  the  evidence  that  doth  accufc  me  ? 

What  lawful  queft  have  giv'n  their  verdidr.  up 

Unto  the  frowning  judge  ?  or  who  pronounced 

The  bitter  fentence  of  poor  Clarence*  death  >  ■ 

Before  I  be  convict  by  courfe  of  law, 

To  threaten  me  with  death,  is  mod  unlawful.. 

I  charge  you,  as  ye  hope  to  have  redemption, 

That  you  depart,  and  lay  no  hands  on  me. 

The  deed  you  undertake  is  damnable. 

I  Vil   What  we  will  do,  we  do  upon  command. 
a  Vil.  And  he  that  hath  commanded,  is  our  King. 
Clar.  Erroneous  vaffals  !  the  great  King  of  kings 

Hath  in  the  table  of  his  law  commanded, 
That  thou  fhalt  do  no  murder  ;  will  you  then 
Spurn  at  his  edift,  and  fulfil  a  man's  ? 
Take  heed,  for  he  holds  vengeance  in  his  hand, 
To  hurl  upon  their  heads  that  break  his  law. 

a  Vil   And  that  fame  vengeance  doth  he  hurl  o&  thee 
Forfalfe  forfwearing,  and  for  murther  too. 
Thou  didft  receive  the  faerament,  to  fight 
In  quarrel  of  the  houfe  of  Lancafter. 

i  Vil.  And,  like  a  traitor  ta  the  name  of  God, 
Didft  break  that  vow,  and  with  thy  treacherous  blade 
^*nj>p*dft.theiowtls  of  thy  Sovereign's  fo* 
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i  ,"..'.  Whom  thou  wcrt  fworn  to  cherifh  and  defend* 
1  I'll.  How  canft  thou  urge  God's  dreadful  law  to  us, 
Wncn  thou  haft  broke  it  in  fuch  high  degree  ? 

Clar.  Alas  !  for  whofc  fake  did  1  that  ill  deed  ? 
For  Edward,  for  my  brother,  for  his  fake. 
He  lends  you  not  to  murther  me  for  this  j. 
For  in  that  fin  he  is  as  deep  as  I. 
It  God  will  be  avenged  for  the  deed, 
{ [O,  know  you  yet,  he  doth  it  publicly  ;J 
Take  not  the  quarrel  from  his  powerful  arm. 
He  needs  no  indirect  nor  lawlefs  courfc, 
To  cut  oft'thofe  that  have  offended  him. 

l  Vil.  Who  made  thee  then  a  bloody  miniftcr, 
Wnen  gallant-fpringing  brave  Plantagenet, 
That  princely  novice,  was  (truck  dead  by  thee  ? 

C':r.  My  brother's  love,  the  devil,  and  my  rage, 

l  Vil,  Thy  brother's  love,  our  duty,  and  thy  fault, 
IVovoke  us  hither  now,  to  (laughter  thee«, 

Clar.  if  you  do  love  my  brother,  hate  not  me. 
am  his  brother,  and  I  love  him  well. 
fyou  are  Kir'd  for  m^ed,  go  back  again, 
Vnd  1  will  fend  you  to  my  brocaer  Glo'fter, 
Vho  will  reward  you  beite.-  for  my  life, 
Than  Edward  will  for  tidings  of  ray  death.  f*ou-' 

xVl.  You  aredeceiv'd  j  your  brother  Glo'fter  hates 

Chr.  Oh,  no,  he  loves  me,  and  he  nolds  mc  dear. 
}uyou  to  him  from  me. 

Both.  Ay,  (o  we  will. 

Clar.  Tell  him,  when  that  our  princely  father  York 
Uefi'd  his  three  fons  with  his  victorious  arm, 
V.nd  charg'd  us  from  ins  foul  to  love  each  ether, 
it  iittle  thought  of  this  divided  friendihip. 
lid  Glo'fter  ihmk  on  this,  and  he  will  weep. 

I  Vil.  Ay,  milftones,  as  he  lefibn'd  us  to  weep. 

Clar.  O  do  not  (lander  him,  for  he  is  kind. 

I  Vil.  As  (now  in  harveit  ;— you  deceive  yourfelf  J 
I'M  he  that  fends  us  to  deltrny  you  here. 

Car.  It  cannot  be,  for  he  be  wept  my  fortune, 
i.nd  hugg'd  me  in  his  arms,  and  fwore  with  fobs, 
•'hat  i;e  »vould  labcur  :ny  delivery. 

i  r;:, 
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1  VtL  Why,  fo  he  doth,  when  he  delivers  vou 
From  this  earth's  thraldom  to  the  joys  or  heav'n. 

%Vil.  Make  peace  with  God,  /or  you  mull  die,  my; 

C/ar.  Have  you  that  holy  feeling  in  your  foul,  [Lord. 
To  counftl  me  to  make  my  peace  with  God, 
-And  are  you  yet  to  your  own  fouls  fo  blind, 
That  you  will  war  with  God,  by  murd'ring  me  ? 

0  Sirs,  confirier,  they  that  fet  you  on 

To  do  this  deed,  will  hate  you  for  the  deed. 

2  Vil.  What  mail  we  do  ? 

Clar.  Relent,  and  fave  your  fouls. 

Which  of  you,  if  you  were  a  prince's  fori, 

Bejng  pent  from  liberty,  as  I  am  now, 

It  two  fucb  murtherers  as  yourfelves  came  to  you, 

Would  net  intreat  for  life  ?  ah!  you  would  beg, 

Were  you  in  my  diftrefs- j 

I  Vil.  Relent  ?  'tis  cowardly  and  womaniih. 

Clar.  Not  to  relent,  is  beafrly,  favage,  devihih. 
My  friend,  I  fpy  feme  pity  in  thy' looks. 
0,  if  thine  eye  be  not  a  flatterer, 
Come  thou  on  my  fide,  and  intreat  for  me. 
f  [A  begging  prince  what  beggar  pities  not  ? 

1  2  'il.  Look  behind  you,  my  Lord.] 

1  Vil.  Take  that,  and  that  j  if  all  this  will  not  *o% 

\Stcbi  him, 
I'll  drown  you  in  the  malmfie-butt  within.  \_Exit. 

2  Vil.  A  bloody  deed,  and  defp'rntely  difpatch'd, 
How  fain,  like  Pilate,  would  I  waih  my  haods 

Of  this  moft  grievous  guilty  murther  dor.e  ! 

Re-enter  frfi  Villain.  [me  not  ? 

X  Vil.  How  now?  whatmean'fl  thou,  that  thou  help'fl 
By  heav'n  the  Duke  mail  know  how  flack  you've  been, 

2  Vil.  1  would  he  knew  that  I  had  fav'd  his  brother  ! 
Take  thou  the  fee,  and  tell  him  what  I  fay  j 
For  I  repent  me  that  the  Duke  is  flain.  [.Exit. 

I  Vil,  So  do  not  Ij  go,  coward,  as  thou  art. 
Well,  I'll  go  hide  the  body  in  feme  hole, 
Till  that  the  Duke  give  order  for  his  burial  : 
And,  when  I  have  my  meed,  I  mult,  away  ; 
|or  this  will  out,  and  then  1  rr.uil  not  flay,  [Exit. 

ACT 
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ACT     II.       SCENE!. 

The  Court. 

Enter   King  Edward  fick,   the  Quee*,   Dorfet,   Rivers, 
Haftings,  C-telby,  Buckingham,  and  other  Lords. 

K.  Edw.  VTT  H  Y,  fo ;  now  have  I  done  a  good  day's 

W  work. 

You  Peers,  continue  this  united  league: 
I  every  day  expect  an  embafiage 
From  my  Redeemer,  to  recal  me  hence. 
And  now  in  peace  my  foul  (hall  part  to  heav'n, 
Since  I  have  made  my  friends  at  peace  on  earth. 
Haftings  and  Rivers,  take  each  other's  hand; 
Diflemble  not  your  hatred  ;  fwear  your  love. 

R;v.  By  heav'n,  my  foul  is  purg'd  from  grudging 
And  with  my  hand  I  feal  my  true  heart's  love,  [hate, 

Haft.  So  thrive  I,  as  I  truly  fwear  the  like  ! 

K.  Edw.  Take  heed  you  dally  not  before  your  King, 
Left  he  that  is  the  fupreme  King  of  kings, 
Confound  your  hidden  falfehood,  and  award 
Either  of  you  to  be  the  other's  end. 

Haft.  So  profper  I,  as  I  fwear  perfect  love  ! 

Riv.  And  I,  as  I  love  Haftings  with  my  heart ! 

K.  Edw.  Madam,  vourfelf  is  not  exempt  from  this  : 
Nor  your  fon  Dorfet  ;  Buckingham,  nor  you  : 
You  have  been  factious  one  againft  the  other. 
Wife  love  Lord  Haftings,  let  him  kifs  your  hand  ; 
And  what  you  do,  do  it  unfeiqnedly. 

Queen.  There,  Haftings, — I  will  never  more  remem- 
Our  former  hatred  j  fo  thrive  I  and  mine  !  [ber 

AT.  Ediv .  Dorfet,  embrace  him.  Haftings,  love  Lord 
Marquis. 

Dorf.  The  interchange  of  love  I  here  proteft, 
Upon  my  part,  /hall  be  inviolable. 

Haft    And  fo  fwear  J. 

K.  Edw.  Now,  princely  Buckingham,  feal  thou  this 
With  thy  embracements  to  my  wife's  allies,  [league 
And  make  me  happy  in  your  unity. 

Suck.  When  ever  Buckingham  doth  turn  his  hate 

Upon 
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Upon  your  Grace,  and  not  with  duteous  love" 

[Totbe£ueen\ 
Doth  cherish  you  and  your*?,  God  punifh  me 
With  hate  in  thofe  where  I  expedt  mcft  love!- 
When  I  have  moil  need  to  employ  a  friend, 
Andmoft  allured  that  he  is  a  friend, 
Deep,  hollow,  treacherous,  and  full  of  guile, 
Be  he  to  me  !  this  do  I  beg  of  heaven, 
When  I  am  cold  in  zeal  to  you  or  your's. 

[Embracing  R 1  vers ,  &t  j 
K.  Edio.  A  pleafing  cordial,  princely  Buckingham, 
Is  this  thy  vow  unto  my  fickly  heart. 
There  wanteth  now  our  brother  Glo'fter  here, 
To  make  the  blefied  period  of  this  peace. 

Buck.  And,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  noble  Dukej 

Enter  Gloucefter,  iviib  Ratcliff. 
G/o.Good-  morrow  to  my  Sovereign  King  and  Queen 
And,  princely  Peers,  a  happy  time  of  day  ! 

jiT.  EJiv.  Happy  indeed,  as  we  have  fpent  the  day. 
Brother,  we  have  done  deeds  of  charity  j 
Made  peace  of  enmity,  fair  love  of  hate, 
Between  thefe  fwelling  wrong-incenfed  Peers. 

G/o.  A  blefled  labour,  my  moft  Sovereign  Liege. 
Among  this  princely  heap,  if  any  here, 
By  falfe  intelligence,  or  wrong  furmife, 
Hold  me  a  foe  j  if  I  unwittingly 
Have  aught  committed  that  is  hardly  borne 
By  any  in  this  prefence,  I  defire 
To  reconcile  me  to  his  friendly  peace. 
*Tis  death  to  me  to  be  at  enmity. 
1  hate  it,  and  defire  all  good  mens'  love. 
Firft,  Madam,  I  intreat  true  peace  -of  you, 
Which  I  will  purchafe  with  my  duteous  fervice. 
Of  you,  my  nobis  coufin  Buckingham, 
If  ever  any  grudge  were  lodg'd  between  us  ; 
Of  you,  and  you,  Lord  Rivers,  and  of  Dorfet, 
That  all  without  defert  have  frown'd  on  me  : 
Of  you,  Lord  Woodvile  j  and,  Lord  Scales,  of  you  j 
Dukes,  Earls,  Lords,  Gentlemen  ;   indeed,  of  all. 
I  do  not  know  that  Englifliman  alive, 

Wit 


3c.  i.       Ki-wg   Richard  III.  ^05 

VVi;h  whom  my  foul  i?  any  jot  at  odd?, 
More  than  the  infant  that  is  born  to-night. 
I  thank  my  God  for  my  humility. 

tauten.  A  holiday  /hall  this  be  kept  hereafter. 
I  would  to  God  all  ftnfes  were  well  compounded  ! 
My  Sovereign  Lord,  I  do  befeech  your  Highnef* 
To  take  our  brother  Clarence  to  your  Grace. 

Glo,  Why,  Madam,  have  I  ofter'd  love  for  this, 
"JJd  be  lo  flouted  in  this  royal  prefence  ? 
Who  knows  not  that  the  gentle  Duke  is  dead  ? 

[Tbey  all  fort. 
You  do  him  injury  to  fcorn  his  corfe.  [he  if  ? 

K.Edzu.    Who  knows  not  he  is  dead  !   who   knows 

£>ttcen.    All-feeing  Heaven,  what  a  world  is  this ! 

Buck,  Look  I  fo  pale,  Lord  Dorfet,  as  the  reft  ? 

Dorf.  Ay,  my  good  Lord  ;  and   no  man  in  the  pre- 
But  his  red  colour  hath  foifookhis  cheeks.  ["fence, 

K.  Ediv.  Is  Clarence  dead  ?  the  order  was  revers'd. 

Glo.  But  he,  poor  n^an,  by  your  firft  order  died, 
And  that  a  winged  Mercury  did  bear: 
Some  tardy  cripple  had  the  countermand, 
That  came  too  lag  to  fee  him  buried. 
God  grant  that  fome  lefs  noble,  and  lefs  loyal, 
Nearer  in  bloody  thoughts,  and  not  in  blood, 
Deferve  no  worfe  than  wretched  Clarence  did, 
And  yet  go  current  from  fufytcion. 

En'er  Lord  Stanley.   • 

Stanley.   A  boon,  my  Sov'reign,  for  my  fcrvice  done. 

K.  Ediv.  I  pr'ythee,  peace  ;  my  foui  is  full  of  lotrow. 

Stanley,  I  will  not  rife,  unlefs  yourHighnefs  hear  me. 

K.Ediv.  Then  fay  at  once,  what  is  it  thou  requtlfft. 

Stanley.  The  forfeit,  Sov'reign,  of  my  lervant's  life, 
Who  flew  to-day  a  riotous  gentleman, 
Lately  attendant  on  the  Duke  of  Norfolk. 

K.   Ediv.    Have  I  a  tongue  to  doom  my  brother's 
And  fliall  that  tonrue  give  pardon  to  a  flave  ?    [death  ? 
My  brother  kill'd  no  man  5  his  fault  was  thought  j 
And  yet  his  puniihment  was  bitter  death. 
Who  fued  to  me  for  him  ?  who,  in  my  wrath, 
Kneel'd  at  my  feet,  and  bid  me  be  advis'd  ? 
Vot.  V.  S  Who 
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Who  fpoke  of  brotherhood  ?  who  fpoke  of  love  ? 

Who  told  me,  how  the  poor  foul  did  forfake 

The  mighty  Warwick,  and  did  fight  for  me  ? 

Who  told  me,  in  the  field  at  Tewkibury, 

When  Oxford  had  me  down,  he  refcu'd  me  ? 

And  faid,  Dear  brother,  live  and  be  a  King  ? 

Who  told  me,  when  we  both  lay  in  the  field, 

Frozen  almoft  to  death,  how  he  did  lap  me, 

Ev'n  in  his  garments,  and  did  give  himfelf 

All  thin  and  naked  to  the  numb  cold  night  ? 

All  this  from  my  remembrance  brutifli  wrath 

Sinfully  pluck'd,  and  not  a  man  of  you 

Had  fo  much  grace  to  put  it  in  my  mind. 

But  when  your  carters,  or  your  waiting  vaualr, 

Have  done  a  drunken  Slaughter,  and  defae'd 

The  precious  image  of  our  dear  Redeemer  j 

You  ftraightare  on  your  knees  for  pardon,  pardon,— ■ 

And  I,  uhjuftly  too,  muft  grant  it  you; 

JBufcformy  brother  not  a  man  would  fpeak, 

Nor  I,  ungracious,  fpake  unto  myfelf 

For  him,  poor  foul.     The  proudeft  of  you  all 

Have  been  beholden  to  him  in  his  life; 

Yet  none  of  you  would  once  plead  for  his  life* 

O  God  ! T fear  thy  juftice  will  take  hold 

On  me  and  you,  and  mine  and  yours,  for  this. 

Come,  Haftings,  help  me  to  my  clofet.     Ah, 

Poor  Clarence !     [Exeunt  fame  ivitb  tbeTCing  and 2>ueer.  j 

Glo.  Thefe  are  the  fruits  of  rafanefs-:  raark'd  yo 
How  that  the  guilty  kindred  of  the' Queen  [not 

Look'd  pale,  when  they  did  hear  of  Clarence*  death? 
O!  they  did  urge  it  ftill  unto  the  King. 
God  will  revenge  it.     Come,  Lords,  will  you  go 
To  comfort  Edward  with  our  company  >  {Exeunt 

SCENE       II. 
inter  the  Ducbefs  of  Y oik,  ivitb  tbe  two  cbildren  t 
Clarence. 

Son.  Good  grandam,  tell  us,  is  our  father  dead  ? 

Ducb.  No,  boy. 

Daugb.  Why  do  you  weep  fo  oft  ?  and  beat  you 
And  cry,  0  Clarence  !  my  unhappy  fon !        £breaft  i 

S«k 
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Sort.  Why  do  you  look  on  us,  and  fhakeyour  head, 
Vnd  call  us  orphans,  wretches,  caflavvnys, 
f  that  our  noble  father  be  alive  ? 
Ducb.  My  pretty  coufins,  you  miftakc  mc  both, 
do  lament  the  ficknefsof  the  King, 
Us  loth  to  lofe  him  -y  not  your  father's  death; 
t  were  loft  forrow  to  wail  one  that's  lofh 

Son.  Than  you  conclude,  my  grandam,  he  is  dead. 
The  King  mine  uncle  is  to  blame  for  this. 
3od  will  revenge  it,  whom  I  will  importune- 
I  With  daily  earneft  prayers. 
Daurb.  And  fowilll; 

Duct.  Peace,  children,  peace  !  the  King  doth  Jove 
'ncapable  and  mallow  innocents !  [you  well. 

B^ou  cannot  euefs  who  caus'd  your  father  s  death. 

I     Son.  Grandam,  we  can  ;  for  my  good  uncle  GIo  Iter 
Told  me,  the  King,  provok'd  to't  by  the  Queen, 
Devis'd  impeachments  to  impnfon  him  ; 
I  And  when  my<  uncle-told  me  fo,  he  wept, 
,  And  pitied  me,  and  kindly  kils'd  my  cheek  ; 
I  Bade  me  rely  on  him,  as  on  my  father, 
*  And  he  would  love  me  dearly  as  his  child. 

Ducb.  Ah!  that  deceit  mould  fteal  fnch  gentle  lhape, 
And  with  a  virtuous  vizard  hide  deep  vice! 
He  is  my  fon,  ay,  and  therein  my  (name  j . 
Yet  from-my  dugs  he  drew  not  this  deceit. 

Son.  Think  you  my  uncle  did  diffemWe,  grandam  ? 
Ducb.  Ay,  boy.  * .     , 

Son.  I  cannot  think  it.  Hark,  what  noife  is  this  ? 
Xnter  tbe  Queen  with  btr  hair  about  her  ears,  Rivers  and 
Dorfet  after  ber. 
Queen.  Ah  !  who  ftiall  hinder  me  to  wail  and  weep  t 
To  chide  mv  fortune,  and  torment  myfelf  ? 
I'll  join  with  black  defpair  againft  my  foul, 

And  to  myfelf  become  an  enemy. m 

Ducb.  What  means  thisfceneot  rude  impatience  f 
Queen.  To  make  an  a£l  of  tragic  violence. 
Edward,  my  Lord,  thy  fon, our  King,  is  dead. 
Why  grow  the  branches  when  the  root  is  gone  . 
Why  wither  nat  the  leaves  that  want  their  fap  ? 
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If  you  will  live,  lament ;  if  die,  be  brief  j 

That  ourfwift-winged  fouls  may  catch  the  King's  ; 

Or,  like  obedient  fubjefts,  fellow  him 

To  his  new  kingdom  of  perpetual  reft. 

Ducb.  Ah!  fo  much  int'refthave  I  in  thy  forrow, 
As  I  had  title  to  thy  nobJt  hufband. 
J  have  bewepta  worthy  hufband's  death, 
And  liv'd  by  looking  on  his  images. 
But  now  two  mirrors  of  his  princely  femblance 
Are  crack'd  in  pieces  by  malignant  death  j 
And  I  for  comfort  have  but  one  falfe  glafs, 
That  grieves  me  when  I  fee  my  fhame  in  him. 
Thou  art  a  widow,  yet  thou  art  a  mother, 
And  haft  the  comfort  of  thy  children  left : 
£ut  death  hath  fhatch'd  my  hufband  from  mine  arms,. 
And  pluck'd  two  crutches  from  my  feeble  hands, 
Clarence  and  Edward.     O,  what  caufe  have  I 
(Thine  being  but  a  moiety  of  my  grief) 
To  over-go  thy  plaints,  and  drown  thy  cries  ! 

Son.  Ah,  aunt !  you  wept  not  for  our  father's  death  j 
How  can  we  aid  you  with  our  kindred-tears  ? 

Daugb.  Our  fatherlefs  diftrefs  was  left  unmosn'd, 
Your  widow-dolours  likeways  be  unwept  \ 

Queen.  Give  me  no  help  in  lamentation, 
I  am  not  barren  to  bring  forth  complaints : 
'[All  fprings  reduce  their  currents  to  mine  eyef# 

That  I,  being  govern'd  by  the  wat'ry  moon, 
^May  fend  forth  plenteous  tears  to  drown  the  world.] 
Ah,  for  my  hufband,  for  my  dear  Lord  Edward  ! 

Cbil.  Ah,  for  our  father,  for  our  dear  Lord  Clarence ! 

Ducb.  Alas,  for  both,  both  mine,  Edward  and  Cla- 
rence ! 

Queen.  What  ftay  had  I  but  Edward  ?  and  he's  gone. 

Cbil.  What  ftay  had  we  but  Clarence  ?  and  he's  gone. 

Ducb.  What  ftay?  had  I  but  they  ?  and  they  are  gone. 

$ueen.  Was  never  widow  had  fo  dear  a  lofs. 

Cbil.  Were  never  orphans  had  fo  dear  a  lofs, 

Ducb.  Was  never  mother  had  fo  dear  a  lofs. 
Alas1   I  am  the  mother  of  thefe  griefs  ;    . 
Their  woes  are  parcell'd,  mine  are  general.     - 

She 
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She  for  an  Edward  weeps,  and  fo  do  I  j 
I  for  a  Clarence  weep,  fo  doth  not  fiie  ; 
Thefe  babes  for  Clarence  weep,  and  fo  do  I. 
AJjs  !  you  three,  on  me  threefold  diilrefs'd 
Pour  all  your  tears  j  lam  your  iorrow*s  nurfe, 
And  I  will  pamper  it  with  ^mentations. 

Dorf.  Comfort,  dear  mother  j  God  is  much  difpleas'd, 
That  with  unthankfulnefs  you  take  his  doing. 
In  common  wo,rdly  things  'tis  call'd  ungrateful 
With  dull  unwillingnefs  to  pay  a  debt, 
Which  with  a  bounteous  hand  was  kindly  lent; 
Much  more  to  be  thus  oppofite  with  Heav'n } 
for  it  requires  the  royal  debt  it  k-nt  you. 

Riv.   Madam,  bethink,  you,,  like  a  careful  mother, 
Of  the  young  prince  your  fon,  fend  ftraight  for  him, 
Let  him  be  crown'd  ;  in  himyour  comfort  lives. 
Drown  defp'rate  forrow  in  dead  Edward's  grave, 
And  plant  your  joys  in  living  Edward's  throne. 

SCENE     III, 
Enter  Gloucefter,  Buckingham,  Stanley,  Haftings,  an!  . 
Ra.tcliff. 

Ck.  Sifter,  have  comfort:  all  of  us  have  caufc 
i  To  wail  the  dimming  of  our  mining  frar  j 
But  none  can  help  our  harms  by  wailing  them, 
Madam,  my  mother,  I  do  cry  you  mercy  j 
1  did  not  fee  you.-— —Humbly  on  my  knee 
I  crave  your  blefllng. 

Ducb.  God  blefs  thee,  and  put  meeknefsin  ihybreaft, 
-ove,  charity,  obedience,  and  true  duty., 

Glo,  Amen,  and. make  me  die  a  good  old  man!— 
That  is  the  butt-end  of  a  mother's  blefling  j 
marvel  that  her  grace  iUd  leave  it  out.  \_Afide. 

Buck.  You  cloudy  princes,  and  heart-forrowing  peeri, 
That  bear  this  mutual  heavy  load  of  moan, 
^ow  chear  each  other  in  each  other's  love. 
Though  we  have  fpent  our  harveft  of  this  King, 
Ve  are  to  reap  the  harveft  of  his  fon. 
The  broken  rancour  of  your  high  fwoln  hearts, 
Jut  lately  fplinter'd,  knit  and  join'd  together, 
4uft  gently  be  preferv'd,  cherifh'd,  and  \^\, 

S  3  M<x; . 
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Me  feemeth  good,  that,  with  fome  little  train, 
Forthwith  from  Ludlow  the  young  prince  be  fetch'd 
Hither  to  London  to  be  crown'd  our  King. 

Riv.  Why  with  fome  little  train,  my  Lcrd  of  Buck- 
le*. Marry,  my  Lord,  left  by  a  multitude  [ingham? 
The  new-heal'd  wound  of  malice  mould  break,  out  ; 
Which  would  be  fo  much  the  more  dangerous, 
By  how  much  the  eftate  is  yet  ungovern'd.  - 
Where  every  horfe  bears  his  commanding  rem. 
And  may  direct  his  courfe  as  pleafe  himfelf, 
As  well  the  fear  of  harm,  as  harm  apparent, 
In  my  opinion  ought  to  be  prevented. 

Glo.  I  hope  the  King  made  peace  with  ail  Of  usj 
And  the  compact  is  firm  and  true  in  me. 

Riv.   And  fo  in  me;  and  fo  I  think  in  au. 
Vet  fince  it  is  bat  green,  it  mould  be  put 
To  no  apparent  likelihood  of  breach, 
Which  haply  by  much  comp'ny  might  be  urg  d  ; 
Therefore  1  fay,  with  noble  Buckingham, 
That  it  is  meet  but  few  mould  fetch  the  Prrnce. 
JJcJI.  And  fofay  I. 

Glo.  Then  be  it  (o  ;  and  go  we  to  determine  _ 
Who  they  majl  be  that  ftraight  mail  poft  to  Ludlow. 
Madam,  and  you  my  fifter,  will  you  go, 
To  give  youy  cenfares*  in  this  weighty  bui,nefy£jfrt,B. 

Mane*  Buckingham  end  Gloucester. 
tuck.  My  Lord,  whoever  journiea  to  the  Prince, 
Tor  God's  fake  let  not  ns  two  ftay  at  home  j 
For  by  the  way  1*11  fort  occafion,  ^ 
As  index  to  the  ftory  we  late  talk'd  of, 
To  part  the  Queen's  proud  kindred  from  the  Prince. 

&o.  My  other  fe)f,  my  counfel's  confiftory, 
My  oracle,  my  prophet!— My  dear  coufin, 
J,  as  a  child,  will  go  by  thy  direction. 
Tow'rd  Ludlow  then,  for  we'll  not  ftay  ^"^^ 


*,rf»fttr(»y  iotMunfilu 
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C«  J  v  V       IV  Change*  to  afreet  near  the  c»ur'' 

1  C   E  •     . ,«,  *ne  door. and  another  at  the  other. 

,  f  i,  GortJ    morrow,   ncignw        >  rfaft  ■' 

!  Qit.  I  promife  yoo  I  hardly  know  myfclf :     [faft 
,,/„  you  the  news  abroad  ? 

3  Cif .  Neighbours,  God  fpeed  !- 

r;#    P.ive  vou  eood  morrow,  Mr.  L 

1  ?>    Doth   the  news    hold  of  good  King   Edward 
5  2/   MS       ^  is  too  true  ;  God  help  the  wh.e! 
-  C  '   ~X'  ,rtPr<;   look  to  fee  a  troublous  world. 

3  £ft  Jhe"'  rS.H?r.cehisfon  (hall  reign. 
,  Cit.  No,  no,  by  God  • £° ,  *  .d  by  a  child  1 

^  Pi*     Wo  to  that  land  that  s  govern        j 
\  »    in  him  there  is  a  hope  of  government ; 
Which  in  his  nonage,  count*)  under  h  m, 
And    in  his  full  and  ripen  d  years,  bimfelf, 

J  a,   rfetrlr  it  were  «hey  all  came  by  b»  father  ; 
Or  by  his  father  there  were  none  at  all : 

t  lulafon,  -^^^^^vent  not. 
Will  touch  us  all  too  near,  ti  «»   J 

And  were  they  to  he  rul'd,  and  not  to  rule, 
This  fickly  l»d  mifiht  folacc  as  before.  ^ 

,  Or.  Come,  come  we  fearthe  wor*^ 
,  G>.  When  clouds  are  feen,  wile  men  p 
'  i  f.n   fhpn  winter  >s  at  band  ;  ^cioa*3$ 

Untimely  ftorm*  make  men  expect  a  dear*  I  ^ 
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All  may  be  ivell ;  but  if  God  Tort  it  fo, 
Tjs  more  than  we  deferve,  or  J  expect 
a  Cit.  Truly  the  hearts  of  men  are  fuij  of  fear- 
You  cannot  reafon  almo/t  u  ith  a  man 
That  looks  not  heavily,  and  full  of  dread. 

jCrf.  Before  the  days  cf  change,  ftill  jsit  fo  . 
By  a  divne  iftftinS  mens'  minds  miihuft  ' 

Enfumg  danger  j  as  by  proof  we  fee 
The  waters  fwell  before  a  boifTrous  Harm. 
But  leave  it  all  to  God.     Whither  away  > 

3  G,    And  fONW„  I    I'll  bear  you  comply.  [Eu~+ 

Arch.  I  heard  they  Jay  the  Jaft  niai-t  „  w      l 
7>  t  Srnnv  Qr^r    j    l  J  7  gllt  at  Northampton. 

At  Mony.  6watford  they  do  reft  to-night  • 

To-morrow,  or  next  day,  they  will  be  here. 

Duck    I  Jong  wuh  all  my  heart  to  fee  the  Prince  • 

I  hope  he  is  much  grown  fince  laft  I  faw  him  ' 

HaTaJ Z'(  ft         ^2r'  u"0t  *  they  fa?  ™y  -foa  of  York 
Has  aJmoft  overta'en  him  in  his  growth. 

Duel    Wh  m°theri    bUt  l  W°U,d  not  h^e  "  fo.  . 

7^.Grandan,,  one  nighi  as  we  did  fit  at  fupper 
My  uncle  R,vCrs  talk'd  how  J  did  grow  PP    ' 

AndW,  -Sn^i^rXTfi^ 
We  fweet  flow'rs  are  flow,  andleeds  make  hafle. 
T    ?•       u Go?.aiaith»  6°0d^"",  the  faying  did  no 
In  him  that  did  objeft  the  fame  to  thee.  '    *        i 
He  was  the  wretched'*  thing  when  he  was  young}4  ' 
So  Jong  a  growing,  and  foJeifureJy,  '        E' 

That  if  his  rule  were  true,  he  mould  be  gracious. 

Dull  1  w  r  doulthe  ,s'  ™y  ~  »*"». 

Duck.   1  hope  he  is  j  but  yet  let  mothers  doubt. 

I  could  have  g>v'n  ffiy  uncle's  grace  a  flout  ' 

To  touch  hit  growth,  nearer  ihanhc  toitfh'd  mine. 
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Ducb.  How,  my  young  York  ?    I  pr'ythee,  let  mc 

York.  Marry,  they  fay  my  uncle  grew  fo  fart,  [hear  it. 
That  he  could  gnaw  a  cruft  at  two  hours  old  j 
'Twasfull  two  years  ere  1  could  get  a  tooth. 
Grandam,   this  would  have  been  a  biting  jeft. 

Ducb.  I  pry'thee,  pretty  York,  who  told  thee  this  f 

York,  Grandam,  his  nurfe. 

Ducb.  His  nurfe !  why,fhe  was  dead  ere  thou  waft  born. 

York.  If  'twere  not  me,  I  cannot  tell  who  told  mc. 

Queen,  A  parlous  boy go  to,  you  are  too  fhrewd* 

Ducb.  Good  Madam,  be  not  angry  with  a  child. 

Queen.  Pitchers  have  ears. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 

Arcb.  Here  comes  a  meffenger.     What  news  ? 

MejJ*.  Such  news,  my  Lord,  as  grieves  me  to  report* 

Queen.  How  doth  the  Prince  > 

Mejf.  Well,  Madam,  and  in  health. 

Ducb.  What  is  thy  news  ? 

MeJJ.  Lord  Rivers  and  Lord  Gray  arefent  toPomfret» 
With  them  Sir  Thomas  Vaughan,  prifoners. 

Ducb.  Who  hath  committed  them  ? 

Meff.  The  mighty  Dukes, 
Glo*fter  and  Buckingham* 

Arcb.  For  what  offence  ?- 

Mejp.  The  fum  of  all  I  can  I  have  difclosM. 
Why,  or  for  what,  the  nobles  were  committed^ 
Is  all  unknown  to  me,  my  gracious  Lady. 

Queen.  Ah  me  !  I  fee  the  ruin  of  my  houfe  j 
The  Tyger  now  hath  feiz'd  the  gentle  hind. 
Infultingtyranny  begins  to  jut 
Upon  the   nr.ocent  and  awlefs  throne  : 
Welcome,  definition,   blood,  and  maffacre  ! 
I  fee,  as  in  a  map,  the  end  of  all. 

Ducb    Accurfed  ind  unquiet  wraneling  days  I 
How  many  of  you  have  mine  eves  beheld  ? 
My  husband  loft  his  life  to  get  the  crown, 
And  often  up  and  down  my  fons  were  tofs'd, 
For  me  to  joy  and  weep  their  gain  and  lofs  : 
And  being  fed  ted,  and  domeftic  broils 
Clean  overblown,  themfdves  the  conquerors 

Make 
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Make  war  upon  themfelves,  blood  againft  blood, 
Self  againft  felf.    O  moft  prepofterous 
And  frantic  outrage  f  end  thy  damned  fpleen.j 
Or  Jet  me  die,  to  look  on  death  no  more. 

Siueen.  Come,  come,  my  boy,  we  will  to  fan&uary. 
Madam,  farewell. 

Ducb.  Stay,  I  will  go  with  you. 

Sheen.  You  have  nocaufe. 

Arch,   My  gracious  Lady,  go, 
And  thither  bear  your  treafore  and  your  goodi. 
For  my  part,  I'll  refign  unto  your  Grace 
The  feal  I  keep  ;  and  fo  betide  it  me, 
As  well  I  tender  you,  and  all  of  your's  \ 
Co,  I'll  conduct  you  to  the  fancluary.  [Exeunt,. 

ACT    III.        S  C  E  N  E    I, 

In  London. 

The  trumpets  found.    Enter  Prince  of  Wales,  the  Dukes  off 

Gloucefter  and  Buckingham,  Arcbbijbcp,  xvith  others, 
Suck.  \T7Elcome,  fweet  Prince,  to  London,  to  your 
VV      chamber-f-4 

Glo    Welcome,  dear  coufin,  my  though ts'.fovereign  j 
The  weary  way  i^th  made  you  melancholy. 

Prince    No,  uncle,  but  our  croffes  on  the  way 
Have  made  it  tedious,  wearifome,  and  heavy. 
I  want  more_  uncles  here  to  welcome  me. 

Go.  Sweet  Prince,  th*  untainted  virtue  of  your  years. 
Hath  not  yet  div'd  into  the  world's  deceit : 
Nor  raorecan  you  diiTinguifli  of  a  man, 
Th&rvof  his^ourward  mew,  which,  God  he  knows, 
Seldom  or  never  jumpeth  with  the  heart. 
Thofe  unqles  which  you  want,  were  dangerous  : 
Your  Grace  attended  to  their  fugar'd  words, 
But  look'd  not  on  the  poifon  of  their  hearts  ; 
God  keep  you  from  them,  and  from  fuch  falfe  friends* 

Prince.  God  keep  me  from  falfe  friends !  but  they 
were  none. 

•f  London -j}#$  antiintly  calUd  Camera  rtgia.  Mr.  PopeK, 

Enter- 
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Glo.  My  Lord,  theMayor  of  London  comes  to  greet  you. 
Enter  Lord  Mayor. 

JMj>-»r.God  blefs  yourGracewith  health  and  happy  days! 

Frinct,  I  thank  you,  good  my  Lord,  and  thank  you 
I  thought  my  mother  and  my  brother  York  [all ; 

Would  long  ere  this  have  met  us  on  the  way. 
Fie,  what  a  Aug  is  Haftings !  that  he  comes  not 
To  tell  us  whether  they  will  come  or  no. 
Enter  Lord  Haftings. 

Buck.  And  in  good  time  here  comes  the  fweatingLord. 

Prince.  Welcome,  my  Lord.  What,  will  our  mother 
come  ? 

Hafi.  On  what  occafion,  God  he  knows,  not  I, 
The  Queen,  your  mother,  and  your  brother  York, 
Have  taken  fanftuary  j  the  tender  Prince 
Would  fain  have  come  with  me  to  meet  your  Graec, 
But  by  his  mother  was  perforce  with- held. 

Buck.  Fie,  what  an  indirect  and  peevifh  courfe 
Is  this  of  her's  ?  Lord  Cardinal,  will  your  Grac« 
Perfuade  the  Queen  to  fend  the  Duke  of  York 
Unto  his  princely  brother  prefently  ? 
If  (he  deny,  Lord  Haftings,  you  go  with  him, 
And  from  her  jealous  arms  pluck  him  per-force. 

Aicb.  My  Lord  of  Buckingham,  if  my  weak  oratory 
Can  from  his  mother  wm  the  Duke  of  York, 
Anon  expeel  him  here;    but  if  me  be 
Obdurate  to  intreaties,  •God  forbid 
We  mould  infringe  the  holy  privilege 
Of  fanttuary  !  not  foT  all  this  land 
Would  I  be  guilty  of  fo  deep  a  fin. 

Bunk.  You  are  too  fenfelefs-obftinate,  my  Lord, 
Too  cetemonious  and  traditional*. 
Weigh  it  but  with  the  greennefs  of  his  age, 
You  break  not  fancluary,  in  feizing  him. 
The  benefit  thereof  is  always  granted 
To  thofc  whofe  dealings  have  deferv'd  the  place, 
And  thofe  who  have  the  wit  to  claim  the  place.; 
This  prince  hath  neither  claim'd  it,  nor  deferv'd  it  ; 

j  Ceremonious,  for  fuperJHtiout  j  traditional,  for  ad- 
herent to  old  tuftom* 

Therefore, 
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Therefore,  in  mine  opinion,  cannot  have  it. 
Then  taking  him  from  thence  that  is  not  there, 
You  break  no  privilege  nor  charter  there. 
Oft  have  I  heard  of  fan&uary-men, 
But  fan&uary-children  ne'er  till  now. 

Arch.  My  Lord,  you  fliallo'er-rulemy  miad  for  once  ji 
Come  on,  Lord  Haftings,  will  you  go  with  me  ? 

Haft.  I  go,  my  Lord. 

[Exeunt  Arcbbijhop  and  Haftings, j 

Prince.  Good  Lords,    make  all  the  fpeedy  hafte  yotil 
Say,  uncle  Glo'fter,  if  our  brother  come,  Lmay«| 

Where  mall  we  fojourn  till  our  coronation  ? 

Glo.  Where  it  feems  beft  unto  your  Royal  felf. 
If  may  counfel  you,  fame  day  or  two 
Your  Highnefs  fhall  repofe  you  at  the  Tower  i 
Then  where  you  pleafe,  and  fhall  be  thought  moll  fit 
For  your  beft  health  and  recreation. 

Prince.   I  do  not  like  the  Tower  of  any  place. 
Did  Julius  Caefar  build  that  place,  my  Lord  ? 

Buck.  He  did,  my  gracious  Lord,  begin  that  place, 
Which  fince  fucceeding  ages  have  re-built. 

Prince.  Is  it  upon  record  ?  or  elfe  reported 
Succefiively  from  age  to  age  he  built  it  ? 

Buck.  Upon  record,  my  gracious  Lord. 

Prince.  But  fay,  my  Lord,  it  were  not  regifter'd, 
Methinks  the  truth  fhould  live  from  age  to  age, 
As  'twere  intail'd  to  all  pofterity, 
Even  to  the  general  all-ending  day; 

Glo.  So  wife,  fo  young,  they  fay,  do  ne'er  live  lon{. 

Prince.  What  fay  you,  uncle  ? 

Glo.  I  fay,  without  charafters  Fame  lives  long. 
Thus  like  the  formal-wife  Antiquity  \  A  fid* 
I  moralize:  two  meanings  in  one  word,  J     J 

Prince.  That  Julius  Caefar  was  a  famous  rrym  j 
With  what  his  valour  did  inrich  his  wit, 
His  wit  fet  down  to  make  his  valour  live. 
Death  made  no  conqueft  of  this  conqueror  ; 
For  now  he  lives  in  fame,  though  not  in  life, 
I'll  tell  you  what,  my  coufin  Buckingham, 

Buck%  What,  my  gracious  Lord  t 

Prince, 
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Prince.  An'  if  I  live  until  I  be  a  man, 
I'll  win  our  ancient  right  in  France  again, 
}r  die  a  foldier,  as  1  liv'd  a  King. 

Glo.  Short  fummer  lightly  has  a  forward  fpiing. 
Enter  York,  Mailings,  and  Archbifrcp. 

Buck.  Now  in  good  time  here  comes  the  Duke  of  York- 

prince.  Richard  of  York,  how  fares  our  Noble  bro- 
ther ? 

York.  Well,  my  dread  Lord,  fo  muft  I  call  you  now. 

Prince.  Ay,  brother,  to  our  grief,  as  it  is  your's  j 
Too  late  he  dy'd  that  might  have  kept  that  title, 
Which  by  his  death  hath  loft  much  majefty. 

■Glo.   How  fares  our  coufin,   Noble  Lord  of  York  ? 

York.  I  thank  you,  gentle  uncle.     O  my  Lord, 
You  faid,  that  idle  weeds  are  raft  in  growth  : 
The  prince  my  brother  hath  outgrown  me  far. 

Glo.  He  hath,  my  Lord. 

York.  And  therefore  is  he  idle  ? 

Glo.  Oh,  my  fair  coufin,  I  muft  not  fay  fo. 

York.  Then  is  he  more  beholden  to  you  than  I. 

Gh.  He  may  command  me  as  my  Sovereign, 
Jut  you  have  pow'r  in  me  as  in  a  kinfman. 

York.   I  pray  you,  uncle,  then,  give  me  this  dagger- 

Glo.  My  dagger,  little  coufin  ?  with  all  my  heart. 

Prince.  A  beggar,   brother  ? 

York.  Of  my  kind  uncle,  that  I  know  will  give  ; 
Vnd  being  a  toy,  it  is  no  grief  to  give. 

Glo.    A  greater  gift  than  that  I'll  give  my  coufin. 

York.   A  greater  gift  ?  O,  that's  the  fword  to  it. 

Glo.  Ay,  gentle  coufin,  were  it  light  enough. 

York.   O,  then  I  fee  you'll  part  but  with  light  gifts  ; 
[n  weightier  things  you'll  fay  a  beggar  Nay. 

Glo.   It  is  too  weighty  for  your  grace  to  wear. 

York.   I  weigh  it  lightly  were  it  heavier. 

Glo.  What,  would  you  have  my  weapon,  little  Lord? 

York.  I  would,  that  I  might  thank  you,  as  you  call  me. 

Glo.  How  ? 

York.   Little. 

Prince.  My  Lord  of  York  will  ftill  be  crofs  in  talk  j 
Uncle,  your  Grace  knows  how  to  bear  with  him. 

vot.v.  t  r 
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York.  You  mean  to  bear  me,  not  to  bear  with  me  : 
Uncle,  my  brother  mocks  both  you  and  me. 
Becaufe  that  I  am  little  like  an  ape, 
He  thinks  that  you  mould  bear  me  on  your  moulders. 

Buck.  With  what  a  ftiarp-  provided  wit  he  reafons  ( 
To  mitigate  the  fcorn  he  gives  his  uncle, 
He  prettily  and  aptly  taunts  himfelf  j 
o  cunning,  and  fo  young,  is  wonderful. 

Glo.  My  gracious  Lord,  wil't  pleafe  you  pafs  alon; 
Myfelf  and  my  good  c  ufm  Buckingham 
Will  to  your  mother,  to  intreat  of  her 
To  meet  you  at  the  Tower,  and  welcome  you. 

York-  What  ?  will  you  go  unto  the  Tower,  my  Lord  i 

Prince.  My  Lord  Proteclor  needs  will  have  it  fo, 

York.   I  mall  not  fleep  in  quiet  at  the  Tower. 

Glo.  Why,  what  fhould  you  fear  ? 

York  Marry,  my  uncle  Clarence'  angry  ghoft: 
My  grandam  told  me  he  was  murther'd  there. 

Prince.   I  fear  no  uncles  dead. 

Glo.  Nor  none  that  live,  I  hope. 

Prince.  An'  if  they  live,   I  hope  I  need  not  fear. 
But  come,  my  Lord,  and  with  a  heavy  heart, 
Think  on  them,  go  I  unto  the  Tower. 

[Exeunt  Prince ,  York,  Haftings,  and  Arcbbijhop, 
SCENE      II. 
Manent  Gloucefter,  Buckingham,  and  Catesby. 

Buck.  Think  you,  my  Lord,  this  little  prating  Yori 
Was  not  incenfed  by  his  fubtile  mother, 
To  taunt  and  fcorn  ycu  thus  opprobrioofly  ? 

Glo.  No    doubt,  no  doubt:   oh,  'tis  a  per'lous  boy, 
Bold,  quick,  ingenious,  forward,  capable  j 
He's  all  the  mother's,  from  the  top  to  to«. 

Buck.  We'll,  let  them  reft.  Come,  Catesby,  thou  aft 
As  deeply  to  effe£l  what  we  intend,  [fworn 

As  clofely  to  conceal  what  we  impart. 
Thou  know' ft  our  reafons  urg'd  upon  the  way  : 
What  think' ft  thou  ?  is  it  not  an  eafy  matter 
To  make  Lord  William  Haftings  of  our  mind, 
For  the  inftalment  of  this  Noble  Duke 
In  the  feat-royal  of  this  famous  ifle  ? 

Catef, 


It.  a.        Kino  Richard  III. 

Catcf.  He,  for  his  father's  fake,  fo  loves  the  Prinae, 

That  he  will  not  be  won  to  aught  againft  him. 
ilk.  What  think'*  thou  thenof  Stanley  ?   Will  not 
Caul  He  will  do  all  in  all  as  Haftings  doth,       [he  ? 
Buck.  Well  then,  no  more  than   this :  go,  gentle 
Catesby,  .      ,  ,.  _. 

\nd,  as  it  were  far  off,  found  thou  Lord  Haftings, 

-low  he  doth  ftand  arleSed  to  our  purpofe  ; 

4nd  fummon  him  to-morrow  to  the  Tower, 

To  fit  about  the  coronation. 

If  thou  doft  find  him  tradable  to  us, 

Encourage  him,  and  tell  him  al  oar  reafons: 

If  he  be  leaden,  icy,  cold,  unwilling, 

Be  thou  fo  too  }  and  fo  break  off  the  talk,. 

And  give  us  notice  of  his  inclination  : 

For  we  to-morrow  hold  divided  councils,. 

Wherein  thyfelf  (halt  highly  be  employ  d. 
Gh.  Commend  me  to  LordWiUiam  |  tell  him,Cate8by, 

His  ancient  knot  of  dangerous  adyerfenes 

To-morrow  are  let  blood  at  Pomtret-caftle  ; 

And  bid  my  friend,  for  joy  of  this  good  news, 

Give  Miftrefs  Sho:e  one  gentle  kifs  the  more. 

Buck .Good  Cafsby,  go,  effeft  this  bufinefs  foundly. 
£w/.  My  good  Lords  both,  with  all  the  heed  I  can 
Gh.  Shall  we  hear  from  you,  Catesby,  ere  we  deep  ? 
Catef.  You  (hall,  my  Lord.  , 

gJm  Crosby-Place;  there  you  (hall^nd.  us  both. 

Buck.  My  Lord,  what  (hall  we  do,  if  we  perceive 
|  Lord  Haftings  will  not  yield  to  our  complete 

Gh.  Chop  off  his  head,  man;  fomewhat  we  will  do  , 
I  And  look,  when  I  am  King,  claim  thou  oi  me 
1  The  earldom  of  Hereford,  and  the  moveables 
i   Whereof  the  king  my  brother  flood  poflelsd. 

Buck.  I'll  claim  that  promife  at  your  Grace  s  hand. 
Gh.  And  look  to  have  it  yielded  with  all  kindneis. 
Come,  let  us  fup  betimes,  that  afterwards 
We  may  digeft  our  complots  in  fome  form.         l^xeunu 

Tz  SCENE 
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V<P    T  t  M&"*»  t0  tbe  d°°r  Rafting*.  J 
Ji.tJJ.   .My  Lord,  my  Lord,- - 

Haft.  \%mtbh:.'\  Who  knocks? 

Mejl  One  from  Lord  Stanley, 

Haft.  What  is't  o'clock  ? 

Mejf.  Upon  the  ftroke  of  four. 

En*~r  Lord  Haftings. 

Baft.  Cannot  thy  mailer  fleep  thefe  tedious  nights  b 

Mejf   So  it  appears  by  what  I  have  to  fay : 
•rmt,  he  commends  him  to  your  Noble  felf 

Haft.    What  then  ? 

Mejf.  Then  certifies  your  Lord/hip,  that  this  night 
He  dream  d  the  boar  bad  rafed  offhis  helm  ; 
*eude?,  he  fays,  there  are  two  councils  held  : 
j!d.  t™  may  bs  determin'd  at  the  one, 
Wn,ch  may  make  you  and  him  to  rue  at  th*  other, 
inereiore  ae  fends  to  know  your  Lord/hip's  pleaiure, 
If  you  wdl  prefent.'y  take  horfe  with  him, 
And  with  all  fpeed  port  with  him  tow'rds  the  north, 
i  o  fhun  the  danger  that  his  foul  divines. 

mtgjjf'  Go>  fellowJ  Z°>  return  unto  thy  Lord, 

Bid  him  not  fear  the  feparated  councils. 

His  honour  and  my  fe;f  are  at  the  one  } 

And  at  the  other  is  my  good  friend  Catesby  ; 

Where  nothing  can  proeeed  that  toucheth  us, 

Wnerecf  I  mail  not  have  intelligence. 

Tell  him,  his  fears  are  (hallow,   wanting  inftance  : 

And  for  his  dreams,  I  wonder  he's  fo  fond 

To  trurt  the  mock'ry  of  unquiet  flumbers. 

To  fly  the  boar  before  the  boar  purfues, 

Were  to  incenfe  the  boar  to  follow  us, 

And  make  purfuit  where  he  did  mean  no  chace. 

Go,  bid  thy  matter  rife,  and  come  to  me  j 

And  we  will  both  together  to  the  Tower, 

Where  he  (hall  fee  the  boar  will  ufe  us  kindly. 

Mejf.  I'll  go,  my  Lord,  and  tell  him  what  you  fay. [Ex, 
Enter  Catesby. 

Catef.  Many  good  morrows  to  my  Noble  Lord  ! 

Haft.  Good  morrow,  Catejby,  you  are  eariy  ftirring. 

What 
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<  ybat  news,  what  news,  in  this  our  tott'ring  fhte  ? 

CateJ.  It  is  a  reeling  world,  indeed,  my  Lord  j 
L\nd  1  believe  will  never  ftand  upright, 
I  ill  Richard  wear  the  garland  of  the  realm. 
Haji.  How !  wear  the  garland  ?  cioft  thou  mean  the 
Catef.  Ay,  my  good  Lord.  [crown  ? 

JJafl.  I'll  have  this-,crown  of  mine  cut  from  my  ftioul- 
Before  I'll  fee  the  crown  fo  foul  mifplac'd.  [ders, 

But  canft  thou  guefs  that  he  doth  aim  at  it  ? 
Catef.  Ay,  on  my  life,  and  hopes  to  find  you  forward 
[  LTpon  his  party,  for  the  gain  thereof: 
[  And  thereupon  he  fends  you  this  good  news, 
That  th;s  fame  very  day  your  enemies, 
The  k.ndred  of  the  Queen,  muft  die  at  Pomfret. 
Ha/i.  Indeed  I  am  no  mourner  for  that  news, 
Becaufe  they  have  been  ft  ill  my  adverfaries  ; 
But  that  I'll  give  my  voice  on  Richard's  fide, 
To  bar  my  mafter's  heirs  in  true  defcent. 
God  knows,  I  will  not  doit,  to  the  death. 

Catef.  God  keep  your  Lordfbip  in  that  gracious  mind  I 
Eaji.  But  I  lhall  laugh  at  this  a  twelvemonth  hence, 
That  they  who  brought  me  in  my  mafter's  hate, 
I  live  to  look  upon  their  tragedy. 
Well,  Catefby,  ere  a  fortnight  make  me  older, 
I'll,  fend  lome  packing  that  yet  think  not  on't. 

Catef.  'Tis  a  vile  thing  to  die,  my  gracious  Lord, 
When  men  are  unprepar'd  and  look  not  for  it. 

Haji.  O  monftrous,  monftrous !  and  fo  falls  it  out 
With  Rivers,  Vatighan,  Gray  5  and  fo  'twill  do 
With  fome  men  elfe,  who  think  themfelves  as  fafc 
As  thou  and  I  j  who,  as  thou  know'ft,  are  dear 
To  princely  Richard  and  to  Buckingham. 

'CateJ.  The  princes  both  make  high  account  of  you— ■ 
For  they  account  his  head  upon  the  bridge.  [Afde. 

Hafi.l  know  they  do  j    and  I  have  well  deferv'd  it. 
Enter  Lord  Stanley. 
Come  on,  come  on,  where  is  your  boar-fpear,  man  ? 
Fear  you  the  boar,  and  gofo  unprovided  ? 

Star.  My   Lord,   good  morrow  j  and  good   morrow, 
•You  may  jeft  on,  but,  by  the  holy  rood,  .       [Cate/by. 

T  3  I 
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I  do  not  like  thefe  feveral  councils,  I. 

Haft.  My  Lord,  I  hold  my  life  as  dear  as  you  doyow's 
And  never  in  my  days,  I  do  proteft, 
Was  it  fo  precious  to  me  as  *tis  now. 
Think  you,  but  that  I  know  our  ftate  fecure, 
3  would  be  fo  triumphant  as  I  am  ?  [London. 

Stan.  The  Lords  at  Pomfret,  when  they  rode  froir 
Were  jocund,  and  fuppos'd  their  ftates  were  fure  j 
And  they  indeed  had  no  caufe  to  miftrufi  ; 
But  yet,  you  fee,  how  foon  the  day  o*ercafr. 
This  fudden  ftab  of  rancour  I  mifdoubt  j 
Pray  God,  1  fay,  I  prove  a  needlefs  coward  ! 
What,  (hall  we  tow'rd  the  Tower  ?  the  day  is  fpent. 

Haft.  Come,  come,  have   with  you  ;    wot  ye  what, 
my  Lord  ? 
To-day  the  Lords  you  talk  of,  are  beheaded. 

Stan.  They,  for  their  truth,  might  better  wear  theii 
heads, 
Than  fome  that  have  accus'd  them  wear  their  hats. 
But  come,  my  Lord,  away. 

Enter  a  Purfuiijant. 

Haft,  Go  on  before,  I'll  talk  with  this  good  fellow. 
[Exeunt  Lord  Stanley  and  Catefby, 
Sirrah,  how  now  ?  how  goes  the  world  with  thee  ? 

Purf.  The  better  that  your  Lordfliip  pleafe  to  afk. 

Haft.  I  tell  thee,  man,  'tis  better  with  me  now, 
Than  when  thou  met"' ft  me  laft  where  now  we  meet* 
Then  I  was  going  prifoner  to  the  Tower, 
By  the  fuggeftion  of  the  Queen's  allies ; 
But  now  I  tell  thee,  (keep  it  to  thyfelf,) 
This  day  thofe  enemies  are  put  to  death, 
And  I  in  better  irate  than  e'er  I  was. 

Turf.  God  hold  it  to  your  Honour's  good  content ! 

Haft.  Gramercy,  fellow  $  there,  drink  that  for  me. 

[Throws  bim  bit  purfe, 

Purf.  I  thank  your  Honour.  [Exit  Purfuivattt 

Enter  a  Pri-eft. 

Prieft.  Well  met,  my  Lord,  I'm  glad  to  fee  your  Ho* 
nour. 

Baft,  I  thank  thee,  good  Sir  John,  with  all  my  heart ; 

Vu 
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Tm  in  your  debt  for  your  Far)  exercifc. 
Come  the  next  fabbath,  and  1  will  content  you. 

[htf  <wh:fperu 
Enter  Buckingham. 
Buck.  What,  talking  with  a  prieft,    Lord  Chamber- 
lain  ?  . 

Your  friends  at  Pomfret  they  do  need  the  prieft, 
Your  Honour  bath  no  fhriving  work  in  hand. 

Ball.  Good  faith,  and  when  1  met  this  holy  man, 
I  The  men  you  talk  of  came  into  my  mind. 
,  What,  go  you  row'rd  the  Tower  ? 

Buck.  I  do,  my  Lord,  but  long  I  mall  not  (lay, 
I  {hall  return  before  your  Lordlhip  ihence. 

Haft.  Nay,  like  enough,  for  1  (lay  dinner  there. 
Buck,    And  fupper  too,  altho'  thou  know'it  it  not. 

[Ajide+ 

Come,  will  you  go  ?  " 

f/d/?.  I'll  wait  upon  your  Lordlhip.  [£.xeunt. 

t>   C  E  N  E     IV.     Charges  to  Pomfret  caftje. 
Enter  Sir  Richard  R«tcliff,  «n»^  balberts,  carrying  Lord 
'  Rivers,  IW  Gray,    fl«^    £i>  Thomas  Vaughan,    ro 

death. 

Rat.  Come,  bring  forth  the  prifoners. 
X/«.  Sir  Richard  Ratcliff,  let  me  tell  thee  this, 
To-day  (halt  thou  bthold  a  fubjeft  die, 
Fcr  truth,  for  duty,  and  for  loyalty.  • 

Gray.  God  keep  the  Prince  from  all  the  pack  of  you! 
A  knot  you  are  of  damned  blood-fuckers. 

Vaugb.  You  live  that  (hall  cry  woe  for  this  hereafter. 
Rat.  Difpatch  j  the  limit  of  your  lives  is  out. 
Riv.  O  Pomfret,  Pomfret  !  O  thou  bloody  pnfon, 
Fatal  and  ominous  to  Noble  Peers  ! 
Within  the  guilty  clofure  of  thy  walls 
Richard  the  Second,  here,  was  hack'd  to  death  j 
And,  for  more  (lander  to  thy  difmal  feat, 
We  give  to  thee  our  guiltlefs  blood  to  dunk. 

Gray.  Now  Marg'ret's  curfe  is  fall'n  upon  our  heads, 
When  (he  exclaim' d  on  Haftings,  you,  and  I, 
For  (landing  by  when  Richard  ftabVd  her  fon. 
JJw.Then  «w»'d  Ihe  Richard,  cws'd  ftcBuekingham, 
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Then  curs'd  foe  Haftings.     O  remember,  God  I 
To  hear  her  prayer  for  them,  as  now  for  us. 
As  for  my  fifter,  and  her  princely  fons, 
Be  fatisfy'd,  dear  God,  with  our  true  blood  • 
Which,  as  thou  know'ft,  unjuftlv  muft  be  fpilt 

Rat.  Make  hafte,  the  hour  of  death  is  now  expir'd, 
Riv.  Come,  Gray  j  come,  Vaughan  j  let  us  ali  em- 
brace  j 
Farewel,  until  we  meet  again  in  heaven.  [rtaJ 

SCENE     V.     The  Tower. 
Buckingham    Stanley    Haftings,  Bijbop  ef  Ely,  Catefoy, 
Lovel,  with  others,  at  a  table. 
Hajl.  Now,  Noble  Peers,  the  caufe  why  we  are  met 
Is  to  determine  of  the  coronation. 
In  God's  name  fpeak,  when  is  the  royal  day  ? 
Buck.  Are  all  things  ready  for  that  royal  time  ? 
Stan.  They  are,  and  want  but  nomination. 
Ely.  To-morrow  then  I  judge  a  happy  day. 
Buck.  Who  knows  the  Lord  Protector's  mind  herein? 
Who  is  moft  inward  with  the  Noble  Duke  ? 
Ely.  Your  Grace,  we  think,  foould  fooneft  know  his 
mind. 

Ruck.  We  know  each  other's  faces :  for  our  hearts, 
He  knows  no  more  of  mine  than  I  of  your's  ■ 
Nor  I  of  his,  my  Lord,  than  you  of  mine. 
Lord  Haftings,  you  and  he  are  near  in  love. 

Haft.  I  thank  his  Grace,  I  know  he  love's  me  well. 
But  for  his  purpofe  in  the  coronation, 
I  have  not  founded  him  j  nor  he  deliver'd 
His  gracious  pleafure  any  way  therein. 
But  you,  rny  Noble  Lord,  may  name  the  time, 
And  in  the  Duke's  behalf  I'll  gjve  my  voice  : 
Which  I  prefume  he'll  take  in  gentle  part. 
Enter  Gloucefter. 
EJj.  In  happy  time  here  comes  the  Duke  himfelf. 
G/o.  My  Noble  Lords  and  coufins  all,  good-morrow  : 
I  have  been  long  a  fleeper,   but  I  truft 
My  abfence  dojh  neglect  no  great  defign, 
Which  by  my  prefcnce  might  have  been  concluded. 
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Buck.  Had  you  not  come  upon  your  cue,  my  Lord, 
Viiliam  Lord  Haftin^s  had  pronounc'd  your  part  j 

mean  your  voice  for  crowning  of  the  King. 

Gio.  Than  my  Lord  Haftings  no  man  might  be  bolder,' 
-lis  Lordfhip  knows  me  well,  and  loves  me  well. 
.1  v  Lord  of  Ely,  when  I  was  laft  in  Holbourn, 

faw  good  ftrawberries  in  your  garden  there  : 

do  befeech  you  lend  for  fome  of  them. 

Ely.   Marry,  and  will,  my  Lord,  with  all  my  heart,, 

[Exit  Ely, 

Gh.  Coufin  of  Buckingham,  a  word  with  you. 
!atesby  hath  founded  Haftings  in  our  bulinefs, 
And  finds  the  telty  eent'emaij  fo  hot, 
I  That  he  will  lofe  his  hrad,  ere  give  confent, 
lis  mailer's  ion,   as  worfhipfuily  he  terms  it^ 
hall  lofe  the  royalty  of  England's  throne. 

Buck.   Withdraw  youifeif  a  while;  I'll  go  with  you» 

[Exeunt  Glo.  and  iluclc. 

Stan,  We  hav.e  not  yet  fet  down  this  day  of  triumph* 
.Vmorrow,  in  my  judgment,  is  too  fudden  j 
"or  I  myfelf  am  not  fo  well  provided, 
Is  elfe  I  would  be,  were  the  day  proiong'd. 
Re-enter  Bi/bop  o/Ely. 

Ely.  Where  is  my  Lord  the  Duke  of  Gloucefter  ? 

have  fent  ftraightwayfor  thefe  ftrawberries.  [morningi 

Hojt.   His   Grace   looks   chearfully  and    fmooth  thb 
There's  fome  conceit  or  other  likes  him  well, 
^Vhcn  that  he  bids  good  morrow  with  fuch  fpirit. 

think  there's  ne'er  a  man  in  Chriftcadom 
3an  lelTer  hide  his  love  or  hate  than  he  j 
?or  by  his  face  ftraight  (hall  you  know  his  heart. 

Stan.    What  of  his  heart  perceive  you  in  his  face, 
By  any  likelihood  he  fliew'd  to-day  ? 

'haji.  Marry,  that  with  no  man  here  he  is  offended  | 
For  were  lie,   he  had  fhsw'n  it  in  his  looks. 

Re  enter  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham. 

Clo.  I  prav  you  all  teil  me  what  they  deferve, 
That  do  confpne  my  death  with  dev'lim  plots 
Df  damned  witchcraft,  and  that  have  prevail'd 

LJpon  my  body  with  their  helliih  charms. 

Uajli 
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Haft.  The  tender  love  I  bear  your  Grace,  my  Lord, 
Makes  me  moft  forward  in  this  princely  prefence, 
To  doom  th*  offenders,  whofoe'er  they  be. 
I  fay,  my  Lord,  they  have  deferved  death. 

Glo.  Then  be  your  eyes  the  witnefs  of  their  evil. 
Look  how  I  am  bewitch'd  j  behold,  mine  arm 
Is,  like  a  bJafted  faphng,  wither'd  up. 
And  this  is  Edward's  wife,  that  monftrous  witch, 
Gonforted  with  that  harlot,  ffrumpet  Shore,. 
That  by  their  witchcraft  thus  have  marked  me. 

Haft.  If  they  have  done  this  deed,  my  noble  Lord— 

Glo.  If?  thou  protector  of  this  damned  ftruropet,  ' 
Talk'ft  thou  to  me  of  Ifs  ?  thou  art  a  traitor 
Off  with  his  head — now,  by  St.  Paul  I  fwear, 
I  will  not  dine  untiJl  I  fee  the  fame. 
Lovel  and  Catesby, — look  that  it  be  done. 
The  reft  that  love  me,  rife  and  follow  me.       [Exeunt. 

Manent  Lovel  WCatesby,  vei'tb  the  Lord  Huttings. 

Haft.  Woe,  woe7  for  England  !  not  a  whit  for  me 
Fori,  too  fond,  might  have  prevented  this. 
Stanley  did  dream  the  boar  did  rafeour  helms  j 
But  I  did  fcorn  it,  and  difdain  to  fly. 
Three  times  to-day  my  foot-cloth  herfe  did  ftumble^ 
And  ftarted  when  he  look'd  upon  the  Tower, 
As  loth  to  bear  me  to  the  flaughter-houfe. 
O,  now  I  need  the  prieft  that  fpake  to  me. 
I  now  repent  I  told  the  purfuivant, 
As  too  triumphing ,  how  mine  enemies 
To-day  at  Pomfret  bloodily  were  butcher'd, 
And  I  myfelt  fecure  in  grace  and  favour. 
Oh,  Marg'ret,   Marg'rer,  now  thy  heavy  curfe 
Is  lighted  on  poor  Haftings'  wretched  head.       [dinner, 

Catef.  Come,  come,  difpatch  j  the  Duke  would  be  a\ 
Make  a  fhort  thrift,  he  longs  to  fee  your  head. 

Haft.  O  momentary  grace  of  mortal  men, 
Which  we  more  hunt  for  than  the  grace  of  God  ! 
Who  buiids  his  hope  in  th'  air  of  your  fair  looks, 
Lives  like  a  drunken  failoron  a  mart, 
Ready  with  every  nod  to  tumble  down 
Into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep. 

Lev, 
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;  Lov.  Come,  come,  difpatch,  'tis  bootlefs  to  exclaim, 
U.tft.  O  bloody  Richard  !  mifc-rable  .England  \ 
prophefy  the  fearfullefl  time  to  thee 
■""hat  ever  wretched  age  hath  look'd  upon, 
rome,  lead  me  to  the  bloclc,  bear  him  my  head, 
•'hey  ("mile  at  me  who  fhortly  Hull  be  dead.        [Exeunt* 
SCENE     VI.       Changes  to  the  Tower -walls. 
Giouccfler  and  Buckingham  in  ruj}y  armour ,  mar* 
velt'ous  til  favoured, 
do.  Come,  coufin,  canft  thou  quake  and  change  thy 
.lurcher  thy  breath  in  middle  of  a  word,  [colour, 

Knd  then  again  begin,  and  ftop  again, 
Ks  if  thou  were  diftraught,  and  mad  with  terror  ? 

Buck.  Tut !    I  can  counterfeit  the  deep  tragedian, 
ipeak,  and  look  back,  and  pry  on  every  fide  j 
Tremble  and  fiart  at  wagging  of  a  ftraw, 
ntending  deep  fufpicion  :  ghaftly  looks 
\re  at  my  fervice,  like  inforced  fmiles  5 
\nd  both  are  ready  in  their  offices, 
\t  any  time  to  grace  my  ftratagems. 
Glo.  Here  comes  the  Mayor. 
'Suck.  Let  me  alone  to  entertain  him.  Lord  Mayor,— 

Enter  the  Lord  Mayor,  attended. 
Glo.  Look  to  the  draw -bridge  there. 
Buck.  Hark,  a  drum  i 
Gh.  Catefby,  o'erlook  the  walls. 
Buck.  Lord  Mayor,  the  reafon  we  have  fent-*- 
Glo.   Look  back,  defend  thee,  here  are  enemies* 
Buck.  God  and  our  innocence  defend  and  guard  us! 

Enter  Lovel  and  Catefby  with  Haftings'j  head. 
Glo.  Be  patient,  they  are  friend.'", ;  Catesby  and  Lovel. 
Lovel.  Here  is  the  head  of  that  ignoble  traitor, 
The  dangerous  and  unfufpedted  Haftings. 

Glo.  8©  dear  I  lov'd  the  man,  that  I  muft  weep; 
I  took  him  for  the  plaineft,  harmlefs  creatuae, 
That  breath'd  upon  the  earth  a  chriftian  : 
Made  him  my  book,  wherein  my  foul  recorded 
The  hiftory  of  all  her  fecret  thoughts  j 
So  fmocth  he  daub'd  his  vice  with  fhew  of  virtue, 
That  (his  apparent  open  guilt  omitted, 

1  mean., 
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I  mean,  his  ccnverfation  with  Shore's  wife) 
He  liv'd  from  all  attainder  of  fufpeft. 

Buck.  Well,  well,  he  was  the  covert'ft  fhelter'd  tr.l 
Would  you  imagine,  or  aimed  believe,  Ctor— "I 

(Were't  not  that  by  great  preservation 
We,  live  to  tell  it,)  that  the  fubtle  traitor 
This  day  had  plotted  in  the  council-houfe, 
To  murther  me  and  my  good  Lord  of  Glo'iler. 

Mayor.  What  ?  had  he  fo  ? 

Olo.  What!  think  you  we  are  Turks  or  infidels  ? 
Or  that  we  would,  againft  the  form  of  lav/, 
Proceed  thus  raftily  to  the  villain's  death  j 
But  that  the  extreme  peril  of  the  cafe, 
The  peace  of  England,  and  our  perfon's  fafety, 
Inforc'd  us  to  this  execution  ? 

Mayor.  Now,  fair  befal  you  !  he  deferv'd  his  deatrl 
And  your  good  graces  both  have  well  proceeded, 
To  warn  falfe  traitors  from  the  like  attempts. 
I  never  look'd  for  better  at  his  hands, 
After  he  once  fell  in  with  miftrefs  Shore. 

Buck.  Yet  had  not  we  determin'd  he  fhould  die, 
Until  your  Lordfhips  came  to  fee  his  end  ; 
Which  now  the  loving  bafte  ofthefeour  friends, 
Something  againft  our  meaning  hath  prevented  ; 
Becaufe,  my  Lord,   we  would  have  had  you  heard 
The  traitor  fpeak,  and  tim'roufly  confei's 
The  manner  and  the  purpofe  of  his  treafons  j 
That  you  might  well  have  fignified  the  fame 
Unto  the  citizens,  who  haply  may 
JVlifconftrue  us  in  him,  and  wail  his  death. 

Mayer.  Tut !  my  good  Lord,  your  Grace's  word  mall 
As  well  as  I  had  feen  and  heard  him  fpeak  :  [ferve 

And  do  not  doubt,  right  nob'.e  princes  both, 
But  I'll  acquaint  our  duteous  citizens 
With  all  your  juft  proceedings  in  this  cafe. 

Glo.  And  to  that  end  we  wifh'd  your  Lordihip  here 
T'avoid  the  cenfures  of  the  carping  world. 

Buck.  But  fince  you  come  too  late  of  our  intent, 
Yet  witnefs  what  you  hear  wc  did  intend  : 

And  I 
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jid  Co,  my  good  Lord  Mayor,  w«  bid  farewel. 

[Exit  Mayor. 

Glo.  Go  after,  after,  coufin  Buckingham. 
Tie  Mayor  towards  Guild-hall  hies  him  in  all  port. 
'here,  at  your  meeteft  vantage  of  the  time, 
afer  the  baftardy  of  Edward's  children  ; 
"ell  them  how  Edward  put  to  death  a  citizen, 
>nly  for  faying,  he  would  make  bis  fon 
{eir  to  the  crown,  mean'ng  indeed  his  houfe, 
Vhichby  the  fign  thereof  was  termed  fo. 
Icreover  urge  his  hateful  luxury, 
knd  beflial  appetite  in  change  of  lull-, 
Vhich  ftretch'd  unto  their  fervants,  daughters}  wives, 
v'n  where  his  ranging  eye,  or  favage  heart, 
Vithout  controul,  luftrd  to  make  a  prey, 
fay,  for  a  need,  thus  far  come  near  my  perfon: 
'ell  them,  when  that  my  mother  went  with  child 
)f  that  infatiate  Edward,  Noble  York 
1y  princely  father  then  had  wars  in  France} 
Lnd  by  juft  computation  of  the  time, 
bund  that  the  iflue  was  not  his  begot  ; 
Vhich  well  appeared  in  his  lineaments, 
icing  nothing  like  the  noble  Duke  my  father. 
Tet  touch  this  fparingly,  as  'twere  far  off  j 
•ecaufe,  my  Lord,  you  know  my  mother  lives. 

Buck.  Doubt  not,  my  Lord,  I'll  play  the  orator, 
Is  if  the  golden  fee,  for  which  I  plead, 
Vere  for  myfelf ;  and  fo,  my  Lord,  adieu. 

Glo.  If  you  thrive  well,  bring  them  Vb  Baynard'a 
Where  you  fhall  find  me  well  accompanied  [caftle,* 
Vith  reverend  fathers  and  welLlearned  bilhops. 

Buck.  I  go,  and  towards  th.ee  or  four  o'clock 
«o»k  for  tbenews  thattheGuild-hall  affords. [Exit Buck, 

Glo.  Go,  Lovel,  with  all  fpeed  to  Doctoi  Shaw  ; 
jo  thou  to  Friar  Peuker  $  bid  them  both     [To  Catesby. 
ivleet  me  within  this  hour  at  Bynard's  caftle. 

[Extunt  Lovel  and  Catesby  feverally 

*  A  houfe  in  Tbamet-finei  bclsrging  to  the  Duke  cjGhu- 
\efter. 

Voi.V.  U  Hoi* 
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Now  will  I  go  to  take  fome  privy  order 
To  draw  the  brats  of  Clarence  out  of  fight* 
And  to  give  order  that  no  fort  of  perfon      ' 
Have  any  time  recourfe  unto  the  Princes.  rrj 

Enter  a  Serial  tier.  L      I 

JtT'  HT  u  *!  i.ndi,ament  of  ^e  good  Lord  Hal 
Which  in  a  Jet  hand  fairly  is  ingrofs'd, 

That  it  may  be  to-day  read  o'er  in  Paul's.  * 

And  mark  how  well  the  fequel  hangs  together. 
Eleven  hours  I've  fpent  to  write  it  over 
For  yefternight  by  Catesby  was  it  fent  me; 
The  precedent  was  full  as  long  a  doing. 
And  yet  within  thefe  five  hours  Haftings  liv'd, 
Untainted,  unexamin'd,  free,  at  liberty. 
Here's  a  good  world  the  while  $  — who  is  fo  grofs 
That  cannot  fee  this  palpable  'device  ? 
Yet  who  fo  bold,  but  fays  he  fees  it  not  ? 
Bad  is  the  world,  and  all  will  come  to  nought, 
When  fuch  ill  dealings  muft  be  feen  in  thought.     [Ext\ 
SCENE     VII.       Changes  to  BaynarcTs  cafile% 
Enter  Gloucefter  and  Buckingham,  at  federal  doors. 
Glo.  How  now,  how  now,   what  fay  the  citizens  > 
Bud.  Now  by  the  holy  mother  of  our  Lord 
The  citizens  are  mum,  fay  not  a  word. 

Glo.  Touch'd  you  the  baftrday  of  Edward's  children 
Buck.  I  did  ;  with  his  contract  with  Lady  Lucy 
And  his  contrail  by  deputy  in  France  j 
Th*  unfatiate  greedinefs  of  his  defires, 
And  his  inforcementof  the  city  wives  j 
His  tyranny  for  trifles  5  his  own  baftardy, 
As  being  got,  your  father  then  in  France, 
And  his  refemblance  being  not  like  the  Duke. 
Withal,  I  did  infer  your  lineaments, 
Being  the  right  idea  of  your  father, 
Both  in  your  form  and  noblenefs  of  mind  : 
Laid  op  .1  all  your  victories  in  Scotland  j 
Your  discipline  in  war,  wifdom  in  peace, 
Your  bounty,  virtue,  fair  humility: 
Indeed,  left  nothing  fitting  for  the  purpofe 
Untouch'd,  or  llightly  handled  in  difcourfe. 

An 
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nd  when  my  oratory  grew  tow'rd  end, 
bid  them  that  did  love  their  country's  good, 
ry,  God  fave  Richard,  England's  Royal  King  ! 
Glo.   And  did  they  fo  ? 

Buck.  No,  fo  God  help  me  ;  they  fpake  not  a  word  j 
ut,  like  dumb  ftatues,  or   unbreathing  ftones 
ar'd  each  on  other,  and  look'd  deady  pale  : 
'hich  when  I  faw,  I  reprehended  them  j 
ndask'd  the  Mayor,  what  meant  this  wilful  filence? 
is  anfwer  was,  the  people  were  not  ufed 
0  be  fpoke  to,  except  by  the  Recorder, 
hen  he  was  urg'd  to  tell  my  tale  again : 
hus  faith  the  Duke,  thus  hath  the  Duke  inferr'd  j 
at  nothing  fpoke  in  warrant  from  himfelf. 
hen  he  had  done,  fome  followers  of  mine  own, 
t  lower  end  o'th'  hall,  hml'd  up  their  caps, 
nd  fome  ten  voices  cry'd,  God  fave  King  Richard! 
nd  thus  I  took  the  vantage  of  thofe  few: 
hanks,   gentle  citizens  and  friends,  quoth  I  ; 
his  general  applaufe  and  chearful  fhout 
rgues  jour  wifdom,  and  your  love  to  Richard  ; 
nd  even  here  brake  off,   and  came  away,  [not  fpeak  ? 
Glo.  Wnat  tonguelefs  blocks   were  they,  they  would 
nil  not  the  Mayor  then  and  his  brethren  come  ? 
Buck.  The  Mayor  is  here  at  hand  5  pretend  fome  fear; 
e  not  you  fpoke  with,  but  by  mighty  fuit ; 
nd  look  you  get  a  prayer-book  in  your  hand, 
nd  ftand  between  two  churchmen,  good  my  Lord  j 
or  on  that  ground  I'll  build  a  holy  defcant  j 
nd  be  not  eafily  won  to  our  requefts  : 
lay  the  maid's  part,  ftill  anfwer  Nay,  and  take  it, 
Glo.   I  go  :   and  if  you  plead  as  well  for  them, 
s  I  can  fay  Nay  to  thee,  for  my felf, 
0  doubt  we'll  bring  it  to  a  happy  iifue.        [Exit  Glo. 
Buck.  Go,  go  up  to  the  leads,  the  Lord  Mayor  knocks. 

Enter  Lord  Mayor  and  Citizens. 
/elcome,  my  Lord.     I  dance  attendance  here  j 
think  the  Duke  will  not  be  fpoke  withal. 

Enter  Catesby. 
Buck.  Catesby,  what  fays  vour  Lord  to  my  requeit  ? 

V'z  Cat 
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Catef.  He  doth  iatreat  your  grace,  my  Noble  Lord, 
To  vifit  him  to-morrow,  or  next  day  j 
He  is  within,with  two  right-reverend  fathers, 
Divinely  bent  to  meditation  j 
And  in  no  worldly  fuits  would  he  be  mov'd, 
To  draw  him  from  his  holy  exercife. 

Buck.  Return,  good  Catesby,  to  the  gracious  DuJu 
Tell  him,  myfelf,  the  Mayor  and  Aldermen, 
In  deep  defigns,  in  matter  of  great  moment, 
No  lefs  importing  than  our  gen'ral  good. 
Are  come  to  have  fome  ccnf 'rence  with  his  Grace. 

Catef.  I'll  fignify  fo  much  unto  him  ftrait.         [Ext 

Buck.  Ah,  ah  !  my  Lord,  this  prince  is  not  an  E 
He  is  not  lolling  on  a  lewd  love-bed  [wan 

But  on  his  knees  at  meditation  j 
Not  dallying  with  a  brace  of  courtezans, 
But  meditating  with  two  deep  divines  j 
Not  fleeping  to  ingrofs  his  idle  body, 
But  praying  to  enrich  his  watchful  foul. 
Happy  were  England,  would  this  virtuous  prince 
Take  on  his  grace  the  fov'reignty  thereof  j 
But,  fure,  I  fear  we  fliall  not  win  him  to  it. 

Mayor.  Marry, God  flueld  his  Grace  mould  fay  us  Na 

Buck.   I  fear  he  will.     Here  Catesby  comes  again. 
Enter  Catesby. 
Catesby,  what  fays  his  Grace  ? 

Catef.  He  wonders  to  what  end  you  have  alTembled 
Such  troops  of  citizens  to  come  to  him, 
His  Grace  not  being  wa-rn'd  thereof  before  : 
He  fears,  my  Lord,  you  mean  no  good  to  him. 

Bukk.  Sorry  lam,  my  Noble  coufin  mould 
Sufpfct  me,  that  I  mean  no  good  to  him  ; 
By  Heav'n  we  come  to  him  in  perfect  love  j 
And  fo  once  more  return,   and  tell  his  Grace. 

[Exit  Catesb 
When  holy  and  devout  religious  men 
Are  at  their  beads,  'tis  hard  to  draw  them  hencej 
So  fweet  is  zealous  contemplation. 
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SCENE      VIII. 
iter  Gloucefter  above,  between  two  clergymen.    Catesby 

returns. 
Mayor.  See  where  his  Grace  ftands  'tween  two  cler- 
gymen. 
Buck.  Two  props  of  virtue  for  a  Chriftian  prince, 
0  ftay  him  from  the  fall  or  vanity  : 
nd  fee  a  book  of  prayer  in  his  hand,. 
rue  ornaments  to  know  a  holy  man. 
imous  Plantagenet  !  moft  gracious  prince, 
end  favourable  ear  to  our  requefts, 
nd  pardon  us  the  interruption 
f  thy  devotion  and  right-chriilian  zeal. 

Gh.  My  Lord,  there  needs  no  fuch  apology  ; 
do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 
v'ho,  earneft  in  the  fervice  of  my  God, 
►eferr'd  the  vifitation  of  my  friends. 
ut,  leaving  this,  what  is  your  Grace's  pleafure  ? 

Buck.  Ev'n  that  I  hope  which  pleafeth  God  above, 
knd  all  good  men  of  this  ungovern'd  ifle. 

Glo.  1  do  fufpedl  I  have  done  fome  offence 
'hat  feema  difgracious  in  the  city's  eye, 
iiid  that  you  come  to  reprehend  my  ignorance. 

Buck.  You  have,  my  Lord  :  would  it  might  pleafe 
your  Grace, 
)n  our  intreaties,  to  amend  your  feult. 

Glo.   Elfe  wherefore  breathe  I  in  a  Chriftian  land  ? 

Buck.  Know  then,  it  is  your  fault  that  you  refign 
The  fupreme  feat,  the  throne  majeftical, 
The  fcepter'd  office  of  your  anceftors, 
four  ftate  of  fortune,   and  your  due  of  birth, 
The  lineal  glory  of  your  royal  houfe, 
To  the  corruption  of  a  blemifh'd  ftock  : 
While  in  the  mildnefs  of  your  fleepy  thoughts, . 
Which  here  we  waken  to  our  country's  good, 
The  noble  ifle  doth  want  her  proper  limbs : 
Her  face  defae'd  with  fears  of  infamy, 
Her  royal  ftock  graft  with  ignoble  plants, 
And  almoft  Ihoulder'd  into  th*  fwallowing  gulph 
Of  dark  forgetfuljiefs,  and  deep  oblivion  ; 

U  3  Which 
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Which  to  recure,    we  heartily  folicit 
Your  gracious  felt  to  take  on  you  the  charge 
And  kindly  government  of  this  your  land  : 
Not  as  Protector,   {reward,  fubftitute, 
Or  lowly  fa&or  for  another's  gain  ; 
But  as  fuccefiively,  from  blood  to  blood, 
Your  right  of  birth,  your  empery,  your  own. 
For  this,  conforted  with  the  citizens 
Your  very  worihipful  and  loving  friends, 
And  by  their  vehement  inftigation, 
In  this  juft  fuit  come  I  to  move  your  Grace* 
Gh.  I  cannot  tell,  if  to  depart  in  filence, 
Or  bitterly  to  fpeak  in  your  reproof, 
Beft  fkteth  my  degree,  or  your  condition. 
For  not  to  anfwer,  you  might  haply  think 
Tongue -tyM  Ambition,  not  replying,  yielded 
To  bear  the  golden  yoke  of  fov'reignty, 
"Which  fondly  you  would  here  impofe  on  me  : 
Jf  to  reprove  you  for  this  fuit  of  your's, 
So  feafonM  with  your  faithful  love  to  me, 
Then,  on  the  other  fide,  I  check' d  my  friends* 
Therefore  to  fpeak,  and  to  avoid  the  firft, 
And  then  in  fpeaking  not  incur  the  laft, 
Definitively  thus  I  anfwer  you. 
Your  love  deferves  my  thanks  ;  but  my  defer*,. 
Unmeritable,  fhuns  your  high  requeft. 
Firft,  if  all  obftacles  were  cut  away, 
And  that  my  path  were  even  to  the  crown, 
As  the  ripe  revenue  and  due  of  birth  j 
Yet  fo  much  is  my  poverty  of  fpirit, 
So  mighty  and  fo  many  my  defeats, 
That  I  would  rather  hide  me  from  my  greatnefs, 
Being  a  bark  to  brook  no  mighty  fea, 
Than  in  my  greatnefs  covet  to  be  hid, 
And  in  the  vapour  of  my  glory  fmother'd. 
But,  God  be  thank'd,  there  is  no  need  of  me, 
And  much  I  need  to  help  you,  were  there  need  s 
The  royal  tree  hath  left  us  royal  fruit, 
Which,  mellow'd  by  the  ftealing  hours  of  time, 
Will  well  become  the  feat  of  roajefty  3 
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And  make  us,  doubtlefs,   happy  by  his  reign. 
On  him  I  lay  what  you  would  Jay  on  me, 
The  right  and  fortune  o.t  h'S  happy  itars  ; 
Which  God  defend  that  I  jhou;d  wring  from  him  ! 

Buck.   My  Lord,  this  argues  confeience  in  your  Grace* 
But  the  refpeifb  thereof  ire  n'ce  and  trivia], 
All  circumitances  well  confidered. 
You  fay  (hat  Edward  is  your  brother's  fon  j 
So  fay  we  too,  but  not  by  Edward's  wife  : 
For  firft  was  he  contra^  to  Lady  Lucy, 
Your  mother  lives  a  witnefs  to  that  vow  j 
And  afterward  by  fubftitute  betroth'd 
To  Bona,  fifter  to  the  King  of  France. 
Thefe  both  put  off,  a  poor  petitioner, 
A  care-craz'd  mother  of  a  many  children, 
A  beauty-weaning,  and  diftreffed  widow, 
Ev'n  in  the  afternoon  of  her  beff  days, 
Made  prize  and  purchafe  of  his  wanton  eye  ; 
Seduc'd  the  pitch  and  height  of  all  his  thoughts 
To  bafe  decleniion  and  loth'd  bigamy. 
By  her,  in  his  unlawful  bed,   he  got 
This  Edward,  whom  our  manners  call  the  Prince. 
More  bitterly  could  I  expoftulate, 
Save  that,  for  reverence  of  fome  alive,  . 
I  give  a  fparing  limit  to  my  tongue. 
Then,  good  my  Lord,  take  to  your  royal  felf 
This  proffer' d  benefit  of  dignity  5 
•   If  not  to  blefs  us  and  the  land  withal, 
Yet  to  draw  forth  your  noble  anceftry 
From  the  corruption  of  abufing  time, 
Unto  a  lineal,  true-derived  courfe. 

Mayor.  Do,  good  my  Lord,  your  citizens  intreat  you. 
Buck.  Refufe  not,  mighty  Lord,  this  proffer'd  love. 
Catef.  O  make  them  joyful,  grant  their  lawful  fuit. 
Glo.  Alas !  why  would  you  heap  thefe  cares  on  me? 
I  am  unfit  for  ftate  and  majefty. 
I  do  befeech  you  take  it  not  amifs  j 
I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not  yield  to  you. 

Buck.  If  you  refufe  it,  as,  in  love  and  zeal, 
Loth  to  depofe  the  child,  youi  brother's  fon, 

(As 
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(As  well  we  know  your  tendemefs  of  heart, 

And  gentle,  kind,  effeminate  remorfe, 

Which  we  have  noted  in  you  to  your  kindred. 

And  equally  indeed  to  all  eftates)  ; 

Yet  know,  whe'r  you  accept  our  fait  or  no, 

Your  brother's  fon  ihall  never  r°ign  our  Kin**  • 

But  we  will  plant  forae  other  in  the  throne, 

To  the  difgrace  and  downfal  of  your  houfe  : 

And  in  this  refolution  here  we  leave  vou. 

Come,  citizens,  we  will  intreat  no  more.         \Fxtatt. 

Catef.  Call  them  again,  fweet  Prince,  accept  their  fuid 
If  you  deny  them,  all  the  land  will  rue  it. 

Glo.  Will  yon  inforce  me  to  a  world  of  cares  ? 
Call  them  again  j  I  am  not  made  of  ftone, 

»  L,  ,  •    ,  •  .         [£*'' Catesbyj 

Jjut  penetrable  to  your  kind  intreaties, 

Albeit  againft  my  confeience  and  my  foul. 

Re-enter  Buckingham,  and  the  reft, 
Coufin  of  Buckingham,  and  fage,  grave  men, 
Since  you  will  buckle  Fortune  on  my  back 
To  bear  her  burthen,  wbetherlwill  or  no, 
I  muft  have  patience  to  endure  the  load. 
But  if  black  Scandal,  or  foul-fac'd  Reproach, 
Attend  the  fequel  of  your  impofition, 
Your  mere  enforcement  fhall  acquittmce  me 
From  all  the  impure  blots  and  ftalns  thereof. 
For  God  doth  know,  and  you  may  partly  fee, 
How  far  I  am  from  the  defiie  of  this. 

Mayor.  God  blefs    ycur  Grace!   we  fee  it,  and  will.; 

Glo.  In  faying  fo  you  fhall  but  fay  the  truth,      [fay.it. 

Buck.  Then  I  falute  you  with  this  royal  title, 
Long  live  King  Richard,  England's  ivorthy  King  ! 

All.  Amen. 

Buck.  To-morrow  may  it  pleafe  you  to  be  crownM? 

Glo.  Ev'n  when  you  pleafe,  for  you  will  have  it  fo. 

Buck.  To-morrow  then  we  will  attend  your  Grace, 
And  fo  moft  joyfully  we  take  our  leave. 

Gh.  Come,  let  us  to  our  holy  work  again. 
Farewel,  my  coufin  j  farewel,  gentle  friends.  {Exeunt. 

ACT 
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A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Before  tbe  Tower. 

liter  the  Queen,  Ducbefs  of  York,  and  Marquis  of  'Dor. 

"  fet,  at  one  door  ;  Anne  Ducbefs  o/Gloucefter,  leading 
lady  Margaret  Plantagenet,  Clarence'* _yo«n£  daugh- 
ter, at  tbe  other. 

Vuch-  WTH0  mects  us  here  ?  my  niece  P13"^6* 

Ud  in  the  hand  of  her  kinJ  aunt  of  Glo'fter  > 
Now,  for  my  life  (he's  wand'ring  to  the  Tower, 
On  pure  heart's  love,  to  greet  the  tender  princes. 
Daughter,  well  met. 

Anne.  God  give  your  graces  both 
A  happy  and  a  joyful  time  of  day  ! 

Queen.  Sifter,  well  met  5   whither  away  fo  fa  ft  ? 
Anne.  No  farther  than  the  Tower  j  and,  as  I  guefs, 
Upon  the  like  devotion  as  yourfelves, 
To  eratulate  the  gentle  princes  there. 

Queen.  Kind'fifter,  thanks ;  we'll  enter  all  together. 
Enter  the  Lieutenant. 
And  in  good  time  here  the  Lieutenant  comet 
Matter  Lieutenant,  pray  you,  by  your  leave. 
How  doth  the  Piince,  and  my  young  fon  of York. 

Lieut.  Right  well,  dear  Madam  }  by  your  patience, 
I  mav  no:  fufTer  you  to  vifit  them  } 
The  King  hath  ftriftly  charg'd  the  contrary. 
Queen    The  Kin?  ?  who's  that? 
Lieut.  I  mean  the  Lord  Prote&or. 
iZen   The  Lo-d  proteft  him  from  that  kingly  title  2 
HaVh/he  fet  b  ,undl  between  the^r  love  and  me. 
I  am  their  mother,  who  (hall  bar  me  from  them. 
Ducb.  I  am  their  father's  mother    I  w:l    fee  them. 
Anne.  Then- aunt  I  am  in  law  m  love  \»'"™£a  ' 
frhen  bring  me  to  their  fight*  I'll  bear  thy  b.ame, 
And  take  thy  ofSce  from  thee  on  my  Penl. 

L.V*.  No,  Madam,  no,  I  may  not  leave  it  io  . 
rm  bound  by  o.th,  and  therefore  pardon  ^  ^^ 

Enter 
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c.       ,  Enter  Stanley, 

tome,  Madam,  yon  muft  ftMit  to  w>' ,.„  ' 

^j^»  safer- 

Grace  '  «*»«»«,  now  fares  youi 

Thy  mother's  name  is  ommous  ,„  ch,         ' 

And  make  me  die  the  thrail  „f  Marge's  erf,  . 

Xr  Fe;;  f e,,,,or  En6'-d-s  cou8„SCrn ' 

Voo  mail  have  k«JX3£*"~  • 
BeZ',  •eha"'  i0  me"  J-0"  °"  ">e  way" 
J>«A.  O  ■ll-duperliog  „i„d  of  mifer,  . 
O  myacemfed  womb,  the  bed  of  death  l' 

o^X'm^^^^frr 

Werp  r^  K   *  /i    i       ^       ro»nd  my  brow, 
were  red-hot  fteeJ,  to  fea,  me  to  the  brain  I 

And  die,  ere  men  can  fa,    G  e  the  Queen  I 

TnT 7"      T  ~°'  pCOr  fou1-'  J  erivy  not  thv  cjorv  • 
*w*  No.  why  ?-When  he  that  iS my  hofband  now, 


!' 


i. 
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'am:  to  me,  as  I  follow'd  Henry's  corfe  j 

Vhen  fcarcc  the  blood  was  well  wafli'd  from  his  hands 

yhich  iflu'd  from  my  other  angel  hufband.  * 

ind  that  dear  faint,  which  then  I  weeping  follow'd  ; 

>  when,  I  fay,  IJook'd  on  Richard's  face, 

'his  was  my  wifti,  He  thou,  quoth  I,  accurs'd, 

or  making  me,  fo  young,  fo  old  a  widow  ! 

vnd  vvhen  thou  wed'ft,  Jet  forrow  haunt  thy  bed  • 

md  be  thy  wife,  if  any  be  fo  mad,  ' 

lore  miferable  by  the  life  of  thee, 

7han  thou  haft  made  me  by  my  dear  Lord's  death  I 

.0,  ere  I  can  repeat  this  curfe  again, 

Vithin  fofmall  a  time,  my  woman's  heart 

Jrofsly  grew  captive  to  his  honey-words, 

ind  prov'd  the  fubjedl  of  mine  own  foul's  curfe  : 

Vhich  ever  fince  hath  held  mine  eyes  from  reft. 

or  never  yet  one  hour  in  his  bed 

►id  I  enjoy  the  golden  dew  of  fleep, 

iut  with  histim'rous  dreams  was  ftill  awak'd, 

iefides,  ne  hates  me  for  my  father  Warwick  ; 

Ind  will,  no  doubt,  fhortly  be  rid  of  me. 

Queen.  Poor  heart,  adi^u  j   I  pity  thy  complaining. 

Anne.  No  more  than  with  my  foul  I  mourn  for  your's. 

Dorf.  Farewel,  thou  woful  welcomer  of  glory  ! 

Anne.  Adieu,  poor  foul,  that  tak'ft  thy  leave  of  it ! 

Duch,  Go  thou  to  Richmond,  and  good  fortune  guide 
thee!  [To  Dorfet. 

3o  thou  to  Richard,  and  good  angels  tend  thee  ! 

[To  Anne. 
Jo  thou  to  fan&uary,  good  thoughts  poflefis  thee ! 

[To  /<6e  Queen. 

to  my  grave,  where  peace  and  reft  lie  with  me ! 
eighty  odd  years  of  forrow  have  I  feen, 
Vnd  each  hour's  joy  wreck'd  with  a  week  of  teen. 

Queen.  Stay ;  yet  look  back  with  me  unto  the  Tower.' 
'ity,  you  ancient  ftones,  thofe  tender  babes, 
»Yhom  Envy  hath  immur'd  within  your  walls  ! 
^ough  cradle  for  fuch  little  pretty  ones  ! 
lude  ragged  nurfe  !  old  fullen  play-fellow 
r"or  tender  princes,  ufe  my  babies  well! 

St 
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So  fooli/h  Sorrow  bids  your  /tones  farewel.         [Exeum 

SCENE     II.       Changes  to  the  court. 
Fiounjb  of  trumpets.     Enter  Gloucefler  as  King,   Bu 
ingham,  Catefby. 

K.  Rich.  Stand  all  apart — coufin  of  Buckingham  — 

Buck.  My  gracious  Sovereign  ! 

K.  Rich.  Give  me  thy  hand.    Thus  high,  by  thy  ad 
And  thy  afliltance,  is  King  Richard  feated  :  [vice 

But  mall  we  wear  thefe  glories  for  a  day  ? 
Or  mail  they  laft,  and  we  rejoice  in  them   ? 

Buck.  Still  live  they,  and  for  ever  let  them  laft! 

K.  Rich.  Ah,  Buckingham  !  now  do  I  ply  the  touch/ 
To  try  if  thou  be  current  gold  indeed  ; 
Young  Edward  lives — think  now  what  I  would  fpeak. 

Buck.  Say  on,  my  loving  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Why,  Buckingham,  I  fay  I  would  be  King 

Buck.  Why,  fo  you  are,  my  thrice-renowned  Liege. 

K.  Rich.  Ha  !   am  I  King  ?   'tis  fo-       but  Ed  wan 

Buck.  True,  Noble  Prince.  [lives— 

K.  Rich.  O  bitter  con  fequence! 
That  Edward  itill  mould  live — True,  Noble  Prince. 
Coufin,  thou  wertnot  wont  to  be  fo  dull. 
Shall  I  be  plain  ?  I  wrm  the  baftards  dead  5 
And  I  would  have  it  fuddenly  perform'd. 
What  fay'ftthou  now  ?  fpeak  fuddenly,  be  brief, 

Buck.  Your  grace  may  do  your  pleafure. 

K.  Rich.  Tut,  tut,  thou  art  all  ice,  thy  kindnefs  free 
Say,  have  I  thy  confent  that  they  mall  die  ?  [zes 

Buck.  Give  me  fome  breath,  fome  little  paufe,  dea 
Before  I  pofitively  fpeak  in  this :  [Lord 

I  will  refolve  your  Grace  immediately.         [Exit  Buck 

Catef.  The  King  is  angry  ;  fee  he  gnaws  his  \\^.{Afidt 

K.  Rich.  I  will  converfe  with  iron-witted  fools, 
And  unrefpettive  \  boys :  none  are  for  me 
That  look  into  me  with  confiM'rate  eyes. 
High-reaching  Buckingham  grows  circumfpeft. 
Boy, 

*  i.  e.  apply  the  touchfione. 
7  unrefpeclive,  for  unheeding. 

Page, 
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.Pjge.  My  Lord. 

K.  Rich.  Know'ft  thou  notanywhom  corrupting  gold 
Would  tempt  unto  a  cloi'c  exploit  of  death  ? 

Page.  I  know  a  difcontented  gentleman, 
Whole  humble  means  match  not  his  haughty  fpirit  t 
3old  were  as  good  as  twenty  orators, 
4nd  will,  no  doubt,  tempt  him  to  any  thing. 

K-  Ricb.  What  is  his  name  ? 

Pjgc.  His  name,  my  Lord,  is  Tyrrel. 

K.  Ricb.  I  partly  know  the  man ;  go  call  him  hither. 

[Exit  Boy. 
The  deep-revolving  witty  Buckingham 

io  more  mail  be  the  neighbour  to  my  counfels. 

rJath  he  (o  long  held  out  with  me  untir'd, 

\nd  flops  he  now  for  breath  ?  well,  be  it  fo. 

Enter  Stanley. 

3ow  now,  Lord  Stanley,  what's  the  news? 

Stan.  My  Lord, 
The  Marquis  Dorfet,  as  I  hear,  is  fled 
To  Richmond,  in  the  parts  where  he  abides; 

K.  Ricb.  Come  hither,  Catefby  j  rumour  it  abroad, 
That  Anne  my  wife  is  fick,  and  like  to  die. 
will  take  order  for  her  keeping  clofe. 
'nquire  me  out  fome  mean-born  gentleman, 
Whom  I  will  marry  ftrait  to  Clarence'  daughter. 
The  boy  is  foolifb.,  and  I  fear  not  him.) 

jook  how  thou  dream'' ft-* 1  fay  again,  give  cut, 

I  That  Anne  my  Queen  is  fick,  and  like  to  die. 
About  it  ;  for  it  ftands  me  much  upon 
To  flop  all  hopes,  whofe  growth  may  damage  me. 
I  nruft  be  married  to  my  brother's  daughter, 
Or  elfe  my  kingdom  ftands  on  brittle  glafs  : 
Murther  her  brothers,  and  then  marry  her! 
Jncertain  *  way  of  gain  !  but  I  am  in 
>o  far  in  blood,  that  fin  will  pluck  on  fin. 
Tear-falling  pity  dwells  not  io  this  eye. 

Enter  Tyrrel. 
fs  tliy  name  Tyrrel. 

*  Uncertain  here  ufed  for  unconftant. 

Vol.  V.  X  fyr. 
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Tyr.  James  Tyrre],  and  your  moft  obedient  fubjett. 

K.  Rich.  Art  thou  indeed  ?  [He  takes  him  afide. 

'Tyr.  Prove  me,  my  gracious  Lord. 

K.Ricb.  Dar'ft  thou  refolve  to  kill  a  friend  of  mine  ? 

'Tyr.  Pleafe  you,  I'd  rather  kill  two  enemies. 

K.Rich.  Why,  then  thou  haft  it;  two  deep  enemie*, 
Foes  to  my  reft,  and  my  fweet  fleep's  difturbers, 
Are  they  that  I  would  have  thee  deal  upon  j 
Tyrrel,  I  mean  thofe  baftards  in  the  tower. 

Tyr.  Let  me  have  open  means  to  come  to  them, 
And  foon  I'll  rid  you  from  the  fear  of  them. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  fing'ft  fweet  mufic.     Hark,  come  hi* 
ther,  Tyrrel  ; 
Go,  by  this  token rife,  and  lend  thine  ear- 

[Whiffet* 
There  is  no  more  but  fo — —-fay,  it  is  done, 
And  I  will  love  thee,  and  prefer  thee  for  it. 

Tyr,  I  will  difpatch  it  ft  rait.  [Exit. 

Re-enter  Buckingham. 

Suck.  My  Lord,  I  have  confidered  in  my  mind 
That  late  demand  that  you  did  found  me  in.       [mond. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  let  that  reft.     Dorfet  is  fled  to  Rich- 

Buck.  I  hear  the  news,  my  Lord. 

K.Rich.  Stanley,  he  is  your  wife's  fon  3  well,  look 
to  it. 

Buck.  My  Lord,  I  claim  the  gift,  my  due  by  promife, 
For  which  your  honour  and  your  faith  is  pawn'd : 
Th'  earldom  of  Hereford,  and  the  moveables, 
Which  you  have  promifed  I  ftiall  poflefs. 

K.  Rich.  Stanley,  look  to  your  wife  j  if  me  convey 
Letters  to  Richmond,  you  ftiall  anfwer  it. 

Buck.  What  fays  your  highnefs  to  my  juft  requeft  ? 

K,  Rich.  I  do  remember  me — Henry  the  Sixth 
Did  prophefy,  that  Richmond  fhould  be  King, 
When  Richmond  was  a  little  peevifh  boy. 
A  King,  perhaps-  ■ 

Buck.  My  Lord, — ■—•  [time 

K.  Rich.  How  chance  the  prophet  could  not  at  that 
Have  told  me,  I  being  by,  that  I  fhould  kill  him  ? 

Buck.  My  Lord,  your  promife  for  the  earldom- 

AT.  Rich. 
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K.  Ricb.  Richmond  ?  when  I  was  laft  at  Exeter, 
The  Mayor  in  courtefy  fhewed  me  the  caftle, 
And  call'd  it  Rouge-mont :  at  which  name  1  flatted  j 
Becaufe  a  bard  of" Ireland  told  me  once, 
1  /hould  not  live  long  afteV  I  faw  Richmond. 

Buck.  My  Lord, 

K.  Ricb.  Ay,  what's  o'clock  ? 
Buck.  I  am  thus  bold  to  put  your  Grace  in  mind 
Of  what  you  pt#omis'd  me. 
K.  Ricb.  But  what's  o'clock? 
Buck.  Upon  the  ftroke  of  ten. 
K.R'cb.  Well,  let  it  ftrike. 
Buck.  Why,  let  it  ftrike  ? 

K.  Ricb.  Becaufe  that,  like  a  jack,  thou  keep'ft  the 
Betwixt  thy  begging  and  my  meditation.  [ftroke 

Jam  not  in  the  giving  vein  to-day. 

Buck.  Why,  then  refolve  me  whe'r  you  will  or  no. 
K  ic/V&.Thoutroubleft  me,  I  am  not  in  the  vHn. 

[Exit. 
Buck.  Is  it  ev'n  fa  ?  repays  he  my  deep  fervice 
With  fuch  contempt?  made  I  him  King  for  this  ? 
O,  let  me  think  on  Haftings,and  be  gon^ 
To  Brecknock,  while  my  fearful  head  is  on.         [Exit. 
SCENE      III.      Enter  Tyrrel. 
Tyr.  The  tyrannous  and  bloody  aft  is  done  j 
The  moftarch  deed  of  piteous  maffacre, 
That  ever  yet  this  land  was  guilty  of! 
Dighton  and  Forreft,  whom  I  did  fuborn 
To  do  this  piece  ofruthiefs  butchery, 
Albeit  they  were  flefh'd  villain?,  bloody  dogs, 
Melting  with  tendernefs  and  mild  compafiion, 
Wept  like  two  children,  in  their  death's  fad  ftory. 
O  thus,  (quoth  Dighton)  lay  the  gentle  babes  j 
Thus,  thus,  (quoth  Forreft,)  girdling  one  another 
Within  their  innocent  alabafter  arms  : 
Their  lips  were  four  red  rofes  on  a  ftalk, 
And  in  their  fummer-beauty  kifs'd  each  other. 
A  book  of  prayers  on  their  pillow  lay, 
Which  once  (quoth  Forreft)  almoft  chang'd  my  mind. 

But,  oh  !  the  devil :he;e  the  villains  ftopp'd  : 

X  2  When 
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When  Dightonthus  told  oa — we  fmothered 
The  moil  :eplenifhed  ixeet  work  of  nature, 
That  from  the  prime  creation  e'er  me  fram'd— — 
Hence  both  are  gone  with  confcience  and  remorfe  j 
They  could  not  fpeak,  and  fo  I  left  them  both, 
To  bear  thefs  tidings  to  the  bloody  King. 

Enter  King  Richard. 
And  here  he  comej.  All  health,  my  Soveaeign  Lord  ! 
K.  Rich.  Kind  Tyrrel--. — am  I  happy  in  thy  news  ? 
Tyr.  If  to  have  done  the  thing  you  gave  in  charge 
Eeget  your  happinefs,  be  happy  then  ; 
For  it  is  done. 
K.  Rich.  But  didfr  thou  fee  them  dead  I 
Tyr.  I  did,  my  Lord. 
K.  Rich.  And  buried,  gentle  Tyrrel  ? 
Tyr.  The  Chaplain  of  the  Tower  hath  buried  themj 
But  where,  to  fay  the  truth,  I  do  not  know. 

K.  Rich.  Come  to  me,  Tyrrel,  foon,  foon  after  fupper, 
When  thou  fhalt  tell  the  procefs  of  their  death. 

Mean  time but  think  how  Imay  do  thee  good, 

And  be  inheritor  of  thy  defire. 
Farewel  till  then. 

7yr.  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [Exit. 

K.  Rich.  The  fon  of  Clarence  hare  I  pent  up  clofe  j 
His  daughter  meanly  have  I  match'd  in  marriage  j 
The  fons  of  Edward  fleep  in  Abraham's  bofom  : 
And  Anne  my  wife  hath  bid  this  world  good  night. 
Now,  for  I  know  the  Briton  Richmond  aims 
At  young  Elifabeth,  my  brother's  daughter, 
And  by  that  knot  looks  proudly  on  the  crown, 
To  her  go  I,  a  jolly  thriving  wooer. 
Enter  Catefby. 

Catef.  My  Lord, [bluntly  f 

K.  Rich.  Good  or  bad  news,  that  thou  com'ft  in  fo 
Catef.  Bad  news,  my  Lord.  Morton  f-is  fled  to  Rich- 
mond ; 
And  Buckingham,  back'd  with  the  hardy  Welchmen, 
Is  in  the  field,  and  ftill  his  power  increafeth. 
K.  Rich.  Ely  with  Richmond  troubles  me  more  near, 
f  Bijbop  oj  E!y% 

Than 
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han  Buckingham  and  his  rafh  levied  army, 
ome,  I  have  leam'd,  that  fearful  commenting 
leaden  fervitar  to  dull  delay  ; 
elay  leads  impotent  and  fnail-pac'd  beggary, 
hen  fie i  y  expedition  be  my  w.ng, 
ive's  Mercury  and  herald  for  a  King! 
0,  muftVr  men;   my  counfel  is  my  ftiield; 
fe  muft  be  brief  when  traitors  brave  the  field.     [Exitt 

SCENE      IV.  Enter  Qtuen  Margaret. 

Q.  Mar.  So  now  profperity  begins  to  mellow, 
nd  drop  into  the  rotten  mouth  of  death. 
ere,  in  thefe  confines  flily  have  I  lurlc'd, 
0  watch  the  waining  of  mine  enemies. - 
dire  induction  am  I  witnefj  to  ; 
nd  will  to  France,  hoping  the  confequence 
rill  prove  as  bitter,  black,  and  tragical, 
'ithdraw  thee,  wretched  Marg'ret !  Who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  the  Ducbefs  o/"York  and  Queen, 
Queen.  Ah,  my  poor  princes!  ah,  my  tender  babes! 
y  unblown  flowers,  new  appearing  fweets  ! 
yet  your  gentle  fouls  fly  in  tne  air, 
ad  be  not  fix'd  in  doom  perpetual, 
over  about  me  with  your  airy  wings, 
nd  hear  your  mother's  lamentation. 
Q^  Mar.  Hover  about  her  ;  fay,  that  wrong  for  wrong 
ath  dimm'd  your  infant  morn  to  aged  night. 
Ducb.  So  many  miferies  have  craz'd  my  voice, 
hat  my  woe-wearied  tongue  is  ftill  and  mute, 
hvard  Plantagenet>  why  art  thou  dead  ? 
Q*  Mzr.Plantagenet  doth  quit  Plantagener, 
dward  for  Edward  pays  a  dying  debt. 
Queen,  WHt  thou,  O  God,  fly  from  fuch  gentle  lambs, 
nd  throw  them  in  the  intrails  of  the  wolf? 
hy  didft  thou  fleep  when  fuch  a  deed  was  done  ? 
Q^  Mar.  When  holy  Henry  dy'd,  and  my  fweet  fon; 

Ducb.  Dead  life, blind  fight,  poor  mortal  living  ghoft, 
<Voe'sfcene, world's  fhame,  grave's  due,by  life  ufurp'd, 
Jrief  abftraft  and  record  of  tedious  days, 
left  thy  unrest  on  England's  lawful  earth, 
Jalawfully  made  drunk  with  innocenl  blood, 
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Queen.  Ah,  that  thou  would'ft  as  foon  afford  a  era' 

[Throwing  berjelf  doivn  upon  the  tar, 

As  thou canft  yield  a  melancholy  feat; 

Then  would  I  hide  my  bones,  not  reft  them  here. 

Ah,  who  hath  any  caufe  to  mourn  but  we  ? 

^  Mar.  If  ancient  forrow  be  moft  reverend, 
Give  mine  the  benefit  of  feniority  j 
And  let  my  griefs  frown  on  the  upper  hand. 
If  forrow  can  admit  fociety, 
Tell  o'er  your  woes  again  by  viewing  mine. 
I  had  an  Edward,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him  j 
I  had  a  Husband,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him  : 
Thou  hadft  an  Edward,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him  ; 
Thou  had'ft  a  Richard,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him. 

Duch.  I  had  a  Richard  too,  and  thou  didft  kill  hirr, 
I  had  a  Rutland  too,  thou  holp'ft  to  kill  him. 

^.  Mar.  Thou  hadft  a  Clarence  too,  and  Richard  kill 
From  forth  the  kennel  of  thy  womb  hath  crept     fhin 
A  hell-hound,  that  doth  hunt  us  all  to  death  j 
That  dog,  that  had  his  teeth  before  his  eyes, 
To  worry  lambs  and  lap  their  gentle  blood  j 
That  foul  defacer  of  God's  handy-work, 
Thy  womb  let  loofe,  to  chace  us  to  our  graves* 
O  upright,  juft,  and  true  difpofing  God, 
How  do  I  thank  thee,  that  this  carnal  cur 
Preys  on  tlie  ilTue  of  his  mother's  body  j 
And  makes  her  pue-fellow  with  others'  moan  ! 

Ducb.  Oh,  Harry's  wife,  triumph  not  in  my  woes  . 
God  witnefs  with  me,  I  have  wept  for  thine. 

i>>.  Mar.  Bear  with  me,   I  am  hungry  for  revenge, 
And  now  I  cloy  me  with  beholding  it. 
Thy  Edward  he  is  dead,  that  kill'd  my  Edward: 
The  other  Edward  dead,  to  quit  my  Edward  ; 
Young  York  he  is  but  boot,  becaufe  both  they  * 
Match  not  the  high  perfection  of  my  lofs. 
Thy  Clarence  he  is  dead,  that  ftabb'd  my  Edward  y 
And  the  beholders  of  this  tragic  play, 
Th*  adulterer  Haftings,  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Gray, 
Untimely  fmother'd  in  their  dusky  graves. 
Richard  yet  lives,  hell's  black  intelligencer, 
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Only  refervd  their  factor  to  buy  fouls, 

And'  fend  them  thithet  :   but  at  hand,   at  hand,. 

Infues  his  piteous,  and  unpitied  end.  [vengeance. 

Earth    gapes,  hell   barns,  fiends  roar,  faints  pray,  for 
■1  h.s  bond  of  life,  riear  God,   I  pray, 

That  I  may  live  to  fay,    The  dog  is  dead  ! 

^ueen.    Oh  !   thou   dicit    prophefy,     the    time    would 

That  I  fhould  vvifh  for  thee  to  help  me  curfe  [come, 

That  bottled  fpider,   that  foul  bunch-back'd  toad. 

Q.  Mar.  I  call'd  thee  then  v  in  flourifli  of  my  fortune  J 

I  calt'd  thee  then,   poor  fhaLOW,  painted  Queen, 

The  prefentation  of  but  what  I  was, 

Tne  flattering  index  of  a  direful  page  j 

One  heav'd  on  high,  to  be  hurl'd  down  below  j 

A  mother  only  mock'd  with  two  fair  babes  j 

A  dream  of  what  thou  wait;  a  garilri  flag, 

To  be  tht  aim  of  ev'ry  dang'rous  mot  j 

A  fign  of  dignity,  a  breath,   a  bubble  j 

A  Queen  in  jell,   only  to  fiii  the  fcene. 

Where  is  thy  husband  now  ?  where  be  thy  brothers  ? 

"Where  be  thy  children  \  wherein  doft  thou  joy? 

Who  fues  and  kneels,  and  fays,  God  fave  the  Queen? 

Where  be  the  bending  peers  that  fhtter'd  thee  ? 

Where  be  the  thronging  troops  that  folow'd  thee  }- 

Decline  all  this,  and  fee  what  now  thou  art. 

For  haopv  wife,  a  mod  diftreffed  widow  ; 

For  joyful  mother,  one  that  wails  rhe  name  j 

For  one  being  fu*d  to,  one  that  humbly  fues  j 

For  Queen,  a  very  caitiff  crown'd  with  care  j 

For  one  that  fcorn'd  at  me,  now  fcorn'd  of  me  j 

For  one  being  fear'd  of  all,   now  fearing  one  j 

For  one  commanding  all,  obeyed  of  none. 

Thus  hath  the  courfe  of  juftice  wheel'd  about, 

And  left  thee  but  a  very  prey  to  time  j 

Having  no  more  but  thought  cf  what  thou  werr, 

To  torture  thee  the  more,  being  what  thou  art. 

Thou  didft  ufurp  my  piace,  and  doft  thou  now 

Ulurp  the  juft  proportion  of  my  forrow  ? 

Now  thy  proud  neck,  bears  half  my  burthenM  yoke  j 

From  wnicb,  ev'n  here  1  ihp  my  wearied  head, 

And 
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And  leave  the  burthen  of  it  all  on  thee. 

Farewell,  York's  wife,  and  Queen  of  fad  mifchance  j 

Thefe  Engli/h  woes  /hall  make  me  fmile  in  France. 

Queen.   O  thou  weil  skillM  in  curfes  !  fray  a  whiie,, 
And  reach  me  how  to  curfe  mine  enemies. 

Q^  Mar.  Forbear  to  deep  the  night,  and  faft  the  day* 
Compare  dead  happinefs  with  living  woe  ; 
Think  that  thy  babes  were  fweeter  than  they  were, 
And  he  that  flew  thtm,  fouler  than  he  is: 
Bett'ring  thy  lofs  makes  the  bad  caufer  worfe  j 
Revolving  this,  will  teach  thee  how  to  curfe.        [thine. 
Queen.   My  words  are  dull  j  O!  quicken  them  with 
Q^  Mar.  Thy  woes  will  make  them  fharp,  and  pierce 
like  mine.  [Exit  Margaret, 

Ducb.   Why  mould  calamity  be  full  of  words  ? 
Qvten.  Windy  attorneys  to  their  client- woes, 
Airy  fucceeders  of  inteftate  joys, 
Poor  breathing  orators  of  miferies  !  ' 
Let  them  have  fcope  j  tha*  what  they  do  impartj 
Help  nothrng  elfe,  jet  they  do  eale  the  heart. 

Ducb.   If  fo,  then  be  not  tongue-ty'd  j  go  wih  me, 
And  in  the  breath  of  bitter  words  lets  fmother 
My  damned  fon,  that  thy  two  fweet  fons  fmother'd. 
I  hear  his  drum,  be  copious  in  exclaims.   [Drumivitbin. 
SCENE       V.       Enter  King  Richard  and  bis  train*  . 
K.  Rub.   Who  intercepts  me  in  my  expedition? 
Ducb.  O,  lhe  that  might  have  intercepted  thee, 
By  ftrangling  thee  in  her  accurfed  womb, 
From  all  the  (laughters,  wretch,  that  thou  haft  done. 

Queen.  Hid'ft  thou  that  forehead  with  a  golden  crown, 
Where  mould  be  branded,  if  that  right  were  right, 
The  (laughter  of  the  Prince  that  owed  that  crown, 
And  the  dire  death  of  my  poor  fons  and  brothers  ? 
Tell  me,  thou  villain- (lave,  where  are  my  children  ? 

Ducb,  Thou  toad,  thou  toad,  where  is   thy   brother 

And  little  Ned  Plantagenet,  his  fon?  [Clarence ? 

Queen.  Where  is  kind   Ha/tings,  Rivers,  Vaughan, 

Gray  ? 
K.  Ricb.  A  flourifti,  trumpets !  ftrike  alarm,  drums! 
Let  not  the  heavens  hear  jhete  teli- tale  women 
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.ail  on  the  Lord's  anointed.     Strike,  I  fay. 

[F/ouriJh,     ALrutnt, 
ither  be  patient,  and  intreat  me  fa.r, 
'r  with  the  clamorous  report  of  war 
hus  will  1  drown  your  exclamations. 
Ducb.   Art  thou  my  fon  ? 

K.  Rich.   Ay,  I  thank  God,  my  father,  and  yourfelf. 
Ducb.  Then  patiently  hear  my  impjtience. 
K.  Rich.  Madam,  I  have  a  touch  of  your  condition, 
bat  cannot  brook  the  accent  of  reproof. 
Ducb.   I  will  be  mild  and  gentle  in  my  words. 
K.  Rich.  And  brief,  good  mother,  for  I  am  in  hafte* 
Ducb.  Art  thou  lb  haity  ?   I  have  ftaid  for  thee, 
od  knows,  in  anguifh,  pain,  and  agony. 
K.  Rich.   And  came  I  not  at  laft  to  comfort  you  f 
Ducb.  No,  by  the  holy  rood,  thou  know'ft  it  well; 
lou  cam' ft  on  earth  to  make  the  earth  my  hell. 
grievous  burden  was  thy  birth  to  me  j 
itchy  and  wayward  was  thy  infancy  j 
ly  fchool-days  frightful,  defp'rate,  wild,  and  furious  j 
ly  prime  of  manhood,  daring,  bold,  and  venturous  j 
ly  age  confirm'd,   proud,  fubtile,  fly,  and  bloody. 
hat  comfortable  hour  canft  thou  name, 
lat  ever  grae'd  me  in  thy  company  ? 
[K,  Rub.  'Faith,  none  but  Humphry  Houre,  that 
call'd  your  Grace 
b  breakfaft  once,. forth  of  my  company  J 
1 K.  Rich.   If  I  be  fo  difgracious  in  your  fight, 
|t  me  march  on,  and  not  offend  your  Grace. 
1  ike  up  the  drum. 
Ducb.  I  pr'ythee  hear  me  fpeak. 
K.  Rich.   You  fpeak  too  bitterly. 
Ducb.   Hear  me  a  word  j 
r  I  fhall  never  fpeak  to  thee  again. 

K.  Rich.  So, 

touch.  Either  thou' It  die  by  God's  juft  ordinance, 
t  from  this  war  th>u   turn  a  c<  nqueror  } 
I  with  grief  and  extreme  age  Ihal)  perifli, 
id  never  look  upon  thy  face  again, 
iercfore  take  with  thee  my  moil  heavy  curfe  : 

Which 
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"Which,  in  the  day  of  battle,  tire  thee  more, 

Than  all  the  compleat  armour  that  thou  wear'ft  ! 

•My  prayers  on  the  adverfe  party  fight  ; 

And  there  the  little  fouls  of  Edward's  chUdren 

"Whifper  the  fpirits  of  thine  enemies, 

And  promife  them  fuccefs  and  victory  ! 

Bloody  thou  art,  bloody  will  be  thy  end  ! 

Shame  ferves  thy  life,  and  doth  thy  death  attend.  [E* 

Queen.  Though  far  more   caufe,  yet  much  lefs  fp 
to  curfe 

Abides  in  me,   I  fay  Amen  to  her.  [Got 

K.    Rich.   Stay,  Madam,  I   muft  fpeak  a  word  w 

Queen.  I  have  no  more  fons  of  the  royal  blood  [yt 
For  thee  to  fiauuhter;  for  my  daughters,  Richard, 
They  /hall  be  praying  nuns,  not  weeping  Queens  j 
And  therefore  level  not  to  hit  their  lives. 

K.  Rich.   You  have  a  daughter  call'd  Elifabetb, 
Virtuous  and  fair,  royal  and  gracious. 

Queen.  And  muft  fhe  die  for  this  ?  O  let  her  live^ 
And  1*1]  cor  upt  her  manners,  ftain  her  beauty, 
Slander  myfelf  as  falfe  to  Edward's  bed, 
Throw  over  her  the  veil  of  infamy : 
So  /he  may  live  unfcarr'd  from  bleeding  (laughter, 
I  will  confefs  /he  was  not  Edward's  daughter. 

K.  Rich     Wrong  not  her  birth,   fhe  is  of  royal  bhx 

Queen.  To  fave  her  life,  i'll  fay  /he  is  not  fo. 

K   Rich.   Her  life  h  fafeft  only  in  her  birth. 

Queen    And  only  in  that  fafety  dy'd  her  brothers. 

K.  Rich.   No,  at  their  births  good  ftars  were  oppof! 

Queen.   No,  to  their  lives  bad  friends  were  contrary 

K.  Rich.  All  unavoided  is  the  doom  of  dtftiny. 

Queen.   True  ;    when  avoided  grace  makes  deftiny 
My  babes  were  deftin'd  to  a  fairer  death, 
If  grace  had  blefs'd  thee  with  a  fairer  life 

K   Rich   You  fpeak  as  if  that  1  had  flairi  my  coufir 

Queen.   Coufins,  indeed  j  and  by  their  uncle  cozen'c 
Of  comfort,  kingdom,  kindred,  freedom,   life. 
"Whofe  hands  foever  lanc'd  their  teider  hearts, 
Thy  head,  all  indirectly,   gave  direction. 
No  doubt,  the  murd'rous  knife  was  dull  and  blunt, 
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!1  it  wjs  whetted  on  thy  ftone-hard  heart, 

3  revel  in  the  intrailsofmy  lambs. 

it  that  ftill  ufe  of  grief  makes  wild  grief  tame, 

y  tongue  mould  to  thy  ears  not  name  my  boys, 

.11  that  my  nails  were  anchor'd  in  thine  eyes  j 

ad  I  in  fuch  a  defp'rate  bay  of  death, 

ke  a  poor  bark,  of  fails,  and  tackling  reft, 

jfh  all  to  pieces  on  thy  reeky  bofom. 

K.  Rich.   Madam,  !b  thrive  I  in  my  enterprife, 
'nd  dangerous  fuccefs  of  bloody  wars  j 
5 1  intend  more  good  to  you  and  your*s, 
han  ever  you  or  your's  by  me  were  harm'd! 

Queen.  What  good  is  covev'd  with  the  face  of  heav*n, 
0  be  difcover'd,  that  can  do  me  good  !  [Lady. 

K.  Rich.   Th'  advancement  of  your  children,   gentle 

Sheen.  Up  to  fome  fcaffold,   there  to  lofe  their  heads.. 

K   Rich.  No,  to  the  dignity  and  height  of  fortune, 
he  high  imperial  type  f  of  this  earth's  glory. 

Queen.  Flatter  my  forrows  with  report  of  it. 
ell  me,  what  ftate,  what  dignity,  what  honour, 
anft  thou  devife  to  any  child  of  mine  ? 

K.  Rich.  Ev'n  all  I  have  ;  ay,  and  myfelf  and  all,, 
will  I  withal  endow  a  child  of  thine, 
loin  the  Lethe  of  thy  angry  foul 
"hou  drown  the  fad  remembrance  of  thofe  wrongs, 
Vhich  thou  fuppofeft  I  have  done  to  thee. 

Queen.  Be  brief,  left  that  the  procefs  of  thy  kindnef3 
aft  longer  telling  than  thy  kindnefs  do.  [daughter. 

K.  Rich.  Then  know,  that  from  my  foul  I  love  thy 

Queen.  My  daughter's  mother  thinks  it  with  her  foul. 

K.   Rich.  What  do  you  think  ? 

Queen.  That  thou  doft  love  my  daughter  from  thy  foul. 
0  from  thy  foul's  love  didft  thou  love  her  brothers  j 
And  from  my  heart's  love  I  do  thank  thee  for  it. 

K.  Rich.  Be  not  fo  hafty  to  confound  my  meaning  5 

mean,  that  with  my  foul  I  love  thy  daughter, 
And  do  intend  to  make  her  Queen  of  England.     [King  ? 
Queen.  Say  then,   who  doft  thou  mean  mall  be  her 

+  i.  e.  th:  throne. 
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K.  Rich.  Ev'n  he  that  makes  her  Queen  ;  who  e) 
Queen.  What,  thou  !  [ihould  be 

K.  Rich.   Even  fo  ;  how  think  you  of  it  ? 
Queen.  How  canft  thou  woo  her  ? 
K.  Rich.    I  would  learn  of  you, 
As  one  being  beft  acquainted  with  her  humour. 
Queen,  And  wilt  thou  learn  of  me  ? 
K.  Rich.   With  all  my  heart. 
Queen.  Send  to  hev,  by  the  man  that  flew  her  brother 
A  pair  of  bleeding  hearts ;   thereon  ingrave 
Edward  and  York  ;  then  haply  will  fhe  weep. 
Therefore  prefent  to  her,  as  fometime  Marg'ret 
Did  to  thy  father,  fteep'd  in  Rutland's  blood, 
A  handkerchief ;  which,  fay  to  her,  did  drain 
The  purple  tide  from  her  fweet  brothers  bodies, 
And  bid  her  wipe  her  weeping  eyes  therewith. 
If  this  inducement  move  her  not  to  love, 
Send  her  a  letter  of  thy  noble  deeds  ; 
Tell  her,  thou  mad'ft  away  her  uncle  Clarenc*, 
Her  uncle  Rivers  j  ay,  and  for  her  fake, 
Mad'ft  quick  conveyance  with  her  good  aunt  Anne. 

K.  Rich,  You  mock  me,  Madam  j  this  is  not  the  ws 
To  win  your  daughter. 

Queen.  There's  no  other  way, 
Unlefs  thou  could'ft  put  on  fome  other  fhape, 
And  not  be  Richard  that  hath  done  all  this. 
AT.  Rich.  Say  that  I  did  all  this  for  love  of  her. 
Queen.  Nay  then,  indeed,   fhe  cannot  chufe  but  hat 
Having  bought  love  with  fuch  a  bloody  fpoil.         [thee 
K.  Rich.  Look,  what  is  done,  cannot  be  now  ammend 
Men  fhall  deal  unadvifedly  fometimes,  [ed 

Which  after  hours  give  leafure  to  repent  of. 
If  I  did  take  the  kingdom  from  your  fons, 
To  make  amends,  I'll  give  it  to  your  daughter. 
If  I  have  kill'd  the  iffue  of  your  womb, 
To  quicken  your  increafe,  I  will  beget 
Mine  iffue  of  your  blood,  -upon  your  daughter, 
A  grandam's  name  is  little  lefs  in  love, 
Than  is  the  doating  title  of  a  mother. 
They  are,  as  children,  but  one  ftep  below, 

Even 
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Even  cf  your  metal,  of  your  very  blood  j 

Of  all  one  pain,  fave  for  a  night  of  groans 

Endur'd  of  her  for  whom  you  bid  like  forrow. 

Your  children  were  vexation  to  your  youth, 

But  mine  mall  be  a  comfort  to  your  age. 

The  lofs  you  have,  is  but  a  Ion  being  King  j 

jAnd  by  that  lofs  your  daughter  is  made  Queen. 

I  cannot  make  you  what  amends  I  would, 

Therefore  accept  fuch  kindnefs  as  I  can. 

jDorfet,  your  fon,  that  with  a  fearful  foul 

Leads  difcontented  fteps  in  foreign  foil, 

This  fair  alliance  quickly  fhall  call  home 

To  high  promotions,  and  great  dignity. 

The  King,  that  calls  your  beauteous  daughter  xo'ife 

Familiarly  fhall  call  thy  Dorfet  brother. 

Again  fhall  you  be  mother  to  a  King  j 

And  all  the  ruins  of  diftrefsful  times 

lepair'd  with  double  riches  of  content. 

What !  we  have  many  goodly  days  to  fee. 

The  liquid  drops  of  tears  that  you  have  fhed, 

ihall  come  again,  transform'd  to  orient  pearl  ; 

\dvantaging  their  loan  with  intereft 

)f  ten  times  double  gain  of  happinefs. 

3o  then,  my  mother,  to  thy  daughter  go  ; 

rfake  bold  her  bafhful  years  with  your  experience  • 

'repare  her  ears  to  hear  a  wooer's  tale. 

Hit  in  her  tender  heart  th'  afpiring  flame 

)f  golden  fov'reignty  ;  acquaint  the  Princefs 

Vith  the  fweet  filent  hours  of  marriage  joys. 

Vnd  when  this  arm  of  mine  hath  chaftifed 

The  petty  rebel,  dull-brain'd  Buckingham, 

found  with  triumphant  garlands  will  I  come, 

Ind  lead  thy  daughter  to  a  conqueror's  bed  ;' 

"o  whom  I  will  retale  my  conqueft  won, 

Vnd  fhe  fhall  be  fole  vi&refs,  Cxfar's  Csefar. 

Queen.   What  were  I  heft  to  fay,  her  father's  brother 

Vould  be  her  lord  ?  or  fhall  I  fay,   her  uncle  ? 

)r  he  that  flew  her  brothers  and  her  uncles  > 

Jnder  what  title  fhall  I  woo  for  thee, 

That  God,  the  law,  my  honour,  and  her  love 

Vol.  V.  y  '       „ 
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Can  make  feem  pleafing  to  her  tender  years*? 

K   Rich.   Infer  fair  England's  peace  by  this  allia 

Queen.  Which  fhe  fhall  purchafe  with  frill  lading'... 

K.  Rick.  Tel!  her,  the  King,  that  may  command,  u 
treats     ■  ■ 

Queen.  That  at  her  hands  which  the  King's  K 
forbids. 

K.  Rich.  Say,  (he  fhall  he  a  h:gh  and  mighty  <£ue 

Queen.   To  wail  the  t»tle,  as  her  mother  doth. 

K.  Rick.  Say,  I  will  love  her  everlaftingly. 

Queen.   But  how  long  {hall  that  title  ever  lad? 

K   Rich   Sweetly  in  force  unto  her  fair  life's  end. 

Queen.  But  how  long,  fairly,  fhall  her  fweet  life  laft 

K   Rick.  As  long  as  heav'n  and  nature  lengthen  it. 

Queen.  As  long  as  hell  and  Richard  like  of  it. 

K.  Rick.  Say,  I,  her  Sov'reign,  am  her  fubjecl  nov 

Queen     But  fhe,  your  fubje£l,  lothes  fuch  fov'reignt; 

K.  Rick.  Be  eloquent  in  my  behalf  to  her. 

Queen.   An  honeft  tale  fpeeds  heft,  being  plainly  tolt 

K.  Ricb.Then/m  plain  terms,  tell  her  my  loving  tali 

Queen.  Plain,  and  not  honeft,  is  too  harfti  a  ftyle. 

K.  Rich,  Your  reafons  are  too  fhallow,  and  too  quiet 
[Queen.   O  no,  my  reafons  are  too  deep  and  dead  j 
Two  deep  and  dead  poor  infants  in  their  grave  ; 
Harp  on  it  ftill  fhall  I,  till  heart-firings  break,    [paf 
K.  Rick.  Harp  not  on  that  ftring,  madam  ;  that 
New,  by  my  George,  my  garter,  and  my  crown— — 

Queen.  Profan'd,  difhonotrr'd,  and  the  third  ufurp'i 

K-  Rick-  I  fwear. 

Queen.- -By  nothing,  for  this  is  no  oath. 
The  George  profan'd,  hath  loft  his  holy  honour  j 
The  garter  blemifh'd,  pawn'd  his  knightly  virtue  5 
The  crown  ufurp'd,  dlfgtac'd  his  kingly  glory. 
If  femething  thou  would'ft  fwear  to  be  believ'd, 
Swear  then  by  fomething  that  thou  haft  not  wrong'd. 

K.  Rick.  Now,  by  the  world 

Queen.  'Tis  full  of  thy  foul  wrongs. 

K.'  Rick.  My  father's  death 

Queen.  Thy  life  hath  that  difhonour'd, 

K.  Rick.  Then  by  myfelf. 
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Queen.  Thyfclf  thyfelf  mifufelt. 

K.  Rich.  Why  then,  by  heav'n 

Queen.   Heav'n's  vsrong  is  moft  of  all. 

thuu  diUft  fear  to  break  an  oath  with  heav'n, 

le  unity  the  King  my  husband  made 

iou  hadft  not  broken,  nor  my  brothers  dyM. 

th.u  hadft  fear'd  to  break  an  oarh  with  heav'n, 

I  imperial  metal  circling  now  thy  head, 

d  grac'd  the  tender  temples  of  my  child  : 

id  both  the  Princes  had  been  breathing  here  ; 

hich  now,  two  tender  bed-fellows  for  duft, 

y  broken  faith  hath  made  a  prey  to  worms. 

nat  canft  thou  fwesr  by  now  r" 

C  Rich*  By  time  to  come. 

Hgte/t,  That  thou  haft  wronged  in  the  time  o'erp.ift  j 

•  I  myfelt  have  many  tears  to  wafti 

reaftei  time,   for  time  paft,  wrong' d  by  thee. 

e  children  live,  whofe  fathers  thou  haft  flaughter'd, 

govern  d  y uih,  to  w:.i!  it  in  their  age. 

•  parents  live,  whofe  children  thou  haft  butchcr'd, 
wither'd  plants  to  wail  it  in  their  age. 

iwear  not  by  time  to  come,  for  that  thou  haft 
ifus'd  ere  us'd,  by  times  ill-us'd  o'eipaft. 
Z,  Ricb-   As  I  intend  to  piofper  and  repent, 
:hrive  I  in  my  dangerous  attempt 
hoftile  arms  !  myielf  myfelf  confound  j 
iven  and  fortune  bar  me  happy  hours  j 

•  yield  me  not  thy  light,  nor  night  thy  reft; 
>ppofite  all  planets  of  good  luck 

my  proceeding  j  if  with  pure  heart's  love, 

naculate  devotion,  holy  thoughts, 
I  nder  not  thy  beauteous  princely  daughter  ! 
1  ler  confifts  my  happinefs  and  thine  j 
}  hout  her,  follows  to  myfelf  and  thee, 
I  felf,  the  land,  and  many  a  Chriftian  foul, 
Ith,  defolation,  ruin,  and  decay. 
I  annot  be  avoided  but  by  this  j 
I, 'ill  not  be  avoided  but  by  this. 
I  refore,  dear  mother,  (I  muft  call  you  fo), 
B  he  attorney  0/  my  love  to  her  j 

Y  a  Plead 
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Plead  what  I  will  be,  not  what  I  have  been  j 
Not  my  ceferts,   but  what  I  will  deferve  : 
Uige  the  neceffity  and  ftate  of  times  j 
And  be  not  peevifh  found  in  great  defigns. 

Queen.   Shall  I  be  tempted  of  the  devil  thus  ? 
K.  Rich.  Ay,  if  the  devil  tempt  you  to  do  good. 
Queen.  Shall  I  forget  myfelfto  be  myfelf  ? 
K.  Rich.  Ay,  ifyouvfelf's  remembrance  wrong  yourfel 
""Queen.  But  thou  didft  kill  my  children. 

K.  Rich.  But  in  your  daughter's  womb  I  bury  them 
Where  in  that  neft  of  fpicery  they  mail  breed 
Selves  of  themfelves,   to  your  recomforture. 

Queen.  Shall  I  go  win  my  daughter  to  thy  will  ? 
K.   Rich.  And  be  a  happy  mother  by  the  deed. 
Queen.    I  go  ;  write  to  me  fliortly. 
K.  Rich.  Bear  her  my  true  love's  kifs,  and  fo  fart 
well — —  [Exit  Quee. 

Relenting  fool,   and  fhallow,  changing  woman. 

S     C     £     N     E  -    VI.       Enter  Ratcliff. 
Rat.  Moft  mighty  Sovereign,  On  the  weftern  eoafc 
Rideth  a  puiflant  navy  :  to  our  fhores 
Throne  many  doubtful  hollow-hearted  friends, 
Unavm'd,  and  unrefolv'd  to  beat  them  back. 
'Tis  thought  that  Richmond  is  their  admiral : 
And  theie  they  hull,  expecling  but  the  aid 
Of  Buckingham  to  welcome  them  afhore. 

K.  Rich.  >ome  light-foot  friend  poft    to  the  Duke 
Pvatcliff,  thyfelf,  or  Catesby  ;  where  is  he  >       [Noxfol 
Catef  Here,  my  good  Lord. 
K.  Rich.  Catesby,  fly  to  the  Duke. 
Catef.   I  will,  my  Lord,  with  all  convenient  hade. 
K.  Rich    Ratcliff,  come  hither,  poll  to  Salisbury  j 
When  thou  com'ii  thither — Dull  unmindful  villain, 

[To  Catesb 

Why  flay'ft  thou  here,  and  go'fl  net  to  the  Duke  ? 

Catef.  Fr'l,  mighty  Liege,  tell  me  your  Highne: 
What  from  your  Grace  1  fhall  deliver  to  him.     [pleafur 

K   Rich.   O  true,  good  Catefby,— bid  him  levy  ftr; 

The  greateft  ftrength  and  power  he  can  make, 

And  meet  me  fuddenly  at  Salisbury. 
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Catef.  1  go.  [Exit. 

Rat.  What,  may   it   ple-fe   you,  /hall   I  do  at  Salif- 
bury  ? 

K.  Rich.  Why,  what  wculd'fl  thou  do  theie,  before 
I  go? 

Rut.  Your  Highnefs  told  me  I  mould  pofl  before. 

K.Ricb.  My  mind  is  chang'd 

Enter  Lord  Stanley. 
Stanley,  what  news  with  you  ?  [hearing  j 

Stan.  None  good,  my  Liege,   to  pleafe  you  with  the 
Not  none  lo  bad,  but  well  may  be  reported. 

K.  Rich,  Heyday,  a  riddle  !  neither  good  nor  bad  : 
Why  dolt  thou  run  lb  many  miles  about, 
When  thou  may'ft  tell  thy  tale  the  nearefl  way  ? 
Once  more,  what  news  ! 

Start.  Richmond  is  on  the  feas. 

K.  Rich,  There  let  him  fink,  and  be  the  feas  on  him! 
White-liver'd  runagate,  what  doth  he  there  ? 

Stan,  I  know  not,  mighty  Sovereign,  but  by  guefs. 

K,  Rich.  Well,  as  you  guefs  ? 

Sfflw.Stirr'd  up  by  Dorfet,  iiuckingham,  and  Morton, 
He  makes  for  England  here  to  claim  the  crown. 

K.  Rub.  Is  the  chair  empty  ?  is -the  (word  uniway'd? 
ts  the  King,  dead  ?  the  empire  unpoflefs'd  ? 
What  heir  of  York  is  ther^  alive  but  we  ? 
And  who  is  England's  King,  but  great  York's  heir  ? 
Then  tell  me,  what  makes  he  upon  the  fea  ? 

Stan.  Unlefs  for  that,  my  Liege,  I  cannot  guefs. 

K.  Rich.  Unlefs  for  that  he  coir.es  to  be  your  Liege, 
5fou  cannot  guefs  wherefore  the  Welchman  comes. 
Thou  wilt  revolt,  and  fly  to  him,  I  fear. 

Stan.  No,  mighty  Liege,  therefore  miflruft  me  not. 

K.  Rtcb,  Where  is  thy  power  then  to  beat  him  back? 
Where  are  thy  tenants,  and  thy  followers  ? 
Are  they  not  now  upon  the  weftern  fhore, 
Safe  conducting  the  rebels  from  their  {hips  ?     [north. 

Stan.    No,   my   good   Lord,  my   friends   are  in  the 

K.  Rich.  Cold  friends  to  me  :  what  do  they  in  the 
north, 
When  they  ftould  ferve  their  Sovereign  in  the  weft  ? 

Y  3  Stan, 
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Stan.  They  have  not  been  commanded,  mighty  Kin: 
Pleafe  it  your  Majefty  to  give  me  leave, 
I'll  mufter  up  my  friends,  and  meet  your  Grace, 
Where,  and  what  time  your  Majefty  mall  pleafe. 

K.Ricb.  Ay,  thou  would'ft  fain  begone  to  join  wit 
But  I'll  not  truft  thee.  [Richmond 

Stan.  Mighty  Sovereign, 
You  have  no  caufe  to  hold  my  friend/hip  doubtful. 
I  never  was,  nor  never  will  be  faife. 

K.  Rich.  Go  then, and  mufler  men;  but  leave  behit 
Your  fon  George  Stanley  ;  look  your  heart  be  firm, 
Or  elfe  his  head's  aiTurance  is  but  frail. 

Stan.  So  deal  with  him  as  I  prove  true  to  you  ! 

[Exit  Stanle 
Enter  a  MeJJenger. 

MeJJ.  My  gracious  Sov' reign,  now  in  Devonftiire, 
As  I  by  friends  am  well  advertifed, 
Sir  Edmund  Courtney,  and  the  haughty  prelate, 
Biftiop  of  Exeter,  his  elder  brother, 
With  many  more  confederates,  are  in  arms. 
Enter  another  MeJJenger. 

MeJJ.  In  Kent,  my  Liege,  the  Guilfords  are  in  arm 
And  every  hour  ftillmore  competitors 
Fleck  to  the  rebels,  and  their  power  grows  ftrong. 
Enter  another  MeJJenger. 

MeJJ.  My  Lord,  the  army  of  the  Duke  of  Buckinf 
ham— — 

K.  Rich.  Out  on   ye,  owls  !f  nothing  but  fongs 
death  ?  [Hejlrikes  bit. 

There  take  thou  that,  till  thou  bring  better  news. 

Mejf.  The  news  I  have  to  tell  your  Majefty, 
Is,  that,  by  fudden  floods  and  fall  of  waters, 
Buckingham's  army  is  difpers'd  and  fcatter'd  j 
And  he  himfelf  wander' <1  away  alone, 
No  man  knows  whither. 

K.  Rich.  Oh  !  I  cry  thee  mercy  ! 
There  is  my  purfe,  to  cure  that  blow  of  thine# 
Hath  any  well-advifed  friend  proclaim'd 
Reward  to  him  that  brings  the  traitor  in  ? 
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MejJ.  Such  proclamation  hath  been  made,  my  Liege. 

Enter,:'.   '■':>■  Mql'enger. 
MeJJ'.  Sir  Thomas  Lov-1,  and  Lord  Marquis  Dorfet, 
'Tis  laid,  my  Liege,  in  Yorkshire  are  in  arms  ; 
;But  this  -ocd  comfort  bring  I  to  your  Highnefs, 
The  Bretagne  navy  is  difpers'd  by  tempeft. 
Richmond  in  DorfetnSire  fent  out  a  boat 
jUnto  the  more,  to  ask.  thofe  on  the  banks, 
If  they  were  his  affiftants,  yea  or  no  ? 
Who  anfver'd  him,  they  came  from  Buckingham 
Upon  his  party  ;   he  miftrufting  them, 
Hois'd  fail,  and  made  his  courfe  again  for  Bretagne. 

K.  Rich.   March    on,   march  on,  fince  we  are  up  in 
If  net  to  fi^ht  with  foreign  enemies,  [arms  } 

Yet  to  beat  down  thefe  rebels  here  at  home. 
Enter  Catelby. 
Catef.  My  Liege,  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  is  taken, 
That  is  the  beft  news  t  that  the  Earl  of  Richmond 
Is  with  a  mighty  power  landed  at  Milford, 
Is  colder  news,  but  yet  it  muft  be  told. 

K.  Rich.   Away  tow'rds  Salifbury  ;    while  we  reafon 
A  royal  battle  might  be  won  and  loft.  [here, 

Some  one  take  order  Buckingham  be  brought 
To  Salifbury;  the  reft  march  on  with  me.         [Exeunt* 
SCENE  VII.     Changes  to  the  Lord  Stanley's  boufe. 
Enter  Lord  Stanley,  and  Sir  Chriftopher  Urfwick. 
Stan.  Sir  Chriftopher,  tell  Richmond  this  from  me, 
That  in  the  fty  ofthismoft  bloody  boar, 
My  fon  George  Stanley  is  frank'd  up  in  hold  ; 
If  I  revolt,  off  goes  young  George's  head  5 
The  fear  of  that  holds  off  my  prefent  aid . 
So,  get  thee  gone,  commend  me  to  thy  Lord. 
Say  too,  the  Queen  hath  heartily  contented 
He  mould  efpoufe  Elifabeth  her  daughter. 
But  tell  me,  where  is  princely  Richmond  now  ? 

Cbri.  At  Pembroke,  or  at  Hav'rford-weft  in  Wales. 
Stan,  What  men  of  name  refort  to  him  ? 
Cbri.  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  a  renowned  foldier. 
Sir  Gilbert  Talbot,  and  Sir  William  S*  **• 

Oxford,  redouM.     "  - 
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And  Rce  ap  Thomas,  with  a  valiant  crew, 

And  many  others  of  great  name  and  worth  : 

Ann  towards  London  do  they  bend  their  power, 

If  by  the  way  they  be  not  fought  withal. 

Stan.  Well    hie  thee  to  thy  Lord  ;  I  kifs  his  hand  : 

My  letter  will  refolve  him  of  my  mind. 

Farewel  ! 

\_Exeunt\ 

ACTV.       SCENE     I. 

Salisbury , 

Enter  the  Sheriff,  and  Buckingham,  with  balberts,  led  to 
execution . 

SliCk'  W7ILL  not  King  Ricnard  let  me  fpeak  with 
VV  him  ? 

Sber.  No,  good  my  Lord,  therefore  be  patient. 
Buck.  Haftings,  and  Edward's   children,  Gray  and 
Holy  King  Henry,  and  thy  fair  fon  Edward,     [Riversj 
Vaughan,  and  all  that  have  mifcairied 
By  underhand,  corrupted,  foul  injufticej 
If  that  your  moody,  difcontented  fouls 
Do  through  the  clouds  behold  this  prefent  hour 
Ev'n  for  revenge  mock  my  dertruftion  ! 
This  is  All -fouls  day,  fellows,  is  it  not  ? 

Sber.  It  is,  my  Lord. 

Buck.  Why,  then  All-fouls  day  is  my  body's  doomfday, . 
This  is  the  day  which,  in  King  Edward  s  time, 
I  wi/h'd  might  fall  on  me,  when  I  was  found 
Falfe  to  his  children,  or  his  wife's  allies. 
This  is  the  day  wherein  I  wifh'd  to  fall 
By  the  falfe  faith  of  him  whom  mod  I  trufted  i 
This,  this  All-fouls  day  to  my  fearful  foul, 
Is  the  determin'd  refpecl  *  of  my  wrongs. 
That  high  All-feer,  which  I  dallied  with, 
Hath  turn'd  my  feigned  prayer  on  my  head, 
And  giv'n  in  earneft  what  I  begg'd  in  jeft. 
Thus  doth  he  force  the  fwords  of  wicked  men 
To  turn  their  own  points  on  their  matters'  bofoms, . 

M    lO  till. 
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'bus  Marg'rct's  curfe  falls  heavy  on  my  head: 
Vhen  he,  quoth  fhe,  mail  fpiit  thy  heart  with  forrow, 
temember  Margret  was  a  prophetefs. 
'ome,  Sirs,  convey  me  to  the  block  of  fliame; 
\Nrong  hath  but  wrong,  and  blame  the  .  ue  of  blame. 
[Exeunt  Buckinijham,    Sheriff,  and  officers* 
SCENE     II. 
On  the  borders  of  Liiceft'rjhire.     A  camp. 
Inter  Richmond,   Oxford,   Blunt,   Herbert    and  others  y 
b  drum  and  colours. 
Rich.  Fellows  in  arms,  and  my  m oft  loving  friends, 
ruis'd  underneath  the  yoke  of  tyranny, 
Thus  far  into  the  bowels  of  the  lind 
flave  we  march'd  on  without  impediment  ; 
And  here  receive  we  from  Our  father  Stanley 
Lines  uf  fair  comfort  and  encouragement.  . 
The  wretched,   bloody,  and  ufurping  boar 
That  fpoil'd  your  fummer-fields  and  fruitful  vines, 

ill'd  yoar  warm  bluO.J.  I. lie  wafh,  and  made  his  trough 
In  youi  embowell'd  bofoms;  this  foul  fwins 
Lies  now  e'n  in  the  centre  of  this  ifle, 
Near  to  the  town  of  Leicefter,  as  we  learn  : 
Fron  Tan  worth  thither  is  but  one  da>'3  march. 
In  God's  name,  chearly  on,  courageous  friends, 
To  reap  th.-  harveft  of  perpetual  peace, 
By  this  one  bloody  trial  of  (harp  war. 

0xr.   Every  man's  confeience  is  a  thoufand  fwords, 
To  fighragai  ifl  that  hlocdy  homicide. 

Herb.  I  d  >ubt  not  but  his  friends  will  fly  to  us.  [fear, 

Blunt.   He  nath   no  friends    but  who   are   fiiends  for 

Wh  ch  in  his  deareft  need  will  fly  from  him.      [march. 

Rich    Ali   for  our  'vantage ;   then,   in  God's  name, 

True  hope  is  fwift,  and  flies  with  Swillows'  wings  j 

Kings  it  makes  gods,  and  m  aner  creatures  kings. 

[Exeunt* 
SCENE     III.         Charges  to  Bofeortb  field. 
Enter  Ki«g  Richar  I  in  ;rms,  toitb  Norfolk,  Surrey ,Rat. 
clirT,  Catesby,  aid  others. 
Kt  Rich.  Here  pitch  our  tents,  even  here  in  Bofwurth 
field. 

My 
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My  Lotd  of  Surrey,  why  look  you  fo  fad  ? 

£ur    My  heart  is  ten  times  lighter  than  my  looks. 

K.Rich.    ,\y  Lord  of  Norfolk, 

Nor.  Here,  moft  gracious  Liege.  [we  not? 

K.  Rich.  Norfolk,   we  rr.uft  have  knocks  ;  ha,  muft 

Nor.  We  muft  boih  j.ive  and  take,  my  gracious  Lord. 

K.Rich.  Up  with  my  tent,  here  will  I  ly  to-night: 
But  where  to-morrow  ? — v*  ell,  all's  one  for  that. 
Who  hath  defcry'd  the  number  of  the  traitors? 

Nor.  Six  or  feven  thoufand  is  their  utmoft  power.. 

K.  Rich.   Why,  our  battalion  trebles  that  account: 
Eefires,  the  King's  name  is  a  tower  of  ftrength, 
W'hich  they  upon  the  adverfe  faction  want. 
Up  with  the  tent :  come,  Noble  Gentlemen, 
Let  us  furvey  the  'vantage  of  the  ground. 
Call  for  fome  men  of  found  direction  r 
Let's  want  no  oifcipline,  make  no  delay  j 
For,   l-nrjjs,  tc-rr.OiTwW  is  a  bufy  day,  [Exeunt*. 

SCENE  changes  to  another  part  of '  Bofivorth  field. 
Enter  Richmond,  Sir  William  Brandon/Oxford,  and 
Dorfet. 

Rich.  The  weary  fun  hath  made  a  golden  fet, 
And,   by  the  bright  track  of  his  fiery  car,, 
Gives  fignal  of  a  goodly  day  to-morrow. 
Sir  William  Biandon,  you  fhall  bear  my  (randard  ; 
The  Earl  of  Pembroke  keep  his  regiment ; 
Good  Captain  Blunt,,  bear  my  good  night  t»  him  j 
And  by  the  fecond  hour  in  the  morning 
Defire  the  Eirl  to  fee  me  in  my  tent. 
Yet  one  thing  more,  good  Blunt,  before  thou  goefr  ; 
Where  is  Lord  Stanley  quarter' d  ?  doft  thou  know  t 

Blunt.  Unlefs  I  have  mifta'en  his  colours  much, 
(Which  well  I  am  affured  1  have  not  done), 
His  regiment  lies  half  a  mile  atleaft 
South  from  the  mighty  power  of  the  King. 

Rich.   If  without  peril  it  be  poflible, 
Sweet  Blunt,  make  fome  good  means  to  fpeak  with  him, 
And  give  him  from  me  this  mod  needful  note. 

Blunt,  Upon  my  life,  my  Lord,  Til  undertake  it. 

Rich.  Give  me  fome  ink  and  paper:  in  my  tent 

I'll 


5c.  3.        King  Richard  III,  $6% 

*\l  draw  the  form  and  model  of  our  battle, 
Umit  each  leader  to  his  feveral  charge, 
And  part  in  juft  proportion  our  fmall  ftrength. 
Let  us  co'.fult  upon  to-morrow's  bufinefs  j 
Into  our  tent,  the  air  is  raw  and  cold. 

[They  withdraw  into  the  tent, 
SCENE     changes  b.uk  to  King  Richard* s  tent. 
Enter  K;ng  Richard,  RatclirK,  Norfolk,  and  Catesby, 

K  Rich.  What  is'to\  lock? 
■Catef.  'Tis  fupper-time,  my  Lord  { 
Tis  nine  o'clock. 

K.  Rich.  I  will  not  fup  to-night, 
jive  me  fome  ink  and  paper. 
iVhat,  is  my  beaver  eafier  than  it  was  ? 
And  all  my  armour  laid  into  my  tent  ?  [nefs. 

Catef.  It  is,  my  Liege,  and  all  things   are  in  readi- 

K-  Rich.  Good  Norfolk,  hie  thee  to  thy  charge, 
Jfe  careful  watch,  chufe  trufty  centinels. 

Nor.  I  go,  my  Lord.  [folk. 

K.  Rich,  btir  with  the  lark  to-morrow,  gentle  Nor- 

Nor.   I  warrant  you,  mv  Lord.  [Exit* 

K.Rich.  Catesby! -' 

Catef.  My  Lord  ? 

K.  Rich.  Send  out  a  purfuivant  at  arms 
To  Stanley*s  regiment ;  bid  him  bring  his  power 
Before  fun-rifing,  left  his  fon  George  fall 
Into  the  blind  cave  of  eternal  night. 
Fill  me  a  bowl  of  wine     -  give  me  a  watch— 

[To  RatclirT. 
Saddle  white  Surrey  for  the  field  to  morrow  : 
Look  that  my  ftaves  be  found,  and  not  too  heavy. 
RatclirT, 

Rat.  My  Lord  ?  [berland  ? 

K.  Rich    Saw'ft  thou  the  melancholy  Lord  Northum* 

Rat.  Thomas  the  Earl  of  Surrey,  and  himielf, 
Much  about  cock-fhut  time  from  troop  to  troop, 
Went  through  the  army,  cheering  up  the  foldiers. 

K.  Rich.  I  am  fatisfied,  give  me  a  bowl  of  wine. 
■  I  have  not  that  alacrity  of  fpirit, 
•  Nor  cheer  of  mind  that  I  was  wont  to  have 

These 
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There,  fet  it  down.     Is  ink  and  paper  ready  ? 

Rat.   It  is,  my  Lord. 

K.  Rich.   Bid  rry  guard  watch,  and  leave  me. 
About  the  mid  of  night  come  to  my  tent, 
And  help  to  arm  me.     Leave  me  now,  I  fay. 

c  „  _  _ _  _  [ExitRatiM 

b  C  E  N  E     IV.  Changes  back  to  Richmond's  ten 

Enter  Stanley  f<?  Richmond:    Lords,  Sec. 

Stan.  Fortune  and  victory  fit  on  thy  helm  ! 

Rich.  All  comfort  that  the  dark  night  can' afford 
Be  to  thy  peifon,  Noble  father-in-law! 
Tell  me,  how  fares  it  with  our  loving  mother  ? 

Stan.  I,  by  attorney,  blefs  thee  from  thy  mother: 
Who  prays  continually  for  Richmond's  good  : 

So  much  for  that The  filent  hours  tfeal  on, 

And  flaky  darknefs  breaks  within  the  eaft. 
In  brief,  for  fo  the  feafon  bids  us  be, 
Prepare  thy  battle  early  in  the  morning  ; 
And  put  thy  fortune  to  th'  arbitriment 
Of  bloody  ftrokes,  and  mortal  flaring  war. 
I,  as  I  may,  (that  which  I  would,  I  canno't), 
With  befl  advantage  will  deceive  the  time, 
And  aid  thee  in  this  doubtful  fhock  of  arms. 
But  on  thy  fide  I  may  not  be  too  forward, 
Lefl,  being  feen,  thy  brother,  tender  George, 
Be  executed  in  his  father's  fight. 
Faiewel ;  the  leifure  and  the  fearful  time. 
Cuts  ofl  the  ceremonious  vows  of  love, 
And  ample  interchange  of  fweet  diicouife, 
Which  fo-long-fundred  friends  mould  dwell  upon. 
God  give  us  leifure  for  thefe  rites  of  love  ! 
Once  more,   adieu  ;   be  valiant,  and  fpeed  well. 
^  Rich.   Good  Lords,  conduct  him  to  his  regiment: 
I'll  flnve,   with  troubled  thoughts,  to  take  anapj 
Leaft  leaden  /lumber  poize  me  down  to-morrow. 
When  I  fhould  mount  with  wings  of  vi&ory  : 
Once  more  good  night,  kin,-  Lords  and  Gentlemen. 

[Exeunt. .  Manet  Richmond^ 

O  thou  !  whofe  Captain  I  account  myfelf, 
Look  on  my  forces  with  a  gracious  eye; 

Put 
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r'ut  in  their  hands  thy  bruifing  irons  of  wrath, 
That  they  may  crufh  down  with  a  heavy  fall 
f h'  ufurping  helmets  of  our  adverfaries  ! 
4ake  us  thy  minifters  of  chaftifement, 
That  we  may  praife  thee  in  thy  victory. 
I  To  thee  I  do  commend  my  watchful  foul, 
ire  I  let  fall  the  windows  of  mine  eyes  : 
leeping  and  waking,  oh,  defend  me  ftill  !  T$U\£s. 

S  C  E  N  E    V. 
htivecn  the  tents  of  R  chard  and  Richmond ;  they  Jleeping, 
Enter  the  Ghcji  of  Prince  Edward,  Son  to  Henry  VI. 
Ghojl.   Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to-morrow  ! 

[To  AT.  Rich. 
J'hink  how  thou  ftabb*d*ft  me  in  the  prime  of  youth 
it  Tewksbury;  therefore  defpair,  and  die. 
;   Be  chearful,  Richmond;  for  the  wronged  fouls 

[To  Richm. 
t  >f  butcher*  d  princes  fight  in  thy  behalf; 
I  Ling  Henry's  ilTue,  Richmond,  comforts  thee. 
Enter  the  Ghojl  of  Henry  VI. 
Ckofi.  When  1  was  mortal,  my  anointed  body 

[To  K.  Rich. 
!y  thee  was  punched  full  of  deadly  holes; 
'hink  on  the  Tower  and  mr;   defpair,  and  die. 
fenry  the  Sixth  bids  thee  defpair  and  die. 

Virtuous  and  holy,   be  thou  conqueror:     [To  Richm, 
Jarry,  that  prophefy'd  thou  ihould'fi  be  King, 
)oth  comfort  thee  in  fleep ;  Jive  thou  and  flourish* 
Enter  theGhofl  of  Clarence. 
Ghofi.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to-morrow ! 

[To  K.  Rich. 
[1,  that  was  wafh'd  to  death  infulfome  wine, 
'oor  Clarence,   by  thy  guile  betray'd  to  death  ; 
To-morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edgelefi  fword  ;  defpair,  and  die. 
Thou  offspring  of  the  houfe  of  Lancr.fler, 

[T>  Richmond, 
'he  wronged  heirs  of  York  do  pray  for  thee  ; 
5ood  angels  guard  thy  battle!  live  and  flourifh. 

Vor.  V.  7  E- 
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Enter  the  G  hefts  of "Rivers,  Gray,  and  Vaughan. 
Ri<v.  Let  me  fit  heavy  on  thy  foul  to-morrow  ! 

[To  K,  Ricl 
Rivers,  that  dy'd  at  Pomfret :  defpair,  and  die. 
Gray.   Think  upon  Gray,  and  let  thy  foul  defpair* 

[To  K.  Rid 
Vaug.  Think  upon  Vaughan,  and  with  guilty  fear 
Let  fall  thy  lance  !  Richard,  defpair,  and  die. 

[ToK.  Ric 

All'  Awake  !  and  think  our  wrongs  in  Richard's  b 

Will  conquer  him.— Awake,  and  win  the  day.      [fo 

[To  Richr 
Enter  the  Ghoft  of  Lord  Haftings. 
Ghoft.  Bloody  and  guilty,  guiltily  awake; 

J  [To  K.  Rid 

And  in  a  bloody  battle  end  thy  days  : 
Think  on  Lord  Haftings ;  and  defpair*  and  die. 

Quiet,  untroubled  foul,  awake,  awake  !  [To  Richi 
Arm,  fight,  and  conquer,  for  fair  England's  fake. 
Enter  the  Ghofi  of  the  tnvo  young  Princes, 
Gbofis.  Dream  on  thy  coufins  fmother'd  in  the  Towe 
Let  us  be  lead  within  thy  bofom,  Richard,  [To  K.  Ric 
And  weigh  thee  down  to  ruin,  fhame,  and  death  ! 
Thy  nephews'  fouls  bid  thee  defpair,  and  die. 

Sleep,  Richmond,  fleep  in  peace  j   and  wake  in  joy 

[To  Richi 

Good  angels  guard  thee  from  the  boars  annoy  1 
Live,  and  beget  a  happy  race  of  Kings' 
Edward's  unhappy  fons  do  bid  thee  flourim. 
Enter  the  Ghofi  of  Anne  his  Wife. 
Ghoft.  Richard,  thy  wife,  that  wretched  Anne  tl 
wife,  [To  K.  Ric 

That  never  flept  a  quiet  hour  with  thee, 
Now  fills  thy  fleep  with  perturbations: 
To-morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me, 
And  fall  thy  edgelefs  fword :  defpair,  and  die. 
Thou,  quiet  foul,  fleep  thou  a  quiet  fleep : 

[To  Richi 

Dream  of  fuccefs  and  happy  vidlory, 
Thv  adverfary's  wife  doth  pray  for  thee. 

1  Em 
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Enter  theGboJ}  of  Buckingham. 
Gbcft,  The  firft  was  I  that  help'd  thee  to  the  crown  j 

[ToK.  Rich. 
The  laft  was  I  that  felt  thy  tyranny. 
D,  in  the  battle  think  on  Buckingham, 
And  die  in  terror  of  thy  guihinefs. 
Dream  on,  dream  on,  of  bloody  deeds  and  death  ; 
Fainting,  defpair;  defpairing,yieJd  thy  breath. 

I  dy'd  for  hope  ere  t  could  lend  thee  aid  :  [To  Richm. 
,  3ut  chear  thy  heart,  and  be  thou  not  difmay'd  j 
3od  and  good  angels  fight  on  Richmond's  fide, 
\nd  Richard  fall  in  height  of  all  his  pride. 

lbs  Ghofls  vani(bt 
\K.  RichardT?^/*  out  of  bis  dream 
K.  Ricb.  Give  me  another  horfe— bind  up  my  wounds* 
3ave  mercy,  Jefu — Soft,  I  did  but  dream. 
^  coward  Conscience  !  how  doft  thou  affiicVme  ? 
The  lights  burn  blue — is  it  not  dead  midnight  ? 
I  -old  fearful  drops  ftand  on  my  trembling  flefh. 
Vhat  ?  do  I  fear  myfelf  ?  there's  none  cMt  by  j 
Richard  loves  Richard;  that  is, I  am  I. 
s  there  a  murth'rer  here  ?  No.     Yes,  I  am. 
[Then  fly — What  ?  from  myfelf?  Great  reafon  jWhy  ? 
Left  I  revenge.     What  ?  myfelf  on  myfelf? 
I  love  myfelf.     Wherefore?   for  any  good* 
That  1  myfelf  have  done  unto  myfelf  -t 
0,  no.     Alas,  I  rather  hate  myfelf, 
For  hateful  deeds  Committed  by  myfelf. 
I  am  a  villain  j  yet  I  iye,  lam  not, 
Fool,  of  thyfelf  fpeak  well — Fool,  do  not  flatter.] 
Ily  confeience  hath  a  thoufand  fev'ral  tongues, 
Ind  ev'ry  tongue  brings  in  a  fev'ral  tale, 
Ind  ev'ry  tale  condemns  me  for  a  villain, 
•erjury,  perjury  in  high'ft  degree, 
/further,  ftern  murther  in  the  dir'ft  degree, 
W\  feveral  fins,  all  us'd  in  each  degree, 
'hrong  to  the  bar,  all  crying,  Guilty,  guilty! 
fhall  defpair  :  there  is  no  creature  loves  me  : 
Ud  if  I  die,  no  foul  fhall  pity  me, 

Z  2  Nay, 
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f[Nay,  wherefore  fliould  tbey  ?  fincethat  I  myfelf 
[Find  in  mvf.lf  no  pity  ro  myfelf. J 
Meihonght  the  fouls  of  all  that  I  had  murther'd 
Came  to  mv  tent    ai.d  every  one  did  threat 
To-morrow1*  vengeance  on  the  head  of  Richard. 
Enter  RatcJiff. 

Rat    My  Lord,— — 

K.  Rnk.  Who's  there  ? 

Rat.  Ratcliff,  my  Lord.     The  early  village-cock 
Hath  twice  done  falutation  to  the  morn  j 
Your  friends  are  up,  and  buckle  on  their  armour. 

K.  R'-cb.  Ratcliff,  I  fear,   I  fear . 

Rat.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  be  not  afraid  of  /hadowi 

K.  Rich.  By  the  Apoftle  Paul,   (hadows  to-night 
Have  ftruck  more  terror  to  the  foul  of  Richard, 
Than  can  the  fubftance  of  ten  thoufand  foldiers 
Armed  in  proof,  and  led  by  mallow  Richmond. 
It  is  not  yet  near  day.     Come,  go  with  me  j 
Under  our  tents  111  play  the  eaves-dropper, 
To  hear  if  any  mean  to  fhrink  from  me. 

[Exeunt  K.  Richard  and  Ratclifl 
SCENE     VI. 
Enter  the  Lords  to  Richmond  fitting  in  bis  tent. 

Lords.  Good  morrow,  Richmond. 

Rich.  'Cry  mercy,  Lords  and  watchful  gentlemen, 
That  you  have  ta'en  a  tardy  fluggard  here. 

Lords.  How  have  you  flept,  my  Lord  ? 

Ricb.  The  fweeteft  deep,  and  faireft-boding  dream* 
That  everenter'd  in  a  drowfy  head, 
Have  I  fince  your  departure  had,  my  Lords. 
IMethought  their  fouls, whofe  bodies  Richard  mucther?< 
Came  to  my  tent,  and  cried,  On  !  Viclorj  I 
I  promifeyou  my  heart  is  very  jocund, 
In  the  remembrance  of  fo  fair  a  dream. 
How  far  into  the  morning  is  it,  Lords  ? 

Lords.  Upon  the  ftroke  of  four. 

Ricb.  Why,  then  'tis  time  to  arm,  and  give  dircttioi 
More  than  I  have  faid,  loving  countrymen, 
The  leifure  and  inforcement  of  the  time 
Forbids  to  dwell  on  :  yet  remember  this, 

G( 
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God  and  our  good  caufe  fight  upon  our  fide  : 
The  pray'rs  of"  holy  Taints,  and  wron  ed  foul1;, 
Like  high  rear'd  bulwaiks,  ftand  befoie  our  faces. 
Richard  except,  thofe  whom  we  fight  againft, 
Had  ratho  have  us  win,  than  him  they  follow. 
Fot  what  is  he  they  follow  t  truly,  Gentlemen, 
A  bloody  tyrant,  and  a  homicide  ; 
One  raisM  in  blood,  and  one  in  blood  eftablim'd  j 
One  that  made  means  to  come  by  what  he  hath, 
And  flaughter'd  thole  that  had  the  means  to  help  him, 
A  bale  fouJ  (tone,  made  precious  by  the  foil 
Of  England's  chair,  where  he  is  falfely  fet  j 
One  that  hath  ever  been  God's  enemy: 
Then  if  you  fight  againrt  God's  enemy, 
God  will  in  juftice  ward  you  as  his  foldiers. 
If  you  do  fv.  eat  to  put  a  tyrant  down, 
You'll  flcep  in  peace,  the  tyrant  being  flain  : 
If  you  do  fight  againft  your  country's  foes, 
Your  country's  fat  /hall  pay  your  pains  the  hire  J 
If  you  do  fight  in  fafeguani  of  your  wives, 
if  our  wives  mall  welcome  home  the  conquerors  ; 
[f  you  do  fiee  your  children  from  the  fword, 
^ourchildrens'  children  quit  it  in  your  age. 
Then,  in  the  name  of  Gcd,  and  all  thefe  rights, 
Advance  your  ftandards,   draw  your  willing  fwords. 
For  me,   the  ranfom  of  my  bold  attempt, 
Shall  be  this  cold  corpfc  on  the  earth's  cold  face  ; 
3ut  if  I  thrive,  tire  gain  of  my  attempt 
rheleaft  of- you  fhall  mare  his  part  thereof, 
sound,  di urns  and  trumpets,  boldly,  chearfully  j 
3od,  and  Saint  George  !  Richmond,  and  Victory  *   ' 
SCENE       VII. 
Enter  King  Richard,  Ratcliff,  «m/€atesby. 

K.   Rich,    What   faid   Northumberland   as  touching 
Richmond  ? 

Rat.   That  he  was  never  trained  up  in  arms.      [then  ?  . 

K.  Rich.  He    faid   the   truth  ;  and    what  faid  Surrey 

Rat.  He  fmil'd,  and  faid,  The  better  for  our  purpofe. 

K   Rtch.   He  was  i'th'  right  j  and  fo  indeed  it  is. 
KU  the  clock  there— give  me  a  kaJendar.  [Chtkjirikes. 

Z  3  Who 
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Who  faw  the  fun  to-day  ? 

Rat.   Not  I,  my  Lord. 

AT.  Rich.  Then  he  difdains  to  fhine  ;  for,  by  the  book 
He  fliould  have  brav'd  the  eaft  an  hour  ago— 
A  black,  day  it  will  be  to  fome  body,  Ratcliff! 

Rat.  My  Lord  ? 

K.  Rich.  The  fun  will  not  be  feen  to-day  ; 
The  sky  doth  frown  and  lowre  upon  our  army 
I  would  thefe  dewy  tears  were  from  the  ground- 
Not  /hine  to-day  ?  why,  what  is  that  to  me 
More  than  to  Richmond  ?  for  the  felf-fame  heav'n 
That  frowns  on  me,  looks  fadly  upon  him. 
Enter  Norfolk. 

Nor.  Arm,  arm,  my  Lord  ;  the  foe  vaunts  in  the  fielc 

K.  Rich.  Come,   buftle,  buftle — caparifon  my  horf< 
Call  up  Lord  Stanley,  bid  him  bring  his  power  j 
I  will  lead  forth  my  foldiers  to  the  plain, 
And  thus  my  battle  ihall  be  ordered. 
My  forward  /hall  be  drawn  out  all  in  lengthy 
Confifting  equally  of  horfe  and  foot : 
Our  archers  Ihall  be  placed  in  the  midft  ; 
John  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Earl  of  Surrey, 
Shall  have  the  leading  of  the  footand  horfe. 
They  thus  directed,  we  ourfelf  will  follow 
In  the  main  battle,  which  on  either  fide 
Shall  be  well  winged  with  our  chiefeft  horfe  :        [fol* 
This  and  St. George  to  boot !— What  think'ft  thou  No 

Nor.  A  good  direction,  warlike  Sovereign. 
This  paper  found  I  on  my  tent  this  morning. 

[Giving  afcr<rit 

Jocky  of  Norfolk,  be  not  fo  fold,  [Rett 

Fd"  Dickon  thy  majler  is  bought  and  fold. 

K.  Rich.    A  thing  devifed  by  the  enemy. 

Go,  Gentlemen  ;  go,  each  man  to  his  charge. 

Let  not  our  babling  dreams  affright  our  fouls  j 

Confcience  is  but  a  word  that  cowards  ufe, 

Devis'd  at  firft  to  keep  the  ftrong  in  awe  : 

Our  ftrong  arms  be  our  conference,  fwo  ds  our  law. 

March  on,  join  bravely,  let  us  to't  pell-mell, 

If  not  to  heav'n,  thea  hand,  in  hand  to  hell. 

W] 
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What  /hall  I  fay  more  than  I  have  inferr'd  ? 
Remember  whom  you  are  to  c<ipe  withal  j 
A  fort  of  vagabonds,   ofrafcalft,  runaways, 
I  A  (cum  of  B. icons,  and  bafe  lackey-peafanrs, 
Whom  their  o'er-cloyed  country  vomits  forth, 
:  To  defperate  adventures  and  deftruflion. 
i  You  fleeping  fafe,   they  bring  you  to  unreft: 

You  hiving  lands,  and  blefs'd  with  beauteous  wives, 
j  They  would  diltnin  the  one,  d.ftain  the  other. 
And  who  doth  lead  them,  but  a  paltry  fellow, 
Long  kept  in  Bretagne  at  his  mother's  coft  ? 
A  milk-fop,  one  that  never  in  his  life 
;  Felt  (o  much  cold,  as  over  /hoes  in  fncuv.^ 
i  Let's  whip  the  ftragglers  o'er  the  feas  again, 
Lalh  hence  thefe  over-weening  rags  of  France, 
Thefe  famifh'd  beggars,  weary  of  their  lives  j 
I  Who,  but  for  dreaming  on  this  fond  exploit, 
For  want  of  means,  poor  rats,  had  hang'd  themfelves. 
If  we  be  conquer'd,   let  men  conquer  us, 
,   And  not  thofe  baftard  Britons,  whom  our  fathers 
I   Have  in  their  own  land  beaten,  bobb'd,  and  thump*d8 

And  on  record  left  them  the  heirs  of  fliame. 
I   Shall  thefe  en'ioy  our  lands  ?  lie  with  our  wives  ? 
I   Raviih  our  daughters  ? — Kark,  I  hear  the  drum. 

[Drum  afar  off. 
Fight,  Gentlemen  of  England!  fight,  bold  yeomen  ! 
Draw,  archers,  draw  your  arrows  to  the  head; 
I    Spur  your  proud  horfes  hard,  and  ride  in  blood  5 
Amaz-:  the  welkin  with  your  broken  ftaves! 

Enter  a  Mejfenger. 
What  fays  Lord  Stanley  ?  will  he  bring  his  power  ? 
Mrjf.  'My  Lord,  he  doth  deny  to  come. 
K.  Rich.  OiT  inftantly  with  his  fon  George's  head. 
Nor.   My  Lord,  the  enemy  is  pafs'd  the  marfh  j 
After  the  battle  let  Geor'ge  Stanley  die. 

K.Rich.  A  thoufand  hearts  are  g^eat  within  my  bofom. 
Advance  our  ftandards,  fet  upon  our  fots  ; 
Our  ancient  word  of  courage,  fair  St.  George, 
Infpire  us  with  the  fpleen  of  fiery  dragons. 
Upon  them  !  Vidory  fits  on  our  helmsi  [Exeunt, 

'  SC£N£ 
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SCENE       VIII. 
Alarum.     Excurfions.  E nter  Catesby . 

CateJ.  Refcue,  my  Lord  of  Norfolk,  refcue,  refcue  • 
I  he  King  enacls  more  wonders  than  a  man,. 
A  daring  oppofite  to  every  danger  ! 
His  horfe  is  flain,  and  all  on  foot  he  rights, 
Seeking  for  Richmond  in  the  throat  of  death. 
Refcue,  fair  Lord,  or  elfe  the  day  is  loft. 

-Alarum.     Enter  King  Richard. 

?'    r  Cbr  A  h°rfe  !  a  horfe  !  ™y  kingdom  for  a  horfe  I 
Catef.   Withdraw,  my  Lord,    I'll  help  you  to  a  horfel 
K.  Rich.  Slave,  I  have  fet  my  life  upon  a  caft 
And  I  will  ftand  the  hazard  of  the  dye  :  - 

I  think  there  be  fix  Richmonds  in  the  field  • 
Five  have  I  (lain  to-day  inftead  of  him. 
A  horfe  !  a  horfe  !  my  kingdom  for  a  horfe  !       [Exeunt, 
Alarum.  Enter  King  Richard  and  Richmond  :  tkev  fi?bt 
Richard  isjlain.  '      JJ  &    ' 

Retreat  and  flourijb.    Enter  Richmond,  Stanley  bearing 
the  croivn.  ivitb  divers  other  Lords., 
-5/cZ>.  God  and  your  arms  be  prais'd,  victorious  friends, 
The  day  is  ours  !   the  bloody  dog  is  dead 

Stan.  Courageous  Richmond,   well  haft   thou  acquit 
Lo,  here  thefe  long- ufurped  royalties,  [thee: 

From  the  dead  temples  of  this  bloody  wretch, 
Haye  I  pluck'd  off,,  to  grace  thy  brows  withal. 
Wear  it,  enjoy  it,  and  make  ufe  of  it. 

Rich    Great  God  of  heaven,  fay  Amen  to  all ! 
But  tell  me  firft,  is  young  George  Stanley  living  ? 

itan.  He  is,  my  Lord,  and  fafe  in  Leicefter  town  j 
Whither,  if  you  fo  pleafe,   we  may  withdraw  us. 
Rich    What  men  of  name  are  flain  on  either  fide  ? 
Stan.  John  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Walter  the  Lord  Ferris, 
fiir  Robert  Brakenbury,  Sir  William  Brandon. 

Rich.   Inter  their  bodies  as  becomes  their  births. 
Proclaim  a  pardon  to  the  foldiers  fled, 
That  in  fubmifiion  will  return  to  us. 
And  then,  as  we  have  ta'en  the  facrament, 
"We  w.ll  unite  the  white  role  and  the  red. 
Smile  Heaven  upon  this  fair  conjunction, 

That 
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That  long  hath  frown'd  upon  their  enmity ! 
Whit  traitor  hears  roe.  and  fays  not,  Amen  ? 
England  hath  long  b.  en  mad,  and  fcarr'd  herfeif} 
I  The  I  rother  blindly  Hied  the  brother's  blood, 
Thefathrr  rulhly  (laughtet'd  his  own  fon, 
The  fon«,  compellVi,  been  butchers  to  the  fire  : 

(All  this  divided  York  and  Lancaftcr, 
Divided  in  their  dire  divifion.] 
O  now  let  Richmond  and  Elifabeth, 
The  true  fucceeders of  each  royal  houfe, 
By  God's  fair  ordinance  conjoin  together  ! 
And  let  their  heirs  (God,  if  thy  will  be  fo) 
Enrich  the  time  to  come  with  fmooth-fac'd  Peace, 
With  fmiling  Plenty,  and  fair  profp'rous  days, 
Abate  the  edge  of  tiaitors,  gracious  Lord  ! 
That  would  reduce  thefe  bloody  days  again, 
And  make  poor  England  weep  in  ftreams  of  blood. 
Let  them  not  live  to  tarte  this  land's  increafe, 
That  would  with  treafon  wound  this  fair  land's  peaces 
Now  civil  wounds  are  ftopp'd,  Peace  lives  again  ; 
That  /he  may  long  live  here,  God  fay,  Amen  • 

[Extant, 
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The   SCENE  lies  tnofily  in  London  and  Wefiminfier; 
once  at  Kimbolton. 

PRO- 
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PROLOGUE. 

TComc  no  more  to  make  you  laugh  ;  things  netu 

*■     That  bear  a  weighty  and  a  fcrious  brew, 

*ad,  high,  and  working,  full  of ' jlate  and  woe  j 

Such  noble  fecnes  as  draw  the  eye  to  flow, 

We  fhall prefnt.     Thofe  that  can  pity,  here 

M-y,  tf  thy  think  it  well,  let  fall  a  tear  j 

Thefubjecl  will  defetve  it.     Such  as  give 

Their  money  out  of  hope  they  may  believe, 

May  here  find  truth  too.      Thofe  that  come  to  fee 

Only  afhoiv  or  two,  (and  fo  agree, 

The  play  may  pafs,  J  if  they  be  fiill  and  willing, 

Vll  undertake,  may  fee  away  their  fbilling 

Richly  in  twofhort  hours.     Only  they 

That  come  to  hear  a  merry,  bawdy  play  j 

A  noife  cf  'targets  ;  or  to  fee  a  fellow 

T»  a  long  motley  coat,  guarded  with  yellow  \ 
I  Will  be  deceiv  d  :  for,  gentle  hearers,  know, 

To  rank  our  chef  en  truth  wttbfuch  afhoiv 
I  4s  fool  and  fgkt  is,  (befides  forfeiting 
j  lur  own  brains,  and  tb'  opinion  that  we  bring 

To  make  that  only  true  we  now  intend,) 

Will  eave  us  ne'er  an  underflanding  friend, 
\  Therefore,  for  gcodnejs'  fake,  as  you  are  known 

Thefirfi  and  bapfieji  hearers  of  the  town, 

Be  fad,  as  we  would  make  ye.     Think  ye  fee 

The  very  perlons  of  our  noble  fifiry, 

As  they  were  living  :  think  you  fee  them  great, 

And  follow  d  with  the  genral  throng,  and  fweat 

Of '  thou f and  friends  ;  then,  in  a  moment,  fee 

Howjoon  this  mi;  ht:nefs  meets  mifery  ! 

And,  if  you  can  be  merry  then,  Til  fay, 

d  man  may  weep  up  on  his  wedding-day. 


ACT 
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An  antkhamber  in  the  pa/ace. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  at  one  door)  at  the  other  M  t 

Duke  o/Tnckingham,  and  the  Lord  Abergavenny. 
Buck.  Z**^  OOD,  morrow,  and  well  met.     How  ha' 

vJT  you  done 

Since  laft  we  faw  y'  in  France  ? 

Nor.  I  thank  your  Grace  : 
Healthful,  and  ever  fince  a  fre/h  admirer 
Of  what  I  faw  there. 

Buck.  An  untimely  ague 
Stay'd  me  a  prifoner  in  my  chamber,  when 
Thofe  funs  of  glory,  thofe  two  lights  of  men, 
Met  in  the  vale  of  Arde. 

Nor.  'Twixt  Guynes  and  Arde  : 
I  was  then  prefent,  faw  'em  falute  on  horfeback, 
Beheld  them  when  they  lighted,  how  they  clung 
In  their  embrecement,  as  they  grew  together  ; 
Which  had  they,  what  four  thron'd  ones  could  hai 
Such  a  compounded  one?  [weigh* 

Buck.  All  the  whole  time 
I  was  my  chamber's  prifoner. 

Nor.  Then  you  loft 
The  view  o'f  earthly  glory.     Men  might  fay 
Till  this  time  Pomp  was  fingle,  but  now  marry'd 
To  one  above  itfelf.     Each  following  day 
Became  the  next  day's  mafter,  till  the  laft 
Made  former  wonders,  its.     To-day  the  French, 
All  clinquant,  all  in  gold,  like  Heathen  gods, 
Shone  down  the  Engliifh  j  and  to-morrow  they 
Made  Britain,  India  ;  every  man  that  flood, 
Shew'd  like  a  mine.     Their  dwarfifh  pages  were 
As  cherubins,  ail  gilt  ;  the  Madams  too, 
Not  us'd  to  toil,  did  almoft  fweat  to  bear 
The  pride  upon  them  ;  that  their  very  labour 
W3s  to  them  as  a  painting.     Now  this  mafk 
W&s  cry'd  incomparable  ;  and  th'  enfuing  night 
Made  it  a  fcol  and  beggar.     The  two  Kings, 

Equ! 
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Equal  in  lulrre,  were  now  bcfl,  now  worft, 
As  prefencedid  prefenc  them;  him  in  eye, 
Still  him  in  praifej   and  being  prefect  Loth, 
Twas  faid  they  faw  but  one  j  and  no  difecrner 
Durft  wag  his  tongue  in  cenfure.*      When  thefe  funs 
(For  fo  they  phrafe  'em)  by  their  heralds  challenged 
I  he  noble  fpirits  to  arms,  they  did  perform 
Beyond  thought's  compafs  j  that  old  fabulous  ftory 
[Being  now  feen  poflible  enough)  got  credit  • 
That  Bcvis  f  was  believ'd. 

Buck,  Oh,  you  go  far. 

Nor.  As  I  belong  to  wor/hip,  and  affect 
jn  honour,  honefty j  the  traft  of  every  thing 
would  by  a  good  difcourfer  lofe  fome  life, 
Which  adion's  fdC  was  tongue  to.     All  was  royal  • 
To  the  difpofing  of  it  nought  rebelPd  j 
Drder  gave  each  thing  view  :  the  office  did 
)irtin&ly  his  full  function. 

Buck.  Who  did  guide, 
•  mean,  who  fet  the  body  and  the  limbs 
3f  this  great  fport  together,  as  you  guefs  ? 

Nor.  One,  fure,  that  promifes  no  element  t 
n  fuch  a  bufinefs. 

Buck.  Pray  you,  who,  my  Lord  ? 

Nor.  All  this  was  order'd  by  the  good  difcretion 
)f  the  right  rev'rend  Cardinal  of  York. 
■  Buck.^  The  devil  fpeed  him  !  no  man's  pyc  is  freed 
'rom  his  ambitious  linger.     What  had  he 
To  do  in  thefe  fierce  vanities  ?     I  wonder, 
That  fuch  a  ketch  can  with  his  very  bulk 
Take  up  the  rays  o'  th*  beneficial  fun, 
Vnd  keep  it  from  the  earth. 

Nor.  Yet,  furely,  Sir, 
There's  in  him  fluff  that  puts  him  to  thefe  ends. 

•  Cenfure,  for  determination,  of  which  bad  the  noLUji 
ppearance. 
f  The  old  romantic  legend  of  Bcvis  of  Southampton. 

Air.  Pope. 
X  element,  for  talent ,  capacity. 

Vol.  V.  A  a  For 
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For  being  not  propt  by  anceflry,  whofe  grace 
Chalks  fucceflbrs  their  way  ;   nor  call'd  upon 
For  high  feats  done  to  th'  crown  ;  neither  ally'd 
To  eminent  afliftants  ;  but  fpider-like 

Out  of  his  felf-drawn  web  ; this  gives  us  note, 

The  force  of  his  own  merit  makes  his  way  j 
A  gift  that  heaven  gives,  which  buys  for  him 
A  place  next  to  the  King. 

Jber.  I  cannot  tell 
What  heav'n  hath  giv'n  him  ;  let  fome  graver  eye 
Pierce  into  that :  but  I  can  fee  his  pride 
Peep  through  each  part  of  him.     Whence  has  he  that 
If  not  from  hell,  the  devil  is  a  niggard, 
Or  has  given  all  before  ;  and  he  begins 
A  new  hell  in  himfelf. 

Buck.  But  why  the  devil, 
Upon  this  French  going  out,  took  he  upon  him, 
Without  the  privity  o'  th'  King,  V  appoint 
Who  fhould  attend  him  ?  He  makes  up  the  file 
Of  all  the  gentry  :  for  the  moft  part  fuch, 
On  whom  as  great  a  charge  as  little  honour 
He  meant  to  lay  !  and  his  own  letter  only 
(The  honourable  board  of  council  out) 
Muft  fetch  in  him  he  papers.* 

Jber.  I  do  know  .,--«. 

Kinfmen  of  mine,  three  at  theleaft,  that  have 
By  this  fo  ficken'd  their  eftates,  that  never 
They  fhall  abound  as  formerly. 

Buck.  O,  many 
Have  broke  their  backs  with  laying  manors  on  em- 
For  this  great  journey.  What  did  this  great  vanity 
But  minifter  communication  of 
A  moft  poor  iffue  ? 

Nor.  Grievinely,  I  think, 
The  peace  between  the  French  and  us  not  values 
Thecoft  that  did  conclude  it. 

*  He  papers,  a  verb.  His  own  letter,  by  his  tnonp[ 
authority,  and  without  the  concurrence  of  the  council,  m 
fetch  in  him  whom  he  taper s  down.    Mr.  Pope. 
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Buck.  *  Every  man, 
After  the  hiderus  ftorm  that  follow'd,  was 
A  thing  infpir'd  j   and  not  confultfhg,  broke 
Into  a  general  pro;  hecy,  that  this  tempefr, 
Daihlng  the  garment  of  this  peace,  aboaded 
The  fudden  breach  on't. 

Nor.  vV,,;chis  budded  out: 
For  France  hath  flaw'd  the  league,  and  hath  attach'd 
Our  merchants'  goods  at  Bourdeaux, 

Aber.  Is  it  therefore 
Th'  ambalTador  is  filenc'd  ?*J* 
Nor.  Marry,  is't. 

Aber.  A  proper  title  of  a  peace,  and  purchas'd 
At  a  fuperfluous  rate  ! 

Buck.  Why,  all  thisbufinefs 
Our  rev'rend  Cardinal  carried. 

Nor.  Like  it  your  Grace, 
The  ftate  takes  notice  of  the  private  difference 
Betwixt  you  and  the  Cardinal.     I  advifeyou, 
(And  take  it  from  a  heart  that  wifhes  towards  ycu 
Honour  and  plenteous  %  fafety,)  that  you  read 
The  Cardinal's  malice  and  his  potency 
Together;  to  confider  further,  that 
What  his  high  hatred  would  effett,  wants  not 
A  minifter  in  his  power.     You  know  his  nature, 
That  he's  revengeful  j  and  I  know  his  lword 
Hath  a  (harp  edge  ;  'tis  long,  and  't  may  be  faid 
It  reaches  far  j  and  where  'twill  not  extend, 
Thither  he  darts  it.     Bojom  up  my  counfel, 
YouJHnid^Jt^yholfome.     Lo,  where  comes  that  rock 
1  at  I  adyife  youTtKuhning. 

*  Hall  fay $,  "  Monday,  \%th  day  of  Jure,  there  blew 
*'  fuch  forms  of  wind  and  weather,  that  marvel  was  to 
**  hear  j  for  which  hideous  tctnpefi  fome  faid,  it  was  a 
P  very  trognoflication  of  trouble  and  hatred  to  come  between 
««  princes."     In  Henry  Fill.  p.  80. 

T  Silenced,  forrecaird. 

X  Plcnteeus,  for full,  entire, 

Aaz  SCENE 
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Enter  Cardinal  Wo  1  fey,  tbepurfe  borne  before  bim,  certain 
of  the  guard,  andtivo  Secretaries  ivitb  papers  ;  the  Car- 
dinal in  his  paffage  fixeth  bis  eye  on  Buckingham,    and 
Buckingham  on  b;m,  bc'h  full  of difdain, 
WoL  The  Duke  of  Buckingham's  furveyor ?  ha  I 
Where's  his  examination  ? 
Seer.  Here.  fopJeafe  you. 
Wol.  Is  he  in  perfon  ready  ? 
Sccr.  Ay,  an't  pleafe  your  Grace. 
WoL  Well,  we  mail  then  know  more  j 
And  Buckingham  mall  letfen  this  big  look. 

\Exeunt  Cardinal  and  bis  train* 
Buck.  This  butcher's  cur  is  venom-mouth'd,  and  I 
Have  not  the  pow'r  to  muzzle  him  ;  therefore  Left 
Not  wake  him  in  his  flumber.     A  beggar's  book 
Out-worths  a  noble's  blood. 

Nor,  What,  are  you  chaf'd  ? 
Afk  God  for  temp'rance,  that's  th'  appliance  only 
Which  your  difaafe  requires. 

Buck.  I  read  in's  looks 
Matter  againft  me,  and  his  eye  revil'd 
-Me  as  his  abject  object :  at  this  inftant 
He  bores  me  witb  fome  trick,  he's  gone  to  th'  King, 
I'll  follow,  and  outftare  him. 

Nor.  Stay,  my  Lord  j 
And  let  your  reafon  with  your  choler  queftion 
What  'tis  you  go  about.     To  climb  fleep  hills, 
Requires  flow  pace  at  firft.     Anger  is  like 
A  full-hot  horfe,  who  being  allow'd  his  way, 
Self- mettle  tires  him .     Not  a  man  in  England- 
Can  advife  me,  like  you  :  be  to  yourfelf 
As  you  would  to  your  friend. 

Buck.  I'll  to  the  King, 
And  from  a  mouth  of  honour  quite  cry  down 
This  Ipfwich  fellow's  infolence,  or  proclaim 
There's  difference  in  no  perfons. 

Nor.  Be  advis'd  j 
Heat  not  a  furnace  for  your  foe  fo  hot. 
That  it  do  finge  yourfelf.     We  may  outrun 

By 
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By  violent  fwiftnefe,  that  which  we  run  at, 
And  lofe  by  over-running  :   know  you  not, 
The  fire  that  mounts  the  liquor  till't  run  o'er, 
Seeming  t'  augment  it,  waftes  it  ?  be  adviled. 
I  fay  again,   there  is  no  EngliHi  foul 
More  ftronger  to  direcl  you  than  yourfelf, 
If  w.th  the  fap  of  reafon  you  would  quench, 
Or  but  allay  the  fire  of  paffion. 

Buck.  Sir, 
I'm  thankful  to  you  and  I'll  go  along 
By  your  prescription  j   but  this  top-proud  fellow, 
Whom  from  the  flow  of  gall  I  name  not,  bu; 
From  fincere*  motions  5   by  intelligence, 
And  proofs  as  clear  as  founts  in  July,  when 
vVe  fee  each  grain  of  gravd,I  do  know 
To  be  corrupt  and  treafonous. 

Nor.  Say  not,  treafonous. 

Buck.  To  th'  king  1*11  fay  it,  and  make  my  vouch  as 

Vs  fhore  of  rock Attend.     This  holy  fox,      [ftrong 

ir  wolf,  or  both,  (for  he  is  equal  rav'nous, 

Is  hi  is  fubtle  ;  and  as  prone  to  mifchief, 

U  able  to  perfurm't),  his  mind  and  place 

nfecting  one  another,  yea,  reciprocally, 

>nly  to  mew  his  pomp,  as  well  in  France 

Is  here  at  home,  foggeftsf  the  Kmg  our  matter 

0  this  laftcoflly  treaty,   th'  interview, 

'bat  fwallow'd  fo  much  trealuie,  and  like  a  glafs 

>id  oreak  i'  th'rir.fing. 

Nor.  Faith,  and  fo  it  did. 

Buck.    Pray,  give  me   favour,  Sir. — This   cunning 

he  articles  o'  th'  combination  drew,  [Cardinal 

.shimfeJf  pleas'd  j  and  they  were  ratified, 

•s  he  cry'd,  Let  it  be — to  as  much  end, 

s  give  a  crutch  to  th'  dead.     But  our  court  Cardinal 

as  done  this,  and  tis  well—for  worthy  Wolfey, 

'ho  cannot  er  ,  he  did  it.     Now  this  follows, 

1 '  IntbtfsnfcofCyncerus,  Lat.  legitimate,  out  of  love 
my  country,  and  from  no  private  prejudices* 
t  Jugge/ts,  IQttXCJes. 

A  a  3-  (Which 
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(Which,  as  I  take  it,  is  a  kind  of  puppy 
To  th'  old  dam,  treafon),  Charles  the  Emperor, 
Under  pretence  to  fee  the  Queen  his  aunt, 
(For  'twas  indeed  his  colour,  but  he  came 
To  whifper  Wolfey),  here  makes  vifitation. 
His  fears  were,  that  the  interview  betwixt 
England  and  France  might  through  their  amity 
Breed  him  fome  prejudice  ;  for  from  this  league 
Peep'd  harms  that  menac'd  him.     He  privily 
Deals  with  our  Cardinal,  and  as  I  trow, 
Which  I  do  well— for  I  am  fure  the  Emperor 
Paid  ere  he  promifd,  whereby  his  fuit  was  granted 
Ere  it  was  ask'd.  But  when  the  way  was  made, 
And  pav'd  with  gold,  the  Emp'ror  thus  defir  d, 
That  he  would  pleafe  to  alter  the  King's  courfe, 
And  break  the  forefaid  peace.     Let  the  King  know, 
(As  foon  he  (hall  by  me),  that  thus  the  Cardinal 
Does  buy  and  fell  his  honour  as  he  pleafes, 
And  for  his  own  advantage. 

Nor.  lam  forry  . 

To  hear  this  of  him  ;  ^and  could  wifh  you  were 
Something  miftaken  in't. 

Buck.  No,  not  a  fyllable. 
I  do  pronounce  him  in  that  very  fhape 
H,  mail  appear  in  prcof.^  ^  ^    ^ 

Enter  Brandon,  a  Serjeant  at  arm*  before  hm,  and  two 
three  of  the  guard. 
Bran.  Your  office,  Serjeant;  execute  it. 

Mv  Lo'rd  ihe  Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  Earl 
Of  Hertford,  Stafford,  and  Northampton,  1 
Arreft  thee  of  high  treafon  in  the  name 
Of  our  moft  Sov'reign  King. 

Buck.  Loyou,  my  Lord, 
The  net  has  fall'n  upon  me  5  I  fhall. perifii 
Under  device  and  pradice 


Brand.  I  am  forry 
To  fee  you  ta'en  from  liberty,  to  look  on 
Tta ;  buLefsprefent,    'Tu.hisHighnefs'  plcafurc 
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Yo-i  (hall  to  th'  Tower. 

Buck.  It  will  help  me  nothing 
To  plead  mine  innocence;    tor  that  dye  is  on  me, 
Which  nukes  my  whit' it  part  black.  The  will  of  heav'n 
Be  done  in  this  and  all  things  !   1  obey. 
O  my  Lord  Aberga'nny,  fare  ye  well. 

Bran.  Nav,  he  muft  bear  you  company.     The  King 
Is  pleas' d  you  (hall  to  th'  Tower,  till  you  know 
How  he  determines  further. 
Aber.  As  the  Duke  faid, 
The  will  of  heav'n  be  done,  and  the  Kings  pleafure 
By  me  obey'd  ! 

Bran.   Here  is  a  warrant  from 
The  King,  t'  attach  Lord  Montague,  and  the  bodies 
Of  the  Dake's  confefior,  John  de  la  Court, 
And  Gilbert  Peck,  his^chancelior. 

Buck.  So,  fo  ; 
Thefe  are  the  limbs  o'  th'  plot.     No  more,  I  hope  ? 
B-.m.  A  monk  o'  th'  Chartreux, 
Buck.  Nicholas  Hopkins  ? 
]'i\in.  He. 

Buck.  My  furveyor  isfalfe,  the  o'er-great  Cardinal 
Hath  fhew'd  him  gold   ;  my  life  is  fpann'd  atready. 
I  am  the  fliadow  of  poor  Buckingham, 
Whole  figure  ev'n  this  inftant  cloud  puts  on, 
By  darkening  my  clear  fun.     My  Lord,  farewel.   [Exe* 

SCENE      IV.     Changes  to  the  council  chamber. 
Cornet.     Enter  King   Henry,  leaning   on   the  CrrdinaVs 
Jhovlder  j  the  nobles,  and  Sir  Thomas  Lovell  ;  the  Car- 
dinaip'aces  himfdf  under  the  King  sjeet  on  his  right  Jide, 
King.   My  life  iifelf,  and  the  beft  heart  of  it, 
Thanks  you  for  this  great  care  :  I  flood  i'  th'  level 
Of  a  full  charg'd  confed'racy,  and  give  thanks, 
To  you  that  chok'dit.     Let  be  call'd  before  us 
That  gentleman  of  Buckingham's  in  perfon  j 
I'll  hear  him  his  con'emons  juft  fy, 
And  point  by  point  the  treafonsof  his  mailer 
Hi  mall  again  iclate. 

A  noije  within ,  crying,   Room  for  the   Qneen.     Enter 
tbe^uecn  ufberd  bj  the  Dukes  cf  Norfolk  and  Suffolk  : 

(bf 
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Jhe  kneek.     Tke  King  rifttb  from  hisjlate,  takes  her  ut\ 
kifies,  and  placet h  her  by  him. 

Queen.  Nay,   we  mud  longer  kneel  j  I  am  a  fuitor. 
King.  Arife,  and  take    your  place  by  us  ;  half  your 
Never  name  tc  us  j  you.  have  half  our  power  ;         ffuU 
The  other  moiety  ere  you  ask,  is  given  $ 
Repeat  your  will,  and  take  it. 
Queen.  Thank  your  Maiefty. 
That  you  would  love  yourfHf,  and  in  that  Jove 
Not  unconfider'd  leave  your  honour,  nor 
The  dignity  of  your  office,  is  the  point 
Of  my  petition. 
King.  Lady  mine,  proceed. 
Queen,  I  am  folicited  not  by  a  few, 
And  thofe  of  true  condition,  that  ycur  fubje&s 
Are  in  great  grievance.     There  have  been  commiflion* 
Sent  down  among  "em,  which  have  flaw'd  the  heart 
Of  all  their  loyalties  j  wherein  although,     [To  Wolfey, 
My  good  Lord  Cardinal,  they  vent  reproaches 
Mcft  bitterly  on  you,  as  putter  on 
Of  thefe  exactions  j  yet  the  King  our  mafler 
(Whofe  honour  Heav'n  fhield  from  foil)  ev'n  he  fcapes 
Language  unmannerly;  yea  fuch  which  breaks       [no* 
The  fides  of  loyalty,  and  almoft  appears 
In  loud  rebellion. 

Nor.  Not  almoft  appears, 
It  doth  appear  j  for,  upon  thefe  taxations, 
The  cloathiers  all,  not  able  to  maintain 
The  many  to  them  'longing,  have  put  off 
The  fpinfters,  carders,  fullers,  weavers;   who, 
Unfit  for  other  life,  compell'd  by  hunger 
And  lack  of  other  means,,  in  defp'rate  manner, 
Daring  th'  event  to  th'  te««th,  are  all  in  uproar, 
And  danger  ferves  among  them. 

King.    How  \  taxation  ? 
Wherein  ?  and  what  texation  j  My  Lord  Cardinal^ 
You,  that  are  blam'd  for  it  alike  with  us, 
Know  you  of  this  taxation  ? 

JVoi.  Pieafe  you,  Sir, 
3  know  but  of  a  finale  part  in  aught 

Pertain* 
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Pertains  to  th'  ftate,  and  front  but  in  that  file 
Where  others  tell  fteps  with  me. 

Queen.  No,  my  Lord, 
You  know  no  more  than  others  :  but  you  frame 
Things  that  are  known  alikef ,  which  are  not  wholc- 

fome 
To  thole  which  would  not  know  them,  and  yet  mufk 
Perforce  be  their  acquaintance.     Thefe  exactions 
[Whereof  my  bov 'reign  would  have  note)  they  are 
Moft  peftilent  to  th'  hearing  j   and  to  bear  'em, 
The  back  is  facrifke  to  th'  load  }  they  fay 
They  are  devis  d  by  you,  or  elle  you  iuffer 
Too  hard  an  exclamation. 

King.  Still,    exaction  \ 
The  nature  of  it,  in  what  kind  let*  6  know 
Is  this  exaction  ? 

Queen.  I  am  much  too  venturous 
tn  tempting  of  your  patience,  but  am  bolden'd 
Jnder  your  promis'd  pardon.  The  fubjects'  grief 
Tomes  thro'  commiflions,  which  compel  from  each 
The  fixth  part  of  his  fubftance,  to  be  levy'd 
Without  delay  j  and  the  pretence  for  this 
!s  nam'd  your  wars  in  France.  This  makes  bold  mouths  £ 
Tongues  fpit  their  duties  out,  and  cold  hearts  freeze 
allegiance  in  them  j  all  their  curfes  now 
Live  where  their  prayers  did  j   and  'tis  come  to  pafs, 
That  tractable  obedience  is  a  (lave 
To  each  incenfed  will.     I  would  your  Highnefs 
Would  give  it  quick  confideration,  for 
There  is  no  primer  bufinefs. 

King.  By  my  life, 
This  is  againft  our  pleafure. 

Wol.  And  for  me, 
I  have  no  further  gone  in  this,  than  by 
K  fingle  voice  j  and  that  not  pa  ft  me,  but 
3y  learned  approbation  of  the  judges. 
f  I'm  tradue'd  by  tongues,  which  neither  know 
vfy  faculties,  nor  perfon,  yet  will  be 
The  chronicles  of  my  doing  j  let  me  fay, 

•J-  Alike }  for  eauallj  to  all, 
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'Tis  but  the  fate  of  place,  and  the  rough  brake 

That  virtue  muft  go  through  :   we  muft  not  flint 

Our  neceflary  anions,  in  the  fear 

To  cope  malic:ous  cenfurers  j  wh.ch  ever, 

As  rav'nous  fifties  do  a  veflel  follow 

That  is  new  trimm'd,  but  benefit  no  further 

Than  vainly  longing.     What  we  oft  do  beft, 

By  fick  -j-  interpreters,  or  weak  ones,  is 

Not  ours,  or  not  allow'd  j  what  worft,  as  oft 

Hitting  a  groffer  quality,  is  cry'd  up 

For  our  beft  a£l :  if  we  ftand  ftill,  in  fear 

Our  motion  will  be  mock'd  or  carped  at, 

We  fhould  take  root  here  where  we  fit, 

Or  fit  ftate-ftatues  only. 
King.  Things  done  well, 

And  with  a  care,  exempt  themfelves  from  fear : 

Things  done  without  example,  in  their  iffuc 

Are  to  be  fear'd.     Have  you  a  precedent 
Of  this  commifiion  ?  J  believe  not  any. 
We  muft  not  rend  our  fubjeds  from  our  laws, 
And  ftick  them  in  our  will.     Sixth  part  of  each  ! 
A  trembling  contribution  ! — Why,  we  take 
From  ev'ry  tree,  lop  J,,  bark,  and  part  o'th'  timber 
And  though  we  leave  it  with  a  root  thus  hack'd, 
The  air  will  drink  the  fap.     To  ev'ry  county, 
Where  this  is  queftion'd,  fend  our  letters,  with 
Free  pardon  to  each  man  that  has  deny'd 
The  force  of  this  commifiion:  pray  look  to'tj 
I  put  it  to  your  care. 

Wol  A  word  with  you..  [To  the  Secretary 

Let  there  be  letters  writ  to  every  fhire, 
Of  the  King's  grace  and  pardon.    The  griev'd  commor 
Hardly  conceive  of  me,  let  it  be  nois'd, 
That,  through  our  interceffion,  this  revokement 
And  pardon  comes  }  I  fhall  anon  advife  you 
Further  in  the  proceeding.  [Exit  Secretary 

SCENE       V.       Enter  Surveyor. 
Queen.  I'm  forry  that  the  Duke  of  Buckingham 

■f-  Sicky  for  prejudiced. 

%  Lop  is  afubjlantive,  andftgnifies  the  branches. 
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lis  run  in  your  difpleafuie. 
King.  It  grieves  many. 

The  gentleman  is  learn'd,  a  moft  rare  fpeaker, 
■jTo  nature  none  more  bound  ;  his  training  fuch, 
iThat  he  may  furniih  and  inftruft  great  teachers, 
.And  never  feek  for  aid  out  of  h'nifelf. 
lifet  fee  when  noble  benefits  *  lhail  prove 
.Mot  well  dilpos'd  f,  the  mind  grown  once  corrupt 

Fhey  turn  to  vicious  forms  J,  ten  times  more  ugly 
Irhan  ever  they  were  fair.     This  man  fo  'comph/h'd  i 
kllVho  was  inroll'd  'mongft  wonders,  and  when  we 
■  Almoft  with  lift'ning  raviflTd,  cou'd  not  find 
[jfiis  hour  of  fpeech,  a  minute;  he,  my  Lady, 
\  ;4ath  into  monftrous  habits  put  the  graces 
IThat  once  were  his,  and  is  become  as  black 
pj'A.s  if  befmear'd  in  hell.     Sit,  you  mall  hear 

This  was  his  gentleman  in  truft)  of  him 

Things  to  ftrike  honour  lad-     Bid  him  recount 

The  fore-recited  practices,  whereof 

We  cannot  feel  too  little,  hear  too  much. 
JVol.  St3nd  forth,  and   with  bold  fpirit  relate,  what 

Moft  like  a  careful  fubje£r,  have  collected  [you 

Out  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham. 
King.  Speak  freely. 
Sum.  Firft,  it  was  ufual  with  him,  ev'ry  day 

It  would  infect  his  fpeech,  that  if  the  King 

Should  without  ifTue  die,  he'd  carry  it  fo 

To  make  the  fceptre  his.     Thefe  very  words 

I've  heard  him  utter  to  his  fon-in-law, 

Lord  Aberga'nny  ;  to  whom  by  oath  he  menacM 

Revenge  upon  the  Cardinal. 

JVcl.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs,  note 

His  dangerous  conception  in  this  point : 

Not  friended  by  his  wifh  to  your  high  perfon 

His  will  is  moft  malignant,  and  it  ftretchea 

Beyond  you  to  your  friends. 

*  benefits,  for  accomplijhments. 
+  difpos'd,  for  placed ,  fituate. 

\  forms,  for  habits  j  ivbicb  be  afterwards  calls  «»*• 
fireus  habits. 

Queen, 
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Queen.  My  learn* d  Lord  Cardinal, 
Deliver  all  with  chanty. 

King.  Speak  on. 
How  grounded  he  his  title  to  the  crown 
Upon  our  fail  ?  to  this  point  haft  thou  heard  him 
At  any  time  fpeak  aught  ? 

Surv.  He  was  brought  to  this, 
By  a  va:.n  prophecy  of  Nicholas  Hopkins. 

King.  What  was  that  Hopkins  ? 

Surv.  Sir,  a  Chartreux  frier, 
His  confeffor,  who  fed  him  ev'ry  minute 
With  words  of  fov'reignty. 

King,  How  know' ft  thou  this  ? 

Surv.  Not  long  before  your  Highnefs  fped  to  France, 
The  Duke  being  at  the  Rofe,  within  the  parifh 
St.  Lawrence  Poultney,  did  of  me  demand 
What  was  the  fpeech  among  the  Londoners 
Concerning  the  French  journey  ?  I  reply*d, 
Men  fear'd  the  French  would  prove  perfidious, 
To  the  King's  danger  :  prefently  the  Duke 
Said,  'twas  the  fear,  indeed  ;  and  that  he  doubted 
'Twould  prove  the  verity  of  certain  words 
Spoke  by  a  holy  monk  ;  that  oft,  fays  he, 
Hath  fent  to  me,  wifhing  me  to  permit 
John  de  la  Court,  my  chaplain,  a  choice  hour 
To  hear  from  him  a  matter  of  fome  moment : 
Who  after  under  the  confefiion's  feal 
He  folemnly  had  fworn,  that  what  he  fpoke 
My  chaplain  to  no  creature  living,  but 
To  me,  ihou'd  utter  ;  with  confidence  demure, 
Thus  paufingly  enfued  ;— Neither  the  King  nor's  heirs 
(Tell  you  the  Duke)  fhall  profper  ;  bid  him  ftrive 
To  gain  the  love  o'th'  cemmonalty  ;  the  Duke 
Shall  govern  England. 

Queen.  If  I  know  you  well, 
Vou  were  the  Duke's  furveyor,  and  loft  your  office 
On  the  complaint  o'th'  tenants:  take  good  heed, 
You  charge  not  in  your  fpleen  a  noble  perfon, 
And  fpoil  your  nobler  foul  j  I  fay,  take  heed  j 
Yes,  heartily  I  befeech  you. 
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King.  Let  him  on. 
Co  forward. 

Surv.  On  my  foul,  I'll  fpeak  but  truth. 
I  told  my  Lord  the  Duke,  by  th'  devil's  illusions 
The  monk  might  be  deceiv'd  j  and  that  'twas  dang'rous 
For  him  to  ruminate  on  this,  until 
Jt  forg'd  him  feme  defign  ;  which,  being  believ'd, 
It  was  much  like  to  do.     He  anfwcr'd,  Tufli, 
It  can  do  me  no  damage  :  adding  further, 
That  had  the  King  in  his  laft  ficknefs  fail'd, 
The  Cardinal's  and  Sir  Thomas  Lovell's  heads 
Should  have  gone  off. 

K:ng.  Ha!  what  fo  rank  ?  ah  ha 

There's  mifchief  in  this  man.     Canft  thou  fay  further  > 
Suw.  I  can,  my  Liege. 

King.   Proceed. 

Sw-v.  Being  at  Greenwich, 
Afcer  your  Highnefs  had  reprov'd  the  Duke 
About  Sir  William  BJomer •- 

King.  I  remember 
Of  fuch  a  time,   he  being  my  fworn  fervant, 
The  Duke  retain'd  him  his.     But  on  ;   what  hence  ? 

Surv.    If,  qUoth  he,  I  for  this  had  been  committed 
To  the  Tower,  as  I  thought ;  I  would  have  play'd     ' 
The  part  my  father  meant  to  act  upon 
Th'  ufurper  Richard,  who,  being  at  Salisbury, 
Vlade  fuit  to  come  in's  prefence  ;  which  if  granted 
As  he  made  femblance  of  his  duty),  he  ivould      "  * 
Hfeve  put  his  knife  into  him. 

King.   A  giant-traitor  ! 

mi    Now,  Madam,   May  his  Highnefs  live  in  free. 
\nd  this  man  out  of  prifon  >  n 

Queen.  God  mend  all!  l        ' 

King.  There's  fomething  more  would  out  of  thee- 
what  fay'ft  ?  » 

Surv.  After  the  Duke  his  father  with  the  knife  — 
ie  fhetch'd  him,  and  with  one  hand  on  his  dagger  ' 
Inother  fpread  on's  breaft,  mounting  his  eyes        ' 
ie  did  difcharge  a  horrible  oath,  whele  tenor' 
Vas,   were  he  evil-us'd,  he  would  outgo 

Vol.  V.  B  b  His 
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His  father,  by  as  much  as  a  performance 
Does  an  irrefolute*  purpofe. 

King.  There's  his  period, 
To  nSeathe  his  knife  in  us  j  he  is  attach'd, 
Call  him  to  prefent  trial.     If  he  may 
Find  mercy  in  the  law,  'tis  his  ;  if  none, 
Let  him  not  feek't  of  us  :  by  day  and  night, 
He's  traitor  to  the  height.  [Exeunt 

SCENE     VI.     An  apartment  in  the  palace. 
Enter  Lord  Chamberlain ,  and  Lord  Sands. 

Cham.  Is't  poflible  the  fpells  of  France  mould  juggle 
Men  into  fuch  ftrange  mockeries  ? 

Sands.  New  cuftoms, 
Though  they  be  never  fo  ridiculous, 
Nav,  let  'em  be  unmanly,  yet  are  follow'd. 

Cham.  As  far  as  I  fee,  all  the  good  our  EngHfli 
Have  got  by  the  laft  voyage,  is  but  merely 
A  fit  or  two  o'th'  face  :  but  they  are  flirewd  ones  ; 
For  when  they  hold  'em,  you  would  fwear  directly 
Their  very  nofes  had  been  counfellors 
To  Pepin  or  Clotharius,  they  keep  ftate  fo. 

Sands,  They've  all  new  legs,  and  lame  ones  j  om 
would  take  it, 
(That  never  faw  'em  pace  before),  the  fpavin 
And  firing-halt  reign' d  among  'em. 

Cham.  Death  !  my  Lord, 
Their  cloaths  are  after  fuch  a  Pagan  cut  too, 
That,  fure,  they've  worn  out  Chriftendom.  How  now 
"What  news,  Sir'Thmnas  Lovell  ? 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Lovell. 

Lov.  'Faith,  my  Lord, 
I  hear  of  none,  but  the  new  proclamation 
That's  clapp'd  upon  the  court-gate. 

Cham.  What  is' t  for  ? 

Lov.  The  reformation  of  our  travell  d  gallants. 
That  fill  the  court  with  quarrels,  talk,  and  tailors. 

Cham.  I'm  glad  'tis  there  j  now  I  would  pray  ou 
To  think  an  Er.glifiS  courtier  may  be  wife,  [Monfieui 
And  never  fee  the  Louvre. 


*  Irrefolute,  for  unperformed  Jmpfy. 


Lvi 


Sc  6.        King  Henry  VIII.  291 

Lev .  They  mult  cither 
(For  fo  run  the  conditions)  leave  thofe  remnants 
Of  fool  and  feather  that  they  got  in  France  j 
With  all  their  honourable  points  of  ignorance 
Pertaining  thereunto,  as  fights  and  fire-woiks  j 
Abufing  better  men  than  they  can  be, 
Out  of  a  foieign  wil'dom  ;  clean  renouncing 
The  faith  they  have  in  tennis,  and  tall  flocking?, 
Short-bolfter'd  breeches,  and  thofe  types  of  travel  j 
And  underftand  again  like  honeft  men  j 
Or  pack  to  their  old  play-fellows  :  there,  I  take  it, 
They  may,  cum pr'fvilegio ,  wear  away 
The  lag  end  of  their  lewdnefs,  and  be  laugh' d  at. 

Sands.  'Tis  time  to  give  them  phyfic,  their  difeafes 
Are  grown  fo  catching. 

Cham.    Wfi3t  a  lofs  our  ladies 
Will  have  of  thefe  trim  vanities  ? 

L<m.  Ay,  marry, 
There  will  be  woe  indeed,  Lords  ;  the  fly  whorfons 
Have  got  a  fpeeding  trick  to  lay  down  ladies  : 
A  French  fong  and  a  fiddle  has  no  fellow. 

Sands.  The  devil  fiddle  'em  !  I'm  glad  they're  going  ; 
Por,  fure,  there's  no  converting  'em.     Now,  Sirs, 
An  honeft  country  Lord,  as  I  am,  beaten 
A  long  time  out  of  play,  may  bring  his  plain  fong, 
And  have  an  hour  of  hearing,  and,  by'r  Lady, 
Held  current  mufic  too. 

(  bam.   Well  faid,  Lord  Sands  ; 
Your  colt's  tooth  is  not  caft  yet  ? 

Sands.   No,  my  Lord, 
Nor  mail  not,  while  I  have  a  flump, 

Cham,  hir  Thomas, 
Whither  are  you  going  ? 

Lov.   To  the  Cardinal's  j 
Your  Lordfhip  is  a  gueft  toe, 

Cham.  O,  'tis  true  ; 
This  night  he  makes  a  fupper,  and  a  great  one, 
To  many  Lords  and  Ladies  ;  there  will  be 
The  beauty  of  this  kingdom,  I'll  affure  you. 

Lqv.  That  churchman  bears  a  bounteous  mind  indeed  : 

B  b  z  A 
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A  hand  as  fruitful  as  the  land  that  feeds  us, 
His  dew  falls  ev'ry  where 

Cham,  No  doubt  he's  noble  ; 
He  had  a  black  m<uth  that  fnd  other  of  him. 

Sands.  He  may,  my  Lord,  h'as  wherewithal  :    in  him 
Sparing  would  fliew  a  worfe  fin  than  ill  doctrine. 
Men  of  his  way  fhould  be  moft  liberal, 
They're  fet  here  for  examples. 

Cbam.  True,  they  are  fo  ; 
But  tew  now  give  fo  great  ones.     My  barge  flays  9 
Your  Lord/hip  fliali  along  :  come,  good  Sir  Thomas, 
We  /hall  be  late  elfe,  which  I  would  not  be, 
For  I  was  fpoke  to,  with  Sir  Henry  Guilford, 
This  night  to  be  comptrollers. 

Sands*  I  'm  your  Lordfhip's.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     VII.      Changes  toYorh-houfe 
Hautboys.   A  Jmall  table  under  ajlate  for  the  Cardinal,  a 

Linger  table  for  the  guefts.  Then  enter  Anne  Builen,  and 

divers  other  ladies  and gentlewomen,  as  guejls,  at  one  door^ 

at  another  door,  enter  Sir  Henry  Guilford. 

Guil.  Ladies,  a  gen'ral  welcome  from  his  Grace 
Salutes  you  all :   this  night  he  dedicates 
To  fair  content  and  you  :  none  heie,  he  hopes, 
In  all  this  noble  bevy,  has  brought  with  her 
One  care  abroad  :  he  would  have  all  as  merry, 
As,  firft,  good  company,  then  good  wine,  good  welcome, 
Can  make  good  people. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain ,  Lord  Sands,  and  Lovell, 

0  my  Lord,  y'are  tardy  } 

The  very  thoughts  of  this  fair  company 
Clapp'd  wings  to  me. 

Cham.  You're  young,  Sir  Harry  Guilford. 

Sands.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  had  the  Cardinal 
But  half  my  lay-thoughts  in  him,  fome  of  thefe 
Should  find  a  running  banquet  ere  they  ref^ed, 

1  think  would  better  pleafe  'em  :   by  my  life, 
They  are  a  fweet  fociety  of  fair-ortcs. 

Lov.  Othat  vour  Lordfliio  were  but  now  confeffor 
To  one  or  two  of  thefe  i 
Sands.  I  would  I  wt;e  j 

They 
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They  fhould  find  cafy  penance. 
Lov.  'Faith,  how  eafy  ? 
Sands.  As  eafy  as  a  down- bed  would  afford  if. 
Clam.  Sweet  Ladies,  wiJJ  it  pleafeyou  fit  ?  Sir  Harry, 
Place  you  that  fide,  I'll  take  the  charge  of  this: 
His  Grace  is  ent'ring  :   nay,  you  muft  not  freeze  : 
Two  women  plac'd  together,  make  cold  weather': 
My  Lord  Sands,  you  are  one  will  keep  'em  waking  • 
Pray  fit  between  thefe  ladies. 

Sards.  By  my  faith, 
And  thank  your  Lordfhip.  By  your  leave,  fweet  Ladies- 
If  I  chance  to  talk  a  little  wild,  forgive  me  • 
1-had  it  from  my  father. 
Anne.  Was  he  mad,  Sir  ? 

Sands.  O,  very  mad,  exceeding  mad,  in  love  too  - 
But  he  would  bite  none  j  juft  as  I  do  now, 
He'd  kifs  you  twenty  with  a  breath. 

Ckatn.  Well  faid,  my  Lord  : 
So  now  y'are  fairly  feated  j  Gentlemen, 
The  penance  lies  on  you,  if  thefe  fair  ladies 
Pafs  away  frowning. 

Sands.  For  my  little  cue, 
Let  me  alone. 
Hautboys.     Enter  Cardinal  Wolfey,  and  tabs  -bis  Rate. 

Wol.  Y'are  welcome,  my  fair  guefts  J  that  noble  lady, 
Dr  gentleman,  that  is  not  freely  merry, 
's  not  my  friend.     This  to  confirm  my  welcome, 
^nd  to  you  all  good  health.  [Drinks. 

Sends.  Your  Grace  is  noble  : 
^et  me  have  fuch  a  bowl  may  hold  my  thanks, 
*nd  fave  me  Co  much  talking. 

Wol.  My  Lord  Sands, 

am  beholden  to  you  ;  cheer  your  neighbour  : 
-adies.  you  are  not  merry  3   Gentlemen, 
Whofe  fault  is  this  ? 

Sands.  The  red  wine  firft  muft  rife 
n  their  fair  cheeks,  my  Lord,  then  we  fhall  have  'em 
Talk  us  to  filence. 

Ar.ne.  You're  a  merry  gamefter, 
•ly  Lord  Sands. 

B  b  ]  Sands,  ■ 
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Sands.  Yes,  if  I  may  make  my  play  ; 
Here's  to  your  Ladyihip,  and  pledge  it,  Madam  : 
For  'tis  to  fuch  a  thing 

Anne.  You  cannot  mew  me. 

Sards.  I  told  ycur  Grace  that  they  would  talk  anor 

[Drum  and  trumpets,  chambers  difchargu 

Wol  What's  that  ? 

Cham.  Look  out  there,  fome  of  ye. 

WoL  What  warlike  voice, 

And  to  what  end  is  this  ?  Nay,  Ladies,  fear  not  y. 

By  all  the  laws  of  war  y'are  privileged. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Cham.  How  now,  what  is't  ? 

Ser-v.  A  noble  troop  of  ftrangers, 

For  fo  they  feem,  have  left  their  barge  and  landed  j 

And  hither  make,  as  great  ambaffadors 

From  foreign  princes. 

Wbl  Good  Lord  Chamberlain,  [tonga 

Go,  give  'em  welcome  j  you  can  fpeak  the  Fren 
And,  pray,  receive 'em  nobly,  and  conduct  'em 
Into  our  prefence,  where  this  heav'n  of  beauty. 
Shall  mine  at  full  upon  them.     Some  attend  him. . 

\_All  arije,  and  tables  remov- 
You've  now  a  broken  banquet,  but  we'll  mend  it. 
A  good  digeftion  to  you  all  j  and,  once  more, 
I  fhower  a  welcome  on  ye  :  welcome  all. 
Hautboys.  Enter  King,  and  others  as  maskers,  habited, 
Jbepberds,  ufher  d  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain.  7bey  f 
direBly  before  the  Cardinal,  and  gracefully  fa  lute  km 
A  noble  company  !   what  are  their  pleafures  ? 

Cham.  Becaufe  they  fpeak  no  Englifh,  thus  they  pra 
To  tell  your  Grace,  that  having  heard  by  fame 
Of  this  fo  noble  and  fo  fair  aiTembly, 
This  night  to  meet  here,  they  could  do  no  lefs, 
Out  of  the  great  refpeft  they  bear  to  beauty,. 
But  leave  their  flocks,  and  under  your  fair  conduct 
Crave  leave  to  view  thefe  Ladies,  and  intreat 
An  hour  of  revels  with  'em. 

Wol.  Say, Lord  Chamberlain,  [ 

They've  dope  mv  poor  houfc  gt$ce ;  for  which  I 
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A  thoufand  thanks,  and  pray  'em,  take  their  pleafures. 
[Cbufc  Ladies,  King  takes  Anne  Bullen. 
King.  The  f  lireft  h»nd  I  ever  touch'd  !  O  Beauty,. 
Till  now  I  never  knew  thee.  \_MuJk.  Dance. 

Wol.  Good  rny  Lord. 
Cham.  Your  Grace  ? 

Wol.  Pray  tell  Vm  thus  much  as  from  me  : 
There  fhould  be  one  amongil  'em  by  his  perfon 
More  worthy  this  place  than  myfelf,  to  whom, 
If  I  but  knew  him,  with  my  love  and  duty 
I  .would  furrender  it.  [tVbifpsr, 

Cham.  I  will,  my  Lord. 
Wol.  What  fay  they? 
Cham.  Such  a  one,  they  all  confefs, 
There  is  indeed  ;  which  they  would  have  your  Grace 
Find  out,  and  he  will  take  it. 

Wol.  Let  me  fee  then  : 
By  all  your  good  leaves,  Gentlemen,  here  I'll  mat 
My  royal  choice. 

King.  You've  found  him,  Cardinal. 
You  hold  a  fair  affembly  :   you  do  well,  Lord. 
You  are  a  churchman,  or,  I'll  tell  you,  Cardinal, 
1  fhould  iudge  you  unhappily. 

Wol.  I'm  glad 
Your  Grace  is  grown  fo  pleafant. 

Kir.g.  My  Lord  Chamberlain, 
Pr'ythee,  come  hither;    what  fair  lady's  that  ? 

Cham.  An't  pleafe  your  Grace,  Sir  Thomas  Bullen'* 
daughter, 
(The  Vilcount  Rochford,)  one  of  her  Highnefs*  wo- 
men. 
King.  P>y  heav'n,  (he's  a  dainty  one.    Sweet  heart, 
I  were  unmannerly  to  take  you  out,  [To  Anne  Bullen* 
And  not  to  kifs  you.     A  health,  Gentiemen  j 
Let  it  go  round. 

Wol.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  is  the  banquet  ready 
I*  th'  privy  chamber  ? 
Lov.  Yes,  my  Lord. 
Wol.  Your  Grace, 
I  fear,  with  dancing  is  a  little  heated, 
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King.  I  fear  too  much. 

Wol.  There's  frefher  air,  my  Lord, 
In  the  next  chamber. 

King.  Lead  in  your  ladies  every  one.  Sweet  partner, 
I  muft  not  yet  forfake  you  j  let's  be  merry, 
Good  my  Lord  Cardinal,  I  have  halt' a  dozen  healths 
To  drink  to  thefe  fair  ladies,  and  a  meafure 
To  lead  'em  once  again  ;  and  then  let's  dream 
"Who's  beft  in  favour.     Let  the  muGc  knock  it. 

[Exeunt  ivitb  trumpets 

ACT    II.       S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Aftrcel. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen  at  federal  doors. 

1  Gen.  Whither  away  fo  fafl  ? 

2  Gen.  O  Sir,  God  fave  ye  : 

Ev'n  to  the  hall,  to  hear  what /hall  become 
Of  the  great  Duke  of  Buckingham. 

1  Gen.   I'll  fave  you 

That  trouble,  Sir.     All's  now  done,  but  the  ceremony- 
Of  bringing  back  the  pris'ner. 

2  Gen.   Were  you  there  ? 

1  Gen.   Yes  indeed  was  I.. 

2  Gen.   Pray,  fpeak,  what  has  happen'd  ? 
s  Gen.  You  may  guefs  quickly  what, 

2  Gen.  Is  he  found  guilty  ? 

i  Gen.  Yes,  truly  is  he,  and  condemn'd  upon't. 

2  Gen.  I'm  forry  for't. 

1  Gen.  So  are  a  number  more. 

2  Gen.  But,  pray,  how  pafs'd  it  ? 

1  Gen.  I'll  tell  you  in  a  little.     The  great  Duke 
Came  to  the  bar  j  where,  to  his  accusations, 
He  pleaded  frill  Not  guilty  ;   and  alleog'd 
Many  ftarp  reafons  to  defeat  the  hw. 
The  King's  Attorney,  on  the  contrary, 
Urg'd  on  examinations,  proofs,  confeffions 
Of  divers  witnefles,  which  the  Duke  defir'd 
To  have  brought  <uivd  voce  to  his  face. 
At  which  appeared  again.fi;  him,  his  Surveyor, 

Sir 
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Sir  Gilbert  Pecke  his  chancellor,  and  John  Court 
Corft-ilbr  to  him,   with  that  devil-monk 
Hopkins  that  made  this  mifchief. 

z  Gen.    That  was  he 
Thar  fed  him  with  his  prophecies. 

1  Gen.  The  fame. 

All  thefeaccus'd  him  ftrongly  $  which  he  fain 

Would  have  flung  from  him  ;   but  indeed  he  could  not  i 

And  fo  his  Peers.upon  this  evidence, 

Have  found  him  guilty  of  high  treafon.     Much 

4    f.ioke,   and  learnedly  for  life  ;  but  all 

Was  either  pitied  in  him,  or  forgotten. 

2  Gut.  After  all  this,   how  did  he  bear  himfelf  ? 
1  G:n.  When  he  was  brought  again  to  fli"  bar,  to  hear 

His  knell  rung  out,   his  judgment,   he  was  ftir'd 
With  fuch  an  agony,  he  fweat  extremely  ; 
fcnd  fomething  fpoke  in  cholcr,   ill  and  haftyj 
3ut  he  fell  to  himfelf  again,    and  fweetly 
.n  all  rhe  reft  (hew'd  a  moft  noble  patience. 


z  G 
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1  Gen.  Sure  he  does  not, 

'It  never  was  fo  womani/h  j  the  caufe 
He  may  a  little  grieve  at. 

2  Gen.  Certainly. 

The  Cardinal  is  the  end  of  this. 

I  Gen.    'Tis  likely, 
3y  all  conjectures :  firft,  Kildare's  attainder, 
Then  deputy  of  Ireland  ;    who  remov'd, 
Earl  Surrey  was  fent  thither,  and  in  hafte  too,, 
Left  he  mo  ild  help  his  father, 
J&  Gen.   That  trick  of  ftatc 
"Was  a  deep,  envious  one. 

1  Gen.  at  his  return, 

tfo  doubt,  he  will  requite  it ;   this  is  noted, 
And,  gen'rally,  whoever  the  King  favours, 
The  Cardinal  inftantly  will  find  employment  for, 
\nd  far  enough  from  court  too.    «■ 

2  Gen.  All  the  commons 

^ate  him  pernicioufly  ;  and,  o'my  conscience, 
»Vifli  him  ten  fathom  deep  ;  this  Duke  as  much 

The* 
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They  love  and  doat  on,  call  him  bounteous  Bucking- 
The  mirror  of  all  courtefy.  [ham 

SCENE     II. 
Enter   Buckingham  from  bis  arraignment,  (tip/laves  be- 
fore bim,  the  ax  ivitb  tbe  edge  towards   him,  halberts 
on  each  fide),  accompanied  ivitb   Sir  Thomas    Lovell 
Sir  Nicholas  Vaux,  -6Vr  William  Sands,  and  common 
peepjey  &c 

1  Gen.  Stay  there^  Sir^  . 

And  fee  the  noble  ruin'd  man  you  fpeak  of. 

2  Gen.  Let's  ftand  clofe,  .and  behold  him». 
Buck.  All  good  people, 

You  .that  thus  far  have  come  to  pity  me,- 

Hear  what  I  fay,  and  then  j.o  home,  and  lofe  me. 

I  have  this  day  receiv'd  a  traitor's  judgment, 

And  by  that  name  muft  die  j yet,  Heav'n  bear  witnefs, 

And  if  I  bave  a  confeience,  let  it  fink  me 

Even  as  t.  e  ax  falls,  if  I  be  not  faithful. 

To  th'  law  I  bear  na  malice  for  my  death* 

*T  has  done,  upon  the  premilTes,  but  juftice, 

But  thofe  that  fought  it,  I  could  wifh  more  Chriftians. 

Be  what  they  will,  I  heartily  forgive  'em  j 

Yet  let'em  look  they  glory  not  in  mifchief, 

Nor  build  their  evils  on  the  graves  of  great  men  j 

For  then  my  guiltlefs  blood  muft  cry  againft  'em. 

For  further  life  in  this  world  I  ne'er  hope, 

Nor  will  I  fue,  although. the  King  have  mercies 

More  than  I  dare  make  faults.   You  few  that  lov'd  me, 

And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham, 

His  noble  friends  and  fellows,  whom  to  leave 

Is  only  bitter  to  him,  only  dying  ; 

Go  with  me,  like  good  aneels,  to  my  end  : 

And  as  the  long  divorce  of  fteel  falls  on  me, 

Make  of  your  prayers  onefweet  facrifice, 

And  lift  my  foul  to  heav'n.     Lead  on,  o'God's  name. 

Lo-v.  I  do  befeech  your  Grace  for  charity, 
If  ever  any  malice  in  your  heart 
Were  hid  againft  me,  now  forgive  me  frankly. 

Buck.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  I  as  free  forgive  you, 
As  I  would  be  forgiven.     I  forgive  all. 

There 
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There  ennnot  be  thofe  numberlefs  offences 
'Gainft  me,   I  can't  take  peace  with  :  no  black  envy 
Shall  mark  my  grave.— Commend  me  to  his  grace  : 
And,  if  he  fpeak  of  Buckingham,   pray  tell  him, 
You  met  him  half  in  heaven  :  my  vows  and  prayers 
Vet  are  the  King's  ;  and,  till  my  foul  forfake  me, 
Shall  cry  for  bleffings  on  him.      May  he  live 
Longer  than  I  have  time  to  tell  his  years  I 
Ever  belov'd  and  loving  may  his  rule  be  ! 
And  when  old  time  mall  lead  him  to  his  end, 
Goodnefs  and  he  All  up  one  monument! 

I      Lev,  To  th*  water  fide  I  mull  conduct  your  Grace, 
Then  give  my  charge  up  to  Sir  Nicholas  Vaux, 
Who  undertakes  you  to  your  end, 
Vaux.  Prepare  there, 
The  Duke  is  coming :  fee  the  barge  be  ready  j 
And  fit  it  with  fuch  furniture  as  fuits 
The  greatnefs  of  his  perfon. 
Buck.  Nay,  Sir  Nicholas, 
Let  it  alonej  my  ftate  now  will  but  mock  me. 
When  I  came  hither,  I  was  Lord  High  Conftable, 
Anil  Duke  of  Buckingham  j  now  poor  Edward  Bohun. 
Yet  I  am  richer  than  my  bafe  accufers, 
That  never  knew  what  rruth  meant.     I  now  feal  it  j 
And  with  that  blood  will  make  'em  one  day  grone  for't. 
My  ncble  father,  Henry  of  Buckingham, 
Who  firrt  rais'd  head  againft  ufurping  Richard, 
Flying  for  fuccour  to  his  fervant  Banitter, 
Being  diftreffed,  was  by  that  wretch  betray'd, 
And  without  trial  fell  j   God's  peace  be  with  him  ! 
Henry  the  Sev'nth  fucceeding,  truly  pitying 
My  father's  lofs,  like  a  moll  royal  Prince 
Reftor'd  to  me  my  honours  j  and,  from  ruins, 
Made  my  name  once  more  noble.     Now  his  fon, 
Henry  the  Eighth,  life,  honour,  name,  and  all 
That  made  me  happy,  at  one  ftroke  has  taken 
For  ever  from  the  world.     I  had  my  trial, 
And  mud  needs  fay,  a  noble  one  j  which  makes  me 
A  little  happier  than  my  wretched  father. 
Yet  thus  far  we  are  one  in  fortune,  both 

Fell 
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Fell  by  our  fervants,  -by  tbofe  men  we  lov'd  : 
Amoft  unnatural  and  faithlefs  fervice  ! 
Heav'n  has  ah  end  in  all,  yet,  you  that  hear  me, 
This  from  a  dying  man  receive  as  certain  : 
Where  you  are  lib'ral  of  your  loves  and  counfels, 
Be  lure  you  be  not  loofe  j  thofe  you  make  friends-, 
And  give  your  hearts  to,   when  they  once  perceive 
The  leaft  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away 
Like  water  from  ye,   never  found  again, 
£ut  where  they  mean  to  fink  ye.     All  good  people, 
Pray  for  me  !   I  mull:  leave  ye  j  the  laft  hour 
Of  my  long  weary   life  is  come  upon  me. 
Farewell  ;  and  when  you  would  lay  fomething  fad, 
Speak,  how  i  fell. — I've  done;   and  God  forgive  me! 

\Exeunt  Buckingham  andtiain 

1  Gen.  O,  this  is  full' of  pity  j   Sir,  it  calls, 
I  fear,  too  many  curfes  on  their  heads 
That  were  the  authors. 

2  Gen.  If  the  Duke  be  guiltlefs, 
*Tis  fuil  of  woe  ;  yet  I  can  give  you  inkling 
Of  an  enfuingevil,  if  it  fall, 
Greater  than  this. 

1  Gen.  Good  angels  keep  it  from  us! 
"What  may  it  be  ?  you  do  not  doubt  my  faith,  Sir  ? 

2  Gen.  This  fecret  is  fo  weighty,  'twill  require 
A  ftrong  faith  to  conceal  it. 

i  Gen.   Let  me  have  it ; 
I  do  not  talk  much. 

2  Gen.  I  am  confident  5 
You  (hall,  Sir.     Did  you  not  cf  late  days  hear 
A  buzzing  of  a  feparation 
Between  the  King  andCath'rine  ? 

1  Gen    Yes  ;  but  it  held  notj 
For  when  the  King  once  heard  it,  out  of  anger 
He  fent  command  to  the  Lord  Mayor  ftr?it 
To  iTop  the  rumour,  and  allay  thofe  tongues 
That  durft  difperfe  it. 

2  Gen.  But  that  flanier,  Sir, 
Is  found  a  truth  new  ;  tor  >t  grows  again 
Frefher  than  e\r  it  was  j  and  held  for  certain, 

Th 
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The  King  will  venture  at  it.     Either  the  Cardinal 

Or  lome  about  him  near,  have  (out  of  malice 

To  the  good  Queen)  pofTeifd  Wmwth  a  fcrunlc 

That  will  undo  her  :  to  confirm  this  too, 

Cardinal  Campeius  is  arriv'd,  and  latelv 

As  all  think,   tor  this  bufinefs. 
I  Gen.   'Tis  the  Cardinal ; 

And  merely  to  revenge  him  on  the  Emperor 
I  For  not  befrowing  on  him,  at  his  asking, 
Th' archbifhoprick  of  Toledo,  this  is  purpos'd 

r»?  ?r  i.thl,nJk/°,u,ue  h-U  the  mark  i  but  "**  »«  cruel, 
That  me  ftouldfccl  the  Imartof  this  ?  the  Cardinal 
Will  have  his  will,  and  fhe  murt  fall. 

'i  Gen.  *Tis  woful. 

We  are  too  open  here  to  argue  this. 

Let's  think  in  private  more.  [Exeunt 

SCENE     HI.       An  antichamber  in  the  palace. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain  reading  a  letter. 

KMT  Lord,  the    horfesyour   Lord/hip  fat  for,  -with  all 

•J-j  cri^  bad>  *  f™  ™U  cbofen,  ridden,  and  fur- 
njbd.  Thy  were  young  and  handfeme,  andoftkebeft  breed 
n  the  north.  When  they  were  ready  to  fet  'out for  London, 
xman  of  my  Lord  Cardinals,  by  commiffion  and  main  power 
ookemfiom  me  with  this  reafen,  His  mafer  would  b> 
erv  d  before  a  JubjeB,  if  not  before  the  King  3  which  fap/d 
ur  mouths,   Sir.  -  J   r* 

.fear  he  will  indeed  :  well,  let  him  have  them  ; 
ie  will  have  all,  I  think. 

ttter  to  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  the  Dukes  of  Norfolk  and 
Suffolk. 

Nor.  Well  met,  my  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Cham.  Good  day  to  both  your  Graces. 

Suff.  How  is  the  King  employ'd  ? 

Cham.  I  left  him  private, 
rull  of  fad  thoughts  and  troubles. 

Nor.  What's  the  caufe  ? 

Cham.  Itfeems  the  marriage  with  his  brother's  wife 
las  crept  too  near  his  conscience. 

'Suff,  No  j  hisconfeience 
la  crept  too  near  another  lady. 

VcL-V'  Cc  N^ 
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Nor.  'Tis  fo. 
This  is  the  Cardinal's  doing,  the  King- Cardinal. 
That  blind  prieft,  like  the  eldeft  fon  of  Fortune, 
Turns  whet  he  lifts.  The  King  will  know  him  one  day. 
S:if.  Pray  God  he  do!  he'll  never  know  himfelf  elfe. 
Nor  How  holily  he  works  in  all  his  bufinefs, 
A  nd  with  what  zeal  !  for  now  he  has  crack'd  the  league 
'Tween  us  and  the  Emperor,  the  Queen's  great  nephew, 
He  dives  into  the  King's  foul,  and  there  fcatters 
Doubts,  dangers,  wringing  of  the  confcience, 
Fears,  and  defpair,  and  all  thefe  for  his  marriage; 
And  out  of  all  thefe,  to  reftorethe  King,  * 

He  counfels  a  divorce;  a  lofsof  her, 
That,  like  a  jewel,  has  hung  twenty  years 
About  his  neck,  yet  never  loft  herluftre  j 
Of  her  that  loves  him  with  that  excellence, 
That  angels  love  good  men  with  j  even  of  her 
That,  when  the  greateft  flroke  of  fortune  falls, 
Will  blefs  the  King :  and  is  not  this  courfe  pious  ?  [true, 
Cham.  Heav'n  keep  me  from  fuch  counfel  1  'tis  moll 
Thefe  news  are  ev'ry  where  ;  ev'ry  tongue  fpeaks  'em 
And  ev'ty  true  heart  weeps  for't.     All  that  dare 
Look  into  thefe  affairs,  fee  his  main  end, 
The  French  King's  fifter.     Heav'n  will  one  day  open 
The  King's  eyes,  that  fo  long  have  flept  upon 
This  bold,  bad  man, 

Suf.  And  free  us  from  his  flavery. 
Nor.  We  had  need  pray,  and  heartily,  for  deliverance 
Or  this  imperious  man  will  work  us  all 
From  princes  into  pages  ;  all  mens'  honours 
Lie  like  one  lump  before  him,  to  be  fafhion'd 
Into  what  pinch  he  pleafe. 
Suf.  For  me,  my  Lords, 
1  love  him  not,  nor  fear  him,  there's  my  crted. 
As  I  am  made  without  him,  fo  I'll  ftand, 
If  the  King  pleafe  :  his  curfes  and  his  bleflings^ 
Touch  me  alike  j  they're  breath  I  not  believe  in; 
I  knew  him,  and  I  know  him j  fo  I  leave  him 
To  him  that  made  him  proud,  the  Pope. 

Nor.  Let's  in  j 

Am 
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And  with  fomc  other  bufincfs  put  the  King 

From  thei'j  fad  thoughts,  that  work  too  much  upon  him. 

My  Lord,  you'll  bear  us  company  ? 

Cbam.   Excufe  me. 
The  King  hath  fent  me  other-where  ;  befides, 
You'll  find  a  moft  uufit  time  to  difturb  him . 
Health  to  your  Lord/hips.  [Exit  Lord  Chamberlain, 

Nor.  Thanks  my  good  Lord  Chamberlain. 
SCENE     IV. 
The  J 'cent  draws,  and  difcovers  the  King  fitting,  and  reading 
penji'vely. 

Suf.  How  fad  he  looks !  fure  he  is  much  affli&ed. 

King.  Who's  there  ?   ha! 

Nor.  Pray  God  he  be  not  angry. 

King.  Who's  there,  I  fay  ?  how  dare  you  thrufl  your- 
Into  my  private  meditations?  [felves 

Who  am  I?   ha! 

Nor.  A  gracious  King,  that  pardons  all  offences 
Malice  ne'er  meant ;  cur  breach  of  duty,  this  way, 
Is  bufinefs  of  eftate,in  which  we  come 
To  know  your  royal  pleafure. 

King.   Ye  are  too  bold. 
Go  to  j  I'll  make  ye  knew  your  times  of  bufinefs 
Is  this  an  hour  for  temporal  affairs  ?  ha  ! 
Enter  Wolfey,  and  Campeius    the  Pope's  Legate,  ivith  a 

commijjion. 
Who's  there  ?   My  good  Lord  Cardinal  ?  O  my  Wolfey, 
The  q  jiet  of  my  wounded  confeience  ! 
Thou  art  a  cure  fie  for  a  King, — You're  welcome, 
Moft  Ieained  Rev'rcnd  Sir,  into  our  kingdom; 

[To  Campeius. 
Uie  us,  and  it  :  my  good  Lord,  have  great  care 
I  be  not  found  a  talker. 

If^cl.   Sir,   you  cannot. 
I  would  your  grace  would  give  us  but  an  hour 
Of  private  conference. 

King.  We  are  bufy  j  go.     [To. Norfolk  and  Suffolk 

Nor.  This  prieft  has  no  pride  in  him? 

Suf.  Not  to  fpeak  of. 
I  would  net  be  fo  fick  though,  for  his  place. 

C  c  s  But 
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-tfut  this  cannot  continue, 

Nor.  If  it  do,. 
riJ  venture  one  heave  at  him. 

f/;  J ,*n0thIr-      .        .[**«  Norfolk  *»/  Suffolk. 

AhZ:  1  °UI      aCC  haS  g,VCn  a  Precedwt  of  wifdom 
Above  all  princes,  in  committing  freely 
^.our  fcruple  to  the  voice  of  Chriftendom. 

i    «an  be  anSfy  now  ?  what  envy  reach  you  > 

Ihe  Span.ard,  ty'd  by  blood  and  favour  to  her 

Muft  now  con!ef«,  if  they  have  any  goodnefs, 

The  trial  juft  and  noble.     All  the  clerks, 

I  mean  the  learned  ones,  in  Chriftian  kingdoms, 

Have  their  free  voices.     Rome,  the  nurfe  of  judgment. 

Invited  by  your  noble  felf,  hath  fent  *         ' 

One  general  tongue  unto  us,  this  good  man, 

This  juft  and  learned  prieft,  Cardinal  Campeius  j 

Whom  once  more  I  prefent  unto  your  Highnefs. 

King,  And  once  more  in  my  arms  I  bid  him  welcome. 
And  thank  the  holy  conclave  for  their  loves  ; 
They've  fent  me  fuch  a  man  I  would  have  wi/h'd  for.'   I 

Cam.  Your  Grace   mult   needs  defer ve  all  (Grangers' 
You  are  fo  noble  :  to  your  Hignefs'  hand  [loves, 

I  tender  my  commiflion  j  by  whofe  virtue, 
(The  court  of  Rome  commanding),  you,  my  Lord 
Cardinal  of  Vork,  are  join'd  with  me,  their  fervant, 
In  the  impartial  judging  of  this  bufinefs. 

Kirg.  Two  equal  men  ;  the  Queen  ihall  be  acquainted 
Forthwith  for  what  you  come.     Where'6  Gardiner  ? 

IVcl.  I  know  your  Majefty  has  al way's  lov'd  her 
So  dear  in  heart,  not  to  deny  her  what 
A  woman  of  Jefs  place  might  ask  by  law, 
Scholars  allowed  freely  to  argue  for  her, 

King.  Ay,  ?.nd  the  belt  fhe  fhall  have  j  and  mv  favour 
To  him  that  does  beft,   God  forbid  elfe.     Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee,  call  Gardiner  to  me,  my  new  fecrctary  j 
I  find  him  a  fit  fellow. 

Enttr  Gardiner. 

Wol.  Give  me  your   hand  j  much  joy  and  favour  to 
7ou  are  the  King's  now,  Cyo,Ji 

G<ird,  But  to  be  commanded 

Fo? 
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•or  ever  by  your  grace,  whofe  hand  has  rais'd  me. 

King.  Come  hither,  Gardiner.     [Walks  and  whiffet  s. 

Cam.  My  Lord  of  York,  was  not  one  Doctor  Pace 
n  this  man's  place  before  him  ? 

Wcl.  Yes,  he  was. 

Cam.  Was  he  net  held  a  learned  man  ? 

Wol.  Yes,  furely. 

Cam.  Believe  me,   there's  an  ill  opinion  fpread  then 
Ev'n  of  yourfelf,  Lord  Cardinal. 

Wcl.  How  !  of  me? 

Cam.  They  will  not  flick  to  fay,  you  envy'd  him  j 
KnA  fearing  he  would  rile,  he  was  fo  virtuous, 
Cept  him  a  foreign  man  flill :  which  fo  griev'd  him, 
Thct  he  ran  mad  and  dy'd. 

Wol.  Heav'n's  peace  be  with  him  ! 
That's  Chriftir.n-care  enough:  for  living  murmurers, 
There's  places  of  rebuke.     He  was  a  fool, 
iox  he  would  needs  be  virtuous.     That  good  fellow, 
f  J  command  him,  follows  my  appointment  j 

will  have  none  fo  near  elfe.     Learn  this,  brother, 
Ye  live  not  to  be  grip'd  by  meaner  perfons. 

King,  Deliver  this  with  modefty  to  the  Queen. 

[Exit  Gai  diner. 
The  moft  convenient  place  that  I  can  think  of 
•or  fuch  receit  of  learning,,  is  Black-friers  : 
There  ye  mail  maet  about  this  weighty  bufineis. 
>ly  Wolfcy,  fee  it  furnifh'd.     O  my  Lord, 
Would  it  not  grieve,  an  able  man  to  leave 

Jo  fwcet  a  bed-fellow  ?  but,  confeience,  conference  ! 

},  'tis  a  tender  place,  and  I  muft  leave  her.       [Exeunt, 

>C£NE  V.    An  antichamber  tf  the  Quetns  apartment. 

Enter  Anne  Bullen,  and  an  Old  Lady. 

Anne.  Not  for  that  neither Here's  the  pang  that 

pinches, 
-lis  Highnefs  having  liv'd  fo  long  with  her,  and  ihe    . 
io  good  a  Lady,  that  no  tongue  cou'd  ever 
'renounce  dishonour  of  her  j  by  my  life, 
»he  never  knew  harm  doing  :  oh,  now  after 
k)  many  courfes  of  the  fun,  inthron'd,.    , 
ilili  growing  in  a  mijefty  and  pomp, 

C  c  3  The 
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The  which  to  leave's  a  thoufand-fold  more  bitter 
Than  fweet  at  firft  t'acquire  ;  after  this  procefs, 
To  give  her  the  a  vaunt !  it  is  a  pity 
Would  move  a  monfter. 

Old  L.  Hearts  of  moft  hard  temper 
Melt  and  lament  for  her. 

Anne.  In  God's  will,  better 
She  ne're  had  known  pomp  j  though*t  be  tempcral> 
Yet  if  that  quarrel,  Fortune,  do  divorce 
It  from  the  bearer,  'tis  a  furl"' ranee  panging 
As  foul  and  body's  fev'ring. 

Old  L.  Ah  !  poor  lady, 
She's  ftranger  now  again. 

Anne.  So  much  the  more 
Muft  pity  drop  upon  her  j  verily, 
I  fwear,  'tis  better  to  be  lowly  born, 
And  range  with  humble  livers  in  content, 
Than  to  be  perk'd  up  in  a  gliit'ring  grief, 
And  wear  a  golden  forrow. 

Old  L.  Our  content 
Js  our  belr  having. 

Anne.  By  my  troth  and  maidenhead, 
I  would  not  be  a  Queen. 

Old  L.  Beftirevv  me  I  would, 
And  venture  maidenhead  for't ;  and  fo  would  you, 
For  all  this  fpice  of  your  hypocrify. 
You  that  have  fo  fair  parts  of  woman  on  you, 
Have  too  a  woman's  heart }  which  ever  yet 
Affected  eminence,  wealth,  fovereignty  j 
Which,  to  lay  footh,  are  blefiings  j  and  which  gifts 
CSaving  your  mincing)  the  capacity 
Of  your  foft  cheveril  confidence  would  receive, 
If  you  might  pleafe  to  flretch  it. 

Anne.  Nay,  good  troth 

CldL.  Yes,  troth  and  troth :  you  would  not  be  a  Queen? 

Anne.  No,   not  for  all  the  riches  under  heav'n. 

Old  L.  'Tis  ftrange  j  a  three-pence  bow'd  would  hire 

Old  as  I  am,  to  queen  it.     But  I  pray  you,  [me, 

What  think  you  of  a  Dutchefs  ?  have  you  limbs 

To  bear  that  load  of  title  ? 

Annti 
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Anne.  No,  in  truth. 

Old  L.  Then  you  arc  weakly  made  :  pluck  off  a  little  ; 
I  would  not  be  a  young  Count  in  your  way, 
For  more  than  blufhing  comes  to  :   if  your  back 
Cannot  vouchfafe  this  burden,  'tis  too  weak 
Ever  to  get  a  boy. 

Anne.  How  do  you  talk  ! 
I  (wear  again,  I  would  not  be  a  Queen 
For  all  the  world. 

Old  L.  In  faith,  for  little  England 
You'd  venture  an  emballing  :  1  myfelf 
Would  for  Carnarvanfhire,   though  there  belonged 
No  more  to  th'  crown  but  that.    Lo,  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Lord  Chamberlain. 
Cham.  Good-morrow,  Ladies  ;  what  were't  worth  to 
The  fecret  of  your  conf  rence  ?  [know 

Anne.   My  good  Lord, 
Not  your  demand  ;  it  values  not  your  asking. 
Our  miftrefs'  forrowswe  were  pitying. 

Cham.  It  was  a  gentle  bufinefs,  and  becoming 
The  action  of  good  women  :  there  is  hope 
All  will  be  well. 

Anne.  Now  I  pray  God,  Amen  ! 
Cham.  You  bear  a  gentle  mind,  and  heav'nly  blefliags 
Follow  fuch  creatures.     That  you  may,  fair  Lady, 
Perceive  I  fpeak  fincerely,  and  high  note  is 
Ta'en  of  your  many  virtues,  the  King's  Majefty 
Commends  his  good  opinion  to  you,  and 
Does  purpofe  honour  to  you  no  lefs  flowing 
Than  Marchionefs  of  Pembroke  j  to  which  title 
A  thouland  pounds  a-year,  annual  fupport,. 
Out  of  his  grace  he  adds. 
Anne.   I  do  not  know 
What  kind  of  my  obedience  I  /hould  tender, 
More  than  my  all,  which  is  nothing  j  for  my  prayers 
Are  not  words  duly  hallow'd,  nor  my  wifhes 
More  worth  than  vanities  ;  yet  prayers  and  wifhes 
Are  all  I  can  return.     'Befeech  your  Lordfhip, 
Vouchfafe  to  fpeak  my  thanks  and  my  obedience, 
As  from  a  bluftjint  handmaid  to  his  Highnefs ; 

Whofe 
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Whofe  health  and  royalty  I  pray  fcr. 

Cham.  Lady, 
I  fliall  not  fail  t*  approve  the  fair  conceit 
*ne  King  hath  of  you.— I've  perus'd  her  well  : 
beauty  and  neaoor  in  her  are  fo  mingled,  [AfiJe. 

I  hat  they  have  caught  the  King  3  and  who  knows  yet, 
»«  from  this  lady  may  proceed  a  gem, 

To  lighten  all  this  ifle I'll  to  the  Kin?, 

And  fay,  I  fpoke  with  you.        [Exit  Lord  Cbambtrlain. 

Anne.  My  honour'd  Lord. 

OldL.  Why,  this  it  is:  fee,  fee] 
I  have  ieen  begging  fixteen  years  in  court, 
(Am  yet  a  courtier  beggarly),  nor  could  . 
Come  pat  betwixt  ?co  early  and  too  [ate, 
For  any  fait  of  pounds :  and  you,  oh  fate  » 
(A  -very  frefli  fifli  here  j  fie,  fie  upon 
This  compelled  fortune),  have  your  mouth  fill'd  up*  ^ 
Before  you  open  it.  • 

Aune.  Thii  is  ftrange  to  me. 

Wd  L.  :How  taftes  it  >  is  it  bitter  ?  forty  pence,  nc.   \ 
There  was  a  lady  once  ('tis  an  old  ftory) 
That  would  not  be  a  Queen,  that  would  fhe  not, 
For  all  the  mud  in  Egypt ;  have  you  heard  it  ?,~ 

Anne.  Come,  you  are  pleafanjt. 

OldL.  With  your  theme,  I  could 
O'ermount  the  lark.    The  Marchionefs  of  Pembroke  ! 
A  thoufaod  pounds  a-year,  for  pure  refpeft! 
No  other  obligation !  By  my  life, 
That  promifes  more  thoufands :  Honour's  train 
Is  longer  than  his  fore-skirt.     By  this  time 
I  know  your  back  will  bear  a  Dutchefs.     Say, 
Are  you  not  ftronger  than  you  were  ? 

Anne.  Good  Lady, 
Make  yourfelf  mirth  with  your  particular  fancy, 
And  leave  me  out  on't.     Would  I  had  no  being, 
If  this  falute  my  blood  a  jot  j  it  faints  me 
To  think  what  follows. 
The  Queen  is  comfortlefs,  and  we  forgetful 
In  our  long  abfence  j  pray,  do  not  deliv«r. 
What  here  y'ave  heard  to  her. 

Old  L>  What  do  you  think  *k  ?— —  {Extant. 

SC£K  K 
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SCENE    VI.     Changes  to  Blackfricrs. 

Trumpets  and  cornets.  Enter  two  Vergers,  with  jhort  fi- 
ver wands  j  next  them,  two  Scribes  in  the  habits  of 
Do&ors;  after  them,  the  Bifbop  o/"  Canterbury  alone  j 
after  him,  the  Bijhops  of  Lincoln,  Ely,  Rochefter, 
and  St.  Afaph  ;  next  them,  ivitb  fame  fmnfl  dtftance, 
follows  a  Gentleman  bearing  the  purfe,  ivitb  the  great 
feal,  and  the  Cardinals  bat  ;  then  two  Prifls  bearing 
eacb  a  fiver  crofs  j  then  a  Gentleman  U/her  bare-bead^ 
ed,  accompanied  ivitb  a  Serjeant  at  Arms,  bearing  a- 
mace  j  then  two  Gjnt'emen,  bearing  two  great  fiver  pi- 
lars j  after  tbcm,Jide  by  fide,  the  two  Cardinals  ;  two 
Noblemen  with  thefwordand  mace.  The  King  takes  place 
under  the  cloth  of /late  j  the  two  Car  duals  fit  under  him, 
as  judges-  The  Queen  takes  place  fome  aifance  from  the 
King.  The  Bijhops  place  them; elves  on  eacb  Jide  the 
court,  in  manner  of  a  confifiory  j  below  them,  the  Scribes. 
The  Lords  lit  next  the  Bijhops.  The  rejiof.tbe  Aiten- 
ants f  and  in  convenient  order  about  thejlage. 

Tfol.  Whilft  our  commifiTron  from  Rome  is  read, 
Let  filence  be  commanded. 

King.  What's  the  need  ? 
It  hath  already  publickly  beenread, 
And  on  all  fides  th'  authority  allow'd  : 
You  may  then  fpare  that  time. 

Wol.  Be't  foj  proceed. 

Scribe.  Say,  Henry,  King  of  England,  come  into  the 

Cner.  Henry,  King  of  England,  &c.  [court. 

King.  Here. 

Scribe.  Say,  Catharine,  Queen  of  England, 
Come  into  the  court. 

Crier.  Catharine,  Queen  of  England,  &c. 

[The  Queen  makes  no  anfzver,  rifes  out  of  bet  chair, 
goes  about  the  court,  comes  to  the  King,  and  kneels 
at  bis  feet  j  then  fpeaks.] 

Queen.  Sir,  I  defire  you,  do  me  right  and  jufticej 
And  to  beftow  your  pity  on  me  ;  for 
I  am  a  moll  poor  woman,  and  a  Granger, 
Born  out  of  your  dominions  j  having  here 

No 
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No  judge  indiff'rent,  and  no  more  aflurance 

Of  equal  friend/hip  and  proceeding.     Alas,  Sir* 

In  what  have  I  offended  you  ?  what  caufe 

Hath  my  behaviour  giv'n  to  your  difpleafure, 

That  thus  you  /hould  proceed  to  put  me  off, 

And  take  your  good  grace  from  me  ?  Heaven  witnefs, 

I've  been  to  you  a  true  and  humble  wife, 

At  all  times  to  your  will  conformable  : 

Ever  in  fear  to  kindle  your  diflike  ; 

Yea,  fubject  to  your  count'nance  j  glad  or  forry, 

As  I  faw  it  inclin'd.     When  was  the  hour 

I  ever  contradicted  your  defire  ? 

Or  made  it  not  mine  too  ?  which  of  your  friends 

Have  I  not  ftrove  to  love,  although  I  knew 

He  were  mine  enemy  ?  what  friend  of  mine 

That  had  to  him  deriv'd  your  anger,  did  I 

Continue  in  my  liking  ?  nay,  gave  not  notice, 

He  was  from  thence  difcharg'd  ?  Sir,  call  to  mine?, 

That  I  have  been  your  wife,  in  this  obedience, 

Upward  of  twenty  years  j  and  have  been  blefs'd 

With  many  children  byycii/    If'in  the  courle- 

And  prorefs  of  this  time  you  can  report, 

And  prove  it  too,  againft  mine  honour  aught, 

My  bond  of  wedlock,  or  my  love  and  duty, 

Againft  your  facred  perfon  j  in  God's  name, 

Turn  me  away  :  and  let  the  foul'ft  contempt  . 

Shut  door  upon  me,  and  fo  give  me  up 

Toth'  fharpeft  kind  of  juftice.     Pleafe  you,  Sir, 

The  King  your  father  was  reputed  for 

A  prince  moft  prudent,  of  an  excellent 

And  unrnatch'd  wit  and  judgment.     Ferdinand 

My  father,  King  of  Spain,  was  reckon'd  one 

The  wifeft  prince  that  there  had  reign'd,  by  many 

A  year  before.     It  is  not  to  be  queftion'd 

That  they  had  gather'd  a  wife  council  to  them 

Of  ev'ry  realm,  that  did  debate  this  bufinefs, 

Whodeem'd  our  marriage  lawful.  Wherefore  humbly, 

Sir,  I  befeech  you,  fpare  me,  till  I  may 

Be  by  my  friends  in  Spain  advis'd  j  whofecounfel 

I  will  implore.    If  not,  i'  th'  name  of  God, 

Your 
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Your  pleafure  be  fulfill'd  ! 

Wol.  You  have  here,  Lady, 
(And  of  your  choice,)  thefe  rev' rend  fathers,  men 
Of  fingular  integrity  and  learning  j 
Yea,  the  elecl:  o'  th'  land,  who  are  affembled 
To  plead  your  caufe.     It  (hall  be  therefore  bootlefs, 
That  longer  you  defer  the  court,  as  well 
For  your  own  quiet,  as  to  rectify 
What  is  unfettled  in  the  King, 

Cam.  His  Grace 
Hath  fpoken  well  and  juftly  j  therefore,  Madam, 
*Tis  fit  this  royal  feflion  do  proceed, 
And  that  without  delay  their  arguments 
;Be  nowproduc'd,  and  heard. 

Queen.  Lord  Cardinal, 
To  you  I  fpeak. 

Wol.  Yourpleafure,  Madam? 

Queen.  Sir, 
I  am  about  to  weep  j  but  thinking  that 
"We  are  a' Queen,  orlonghave  dream'd  (ot  certain 
The  daughter  of  a  King,  my  drops  of  tears 
I'll  turn  to  fparks  of  fire. 

Wol.  Be  patient  yet 

Quetn.  I  will,  when  you  are  humble  j  nay,  before  j 
Or  God  will  punifh  me.     I  do  believe, 
Induc'd  by  potent  circumftances,  that 
You  are  mine  enemy,  and  make  my  challenge  j 
You  fhall  not  be  my  judge.     For  it  is  you 
Have  blown  this  coal  betwixt  my  Lord  and  me  ; 
Which  God's  dew  quench  !  therefore,  I  fay  again, 
I  utterly  abhor,  yea,  from  my  foul 
Refufe  you  for  my  judge  j  whom  yet  once  more 
I  hold  my  moft  malicious  foe,  and  think  not 
At  all  a  friend  to  truth. 

Wol.  I  do  profefs, 
You  fpeak  not  like  yourfelf  j  who  ever  yet 
Have  flood  to  charity,  and  difplay'd  th'  effects 
Of  difpofition  gentle,  and  of  wifdom 
O'er- topping  woman's  power.   Madam,  you  wrong  met 
I  have  no  fpleen  againft  you,  nor  injuftice 

For 
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For  you,  or  any.     How  far  I've  proceeded, 

Or  how  far  further  fhall,  is  warranted 

By  a  commiflion  from  the  con/iftory, 

Yea,  the  whole  confifVry  of  Rome.     You  charge  me, 

That  I  have  blown  this  coal  j  I  do  deny  it. 

The  King  is  prefent;  if  t  be  known  to  him 

That  I  gainfay  my  deed,  how  may  he  wound, 

And  worthily,  my  falfehood  ?  yea,  as  much 

As  you  have  done  my  truth.     But  if  he  know 

That  lam  free  of  your  report,  he  knows 

I  am  not  of  your  wrong.     Therefore  in  him 

It  lies  to  cure  me,  and  the  cure  is  to 

Remove  thefe  thoughts  from  you.     The  which  before 

His  Highnefs  /hall  fpeak  in,  I  do  befeech 

You,  gracious  Madam,  to  unthink  your  fpeaking, 

And  to  fay  fo  no  more. 

{Queen.  My  Lord,  my  Lord, 
lama  fimple  woman,  much  too  weak  [mouth'd  j 

T'oppofe  your  cunning.     You  are  meek,  and  humble- 
You  fign  •  your  place  and  calling,  in  full  feeming, 
With  meeknefs  and  humility  ;  but  your  heart 
Is  cramm'd  with  arrogancy,  fpleen,  and  pride. 
You  h*ve  by  fortune,  and  his  Highnefs'  favours, 
Gone  flightly  o'er  low  flepsj  and  now  are  mounted, 
"Where  powers  are  your  retainers  j  and  your  words, 
Domeftics  to  you,  ferve  your  will,  as't  pleafe 
Yourfelf  pronounce  their  office.     I  muft  tell  you, 
You  tender  more  your  performs  honour,  than 
Your  high  profeflion  fpiritual : '  that  again 
I  do  refufe'  you  for  my  judge  j  and  here, 
Before  you  all,  appeal  unto  the  Pope, 
To  bring  my  whole  caufe  'fore  his  Holinefs, 
And  to  be  judg'd  by  him. 

[Sbe  curt'fui  to  the  King,  and  offers  to  dtf>art* 

Cam.  The  Queen  isobftinate, 
Stubborn  to  juftice,  apt  t'accufe  it,  and 
Difdainful  to  be  try'd  by't  j  'tis  not  well, 
She's  going  away. 

*  Jign>  f°r  anfwer> 

King. 
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King.  Call  her  again.  [court. 

Crier.  Catharine,  Queen  of  England,  come  into  the 
UJhcr.  Madam,  you  are  call'd  back.  Cwa>'« 

Queen.  What  need  you  note  it  ?  pray  you,  keep  your 
When  you  are  call'd,  return.     Now  the  Lord  help, 
They  vex  me  part  my  patience  !— pray  you,  pais  on  ; 
I  will  not  tarry  ;  no,  nor  ever  more 
Upon  this  bufinefs  my  appearance  make 
In  any  of  their  courts. 

[Exeunt  gluten,  and ber  attend 'ants* 
SCENE     VII. 
King.  Go  thy  ways,  Kate  j 
That  man  i'  th'  world  who  mail  report  he  has 
A  better  wife,  let  him  in  nought  be  trufted, 
For  fpeaking  falfe  in  that.     Thou  art  alone 
(If  thy  rare  qualities,  fweet  gentlenefs-, 
Thy  meeknefs  faint-like,  wife-like  government, 
Obeying  in  commanding,  and  thy  parts 
Sovereign  and  pious,  could  butlfpeak  thee  out) 
The  Queen  of  earthly  Queens.     She's  noble- born  j 
And,  like  her  true  nobility,  /he  'has 
Carried  herfelf  tow'rds  me. 

Wol.  Mod  gracious  Sir, 
In  humbleft  manner  I  require -your  highnefs, 
That  it  mall  pleafe  you  to  declare,  in  hearing 
Of  all  thefe  ears,  (for  where  I'm  robb'd  and  bound. 
There  mu ft  I  be  unloos'd  j  although  not  there 
Aton'd,  and  fully  fatisfy'd,)  if  I 

Did  broach  this  bufinefs  to  your  Highnefsj  or  £**< 

•Laid  any  fcruple  in  your  way,  which  might 
Induce  you  to  the  queftion  on't  ;  or  ever 
Have  to  you,  but  with  thanks  to  God  for  fuch 
A  royal  lady,  fpake  one  the  leaft  word, 
That  might  be  prejudice  of  her  prefent  ftate, 
Or  touch  of  her  good  perfon  ? 

King,  My  Lord  Cardinal, 
1  do  excufe  you  j  yea,  upon  mine  honour, 
I  free  you  from't.     You  are  nor  to  be  taught, 
That  you  have  many  enemies,  that  know  not 
I  Why  rhey  are  fo  ;  bu.~,  like  the  village-curs, 

Vol.  V,  Dd  Bark 


3 T4  King  Henry  VIII.        Attn. 

Bark,  when  their  fellows  do.     By  feme  of  thefe 
The  Queen  is  put  in  anger.      Y'are  excus'd. 
But  will  you  be  more  juftify'd  ?  You  ever 
•Have  wifh'd  the  fleet,  ing  of  this  bufmefs  j   never 
Defir'd  it  to  be  ftirr'd  ;    but  oft  have  hundred 
The  paffages  mace  tow'rds  it. — On  my  honour, 
I  fpeak  my  good  Lord  Cardinal  to  this  point ; 
And  thus  far  clear  him.     Now,  what  mov'd  me  to't, 
I  will  be  bold  with  time  and  your  attention  : 
Then  mark  th'  inducement.     Thus  it  came  j  give  heo 
My  conscience  firft  receiv'd  a  tendernefs,  [to't 

Scruple,  and  prick,  on  certain  fpeeches  utter' d 
By  th*  Bifhop  of  Bayonne,  then  French  Ambaffador  ; 
Who  had  been  hither  fent  on  the  debating 
A  marriage  'twixt  the  Duke  of  Orleans  and 
Our  daughter  Mary  :  V  th'  progrefs  of  thishufinefs, 
Ere  a  determinate  refolution,  he 
(I  mean  the  Bifhop)  did  require  a  refpite  j 
Wherein  he  might  the  King  his  Lord  advertife, 
Whether  our  daughter  were  legitimate, 
Refpecling  this  our  marriage  with  the  dowager, 
Sometime  our  brother's  wife.     This  refpite  fhook 
The  bofom  of  my  conscience,  enter' d  me, 
Yea   with  a  fplitting  power;   and  made  to  tremble 
The  region  of  my  breaft  ;  which  fore'd  fuch  way, 
That  many  maz'd  confiderings  did  throng, 
And  prefs'd  in  with  this  caution.  Firft,  methought 
I  flood  not  in  the  fmile  of  Heav'n,  which  had 
Commanded  nature,  that  my  Lady's  womb 
{If  it  conceiv'd  a  male  child  by  me)  fhould 
Do  no  more  offices  of  life  to't,  than 
The  grave  does  to  the  dead  j  for  her  male  iflue 
Or  died  where  they  were  made,  or  fhortly  after 
This  world  had  air'd  them.     Hence  I  took  a  thought 
This  was  a  judgment  on  me,  that  my  kingdom 
(Well  worthy  the  beft  heir  o'  th'  world)  fhould  not 
Be  gladded  in*t  by  me.     Then  Follows,  that 
I  weigh'd  the  danger  which  my  realms  ftood  in 
By  this  my  iffue's  fail  j  and  that  gave  to  me 
Many  a  groning  throe.     Thus  hulling  in 
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The  wild  fea  of  my  confeience,  I  did  fleer 
j  Towards  this  remedy,  whereupon  we  are 
Now  preient  here  together  ;   that's  to  fay, 
I  mean  to  rectify  my  confeience,  (which 
I  then  did  feel  full  fick,  and  yet  not  well,) 
By  all  the  rev'rend  fathers  of  the  land, 
And  doctors  learn'd.     Firft,  I  began  in  private 
With  you,  my  Lord  of  Lincoln  3  you  remember, 
How  under  my  opprefiion  I  did  reek, 
(  When  1  fir  ft  mov'd  you. 
Lin.  Very  well,  my  Liege. 

King.  I  have  fpoke  long  j  be  pleas*  d  yourfelf  to  fay 
H^w  far  you  fatisfy'd  me. 

L:n.  Pleafe  your  Highnefs, 
The  queftion  did  at  firft  fo  ftagger  me, 
Bearing  a  ftate  of  mighty  moment  in't, 
And  confequeace  of  dread,  that  1  committed 
The  daiing'ft  counfel  which  I  had,  to  doubt  j 
And  did  intreat  your  highnefs  to  this  courfe, 
Which  you  are  running  here. 

King.  I  then  mov'd  you, 
My  Lord  of  Canterbury  ;  and  got  your  leave 
To  make  this  prefent  l'ummons  r   unfolicited 
1  left  no  rev'rend  perfon  in  this  court, 
But  by  particular  confent  proceeded 
Under  your  hands  and  feals.   Therefore  go  on  j 
For  no  d.flike  i'  th'  world  againfl  the  perfon 
Of  our  good  Queen,  but  the  /harp  thorny  points 
Of  my  aliedged  reafons,  drive  this  forward. 
Prove  but  our  marriage  lawful,  by  my  life 
And  kingly  dignity,  we, are  contented 
To  wear  our  mortal  ftate  to  come  witb  her, 
(Catharine  our  Queen,)  before  the  primeft  creature 
That's  paragon'd  i*  th'  world. 

Cam,  So  pleafe  your  Highnefs, 
The  Queen  being  abfent,  'tis  a  needful  fitnefs 
That  we  adjourn  this  court  to  further  day  3 
Mean  while  muft  be  an  earned  motion 
Made  to  the  Queen,  to  call  back  her  appeal 
She  intends  to  his  Helinefs. 

D  d  2  King, 
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King.  I  may  perceive 
Thefe  Cardinals  trifle  with  me  ;    I  abhof 
The  dilatory  floth,  and  tricks  of  Rome. 
My  learn'd  and  well- beloved  fervant  Cranmer, 
Fr'ythee  return  !  with  thy  approach,  I  know, 
My  comfort  comes  along.     Break  up  the  court. 
I  fay,  fet  on.  [Exeunt,  in  manner  as  tbej  enter'' d*. 

ACT    III.       SCENE    I. 

The  Queen  s  apartment. 

The  Queen  and  her  women,  as  at  work. 
Queen.  HpAKE  thy  lute,  wench,  my  foul  grows  fad 

X  with  troubles: 

Sir. g,  and  difperfe  'em,  if  thou  canft  ;  leave  working. 

SONG. 

Orpheus  'with  his  lute  made  trees. 
And  the  mountain-tops  that  freeze, 

Boiv  them/elves  when  he  did  Jin? \ 
To  his  mvjie,  plants  and  flowers 
Ever  rofe,  as  fun  and  fhoivers 

There  had  made  a  tafling  fpring, 
Ev'ry  thing  that  beard  him  play, 
Evn  the  billows  of  the  fea, 

Hung  their  beads,  and  then  lay  by. 
Infweet  mufic  is  fuch  art, 
Killing  care,  and  grief  of  heart t 

Fall  afleep,  cr  hearing  die. 

Enter  a  gentleman, 

Queen.  How  now? 

Gen.  An't  pleafe  your  Grace,  the  two  great  Cardinals 
Wait  in  the  prefence. 

Queen.  Would  they  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Gen.  They  will'd  me  fay  fo,  Madam. 

Queen.  Pray  their  Graces 
To  come  near.     What  can  be  their  bufinefs 
With  me,  a  poor  weak  woman,  falt'n  from  favour  ? 
I  do  not  like  their  coming.     Now  I  think  on't, 

They 
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^They  fliould  be  good  men.  their  affairs*  arc  lighteouj  ; 
Jut  all  hoods  make  r.ot  monks. 

Enter  the  Cardinal  Wolfey  tf/j</Campeius. 

ll'ol.   Peace  to  your   HUhnefs ! 

i$ucen.  Your  Graces  find  me  here  part  of  a  houfewife, 
1  would  be  ail},  againft  the  word  may  happen: 
What  are  your  pleasures  with  me,  Rev'rend  Lords  ? 

iVol.  May't  pleafe  you,  Noble  Madam,    to  withdraw 
nto  your  private  chamber  ;   we  fhall  give  you 
The  full  caufe  of  our  coming. 

i$uet.n.  Speak  it  here. 
There's  nothing  I  have  done  yet,  o'  my  confeience, 
Deferves  a  corner  ;   would  all  other  women 
?ould  fpeak  tbis  with  as  free  a  foul  as  I  do  ! 
Ay  Lords,  I  care  not  (io  much  I  am  happy 
Ibove  2.  number)  if  my  acl.cns 
Vere  try'd  by  ev'ry  tongue,  ev'ry  eye  faw  'em  j 
invy  and  bafe  opinion  fet  againft  'em  ; 

know  n>y  life  fo  even.     If  your  bufinefs 
)o  fcek  me  out,  and  that  way  I  am  wife  in, 
)ut  with  it  boldly  :  truth  loves  open  dealing. 

Woli,  Tanta  eji.erga  te  mentis   integritas,   3;gina    Sere- 
nijfima, 

Qu^ecn.  O,   guod  my  Lord,  no  Latin  j 

am  not  fuch  a  truant  fince  my  coming,    . 
\s  not  to  know  the  language  I  have  li-v'd  in.   .    [cious  : 
\  ftrange  tongue  makes  my  caufe  more  firange,   fufpi- 
*ray  fpeak  in  Englifh;  here  are  fome  will  thank  you, 
f  you  fpeak  truth,  for  their  poor  miftrefs'  fake, 
relieve  me,  fhe  has  had  much  wrong.     Lord  Cardinal 
The  willing' ft  fin  I  ever  yet  coonmitted, 
day  be  abfolved  in  Engiifh. 

fVol.  Noble  Lady, 
'm  forry  my  integrity  fhduld  breed 
And  fervice  to  his  Majefty  and  you) 
.0  deep  fufpicion,  where  all  faith  was  meant. 
>Vc  come  not,  by  the  way  of  accufation, 
'Co  taint  that  honour  every  good  tongue  bkffes, 

*  ajfairs,  for  profejjlor.s. 

D  6  3  N«: 
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Nor  to  betray  you  any  way  to  forrow  j 
You  have  too  much,  good  Lady  r  but  to  know 
Kow  you  ftand  mindedrin  the  weighty  difference 
Between  the  King  and  you  ;  and  to  deliver, 
Like  free  and  honed  men,  our  juft  opinions 
And  comforts  to  yourcaufe. 

Cam.  Moft  honour' d  Madam, 
My  Lord  of  York,  out  of  his  noble  nature, 
Zed  and  obedience  he  ft  ill  bore  your  Grace, 
Forgetting,  like  a  good  man,  your  late  cenfure 
Both  of  his  truth  and  him,  (which  was  too  far), 
Offers,  as  I  do,  in  a  fign  of  peace, 
His  fervice  and  his  counfel.  ■ 

Qiiceru  To  betray  me. 
My  Lords,  I.thank  you  both  for  your  gocd  wills; 
Ye  fpeak  like  honeft  men  ;  pray  God  ye  prove  fo  I 
But  how  to  make  ye  fuddenly  an  anfwer 
In  fuch  a  point  of  weight,  fo  near  mine  honour, 
(More  near  my  life,  I  fear),  with  my  weak  wir, 
And  to  i'uch  men  of  gravity  and  learning, 
In  truth  I  know  not.     I  was  fet  at  work 
Among  my  maids ;  full  little,  God  knows,  looking 
Either  for  fuch  men,  or  fuch  bufmefs. 
For  her  fake  that  I  have  been,  (for  I  feel 
The  laft  fit  of  my  grearnefs),  good  your  Graces, 
Let  me  have  time  and  ceunfel  for  my  caufe, 
Alas  !   I  am  a  woman,  friendlefs,  hopelefs. 

Wol.  Madam,  you  wrong  the  King's  iove  with  thofi 
Your  hopes  and  friends  are  infinite.  [lears 

Queen.  In  England, 
But  little  for  my  profit.     Can  you  think,  Lords, 
That  any  Englishman  dare  give  me  counfel  ? 
Or  be  a  known  friend  'gainft  hisBighnefs'  pleafure, 
(Though  he  be  grown  fo  defp'rate  to  be  honeft), 
And  live  a  fubjeft  ?  They,  forfooth,  my  friends— — » 
They  that  muft  weigh  out  my  afflictions, 
They  that  my  truft  muft  grow  to,  live  not  here  ; 
They  are,  as  all  my  comforts  are,  far  hence, 
Id  my  own  country,  Lords. 

Cum.  I  would  you,  Grace, 
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Would  leave  your  griefs,  and  take  mycounfel. 

Queen.   How,  Sir  r* 

Cam.  Put  your  main  caufe  into  the  King's  protection  } 
He's  loving  and  moft  gracious.     'Twill  be  much 
Both  for  your  honour  better,   and  your  caufe  : 
For  if  the  trial  of  the  Uw  o'eruke  ye, 
You'll  part  away  dilgrae'd. 

Wol,   He  tells  you  rightly. 

Queen.  Ye  tell  me  what  ye  wim  for  both,  my  ruint 
Is  this  your  Chriftian  couniel  ?  out  upon  ye  ! 
Heav'n  is  above  all  yet ;   there  fits  a  judge, 
That  no  king  can  corrupt. 

Cam.   Your  rage  miftakes  us. 

Queen.  The  more  fhame  for  ye  ;  holy  men  I  thought 
Upon  my  foul,  two  Rev' rend  Cardinal  virtues  j         [ye, 
But  Cardinal  fins,  and  hollow  hearts,  I  fear  ye: 
Mend  'em  for  fhame,  my  Lords.     Is  this  your  comfort? 
The  cordial  that  ye  bring  a  wretched  lady  ? 
A  woman  loft  among  you,  laugh*d  at,  fcorn'd  ? 
I  will  not  wifh  ye  half  my  miferies, 
I  have  more  charity.     But  fay,  Iwarn'dyej. 
Take  heed,  take  heed,  for  Heav'ns  fake,  left  at  once 
The  burthen  of  my  forrows  fall  upon  ye. 

Wol.  Madam,  this  ii  a  mere  diltraftion  $ 
You  turn  the  good  we  offer  into  envy.** 

Queen.  Ye  turn  me  into  nothing.     Wo  upon  ye, 
And  all  fuch  falfe  proftflbrs  !   would  you  have  me 
(If  you  have  any  juftice,  any  pity, 
If  ye  be  any  thing  but  churchmens'  habits), 
Put  my  fick  caufe  into  his  hands  shat  hates  me  ? 
Alas  /  h'as  baniihed  me  his  bed  already  j 
His  love  too,  long  ago.    I'm  old,  my  Lords; 
And  all  the  fellowship  I  hold  now  with  him, 
Is  only  by  cbedienee.     What  can  happen 
To  me,  above  this  wretchednefs  ?  all  your  ftudies 
Make  me  a  curfe,  like  this  ! 

Cam.  Your  fears  are  worfe- 

Queen.  Have  1  liv'd  thus  long  (iet  me  fpeak  royfelf, 

•■  tnvj>  for  evil. 
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Since  virtue  finds  no  friends)  a  wife,  a  true  one  ? 

A  woman  (I  dare  fay,  without  vain-glory) 

Never  yet  branded  with  fufpicion  ? 

Have  I,  with  all  my  full  affections, 

Still  met  the  King  ?  lov'd  him  next  heav'n,  obey*d  him  P 

Been,  out  of  fondnefs,  fuperftitious  to  him  ? 

Almoft  forgot  my  prayers  to  content  him  ? 

And  am  I  thus  rewarded  ?  *T"s  not  well,  Lords. 

Bring  me  a  conftant  woman  to  her  husband, 

One  that  ne'er  dream'd  a  joy  beyond  his  pleafure  j 

And  to  that  woman,  when  fhe  has  done  molt, 

Yet  will  I  add  an  honour  j  a  great  patience. 

Wol.   Madam,  you  wander  from  the  good  we  aim  at* 

Queen.  My  Lord,  I  dare  not  make  my  felf  fo  guilty,. 
T.o  give  up  willingly  that  ncble  title 
Your  mafter  wed  me  to  ;  nothing  but  death 
Shall  e'er  divorce  my  dignities.- 

Wol.   Pray  hear  me— — 

Queen.  'Would  I  had  never  trod  this  Englilh  earth, 
Or  felt  the  flatteries  that  grow  upon  it ! 
Ye've  angels'  fices,  but  heav'n  knows  your  hearts. 
What  fhali  become  of  me  now  !   wretched  lady  ! 
I  am  the  moft  unhappy  woman  living. 
Alas  !  poor  wenches,  wheie  are  now  your  fortunes  ? 

[Tb  her  fwomena- 
Shipwreck' d  upon  a  kingdom,  where  no  pity, 
No  friends,  no  hope!  no  kindred  weep  for  me! 
Almoft  no  grave  allow'd  me !  like  the  lily, 
That  once  was  miftrefs  of  the  field  and  flourifh'd, 
I'll  hang  my  head,  and  perifh. 

Wo  J.  If  youo  Grace 
Could  but  be  brought  to  know  our  ends  are  boneft, 
You'd  feel  more  comfort.     Why  mould  we,  good  Lady, 
Upon  what  caufe,  wrong  you  ?  Alas!  our  places, 
The  way  of  our  profeffion  is  againft  it  ; 
We  are  to  cure  fuch  forrows,  not  to  fow  'em. 
For  goodnefs'  fake,  confider  what  you  do  j 
How.  you  may  hurt  yourfelf ,  nay,  utterly 
Grow  from  the  King's  acquaintance,  by  this  carriage. 
The  hearts  of  princes  kifs  obedience, 
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So  much  they  love  it :  but  to  ftubborn  fpirits, 

They  (well,  and  grow  as  terrible  as  ftorms. 

I  know  you  have  a  gentle,  noble  temper, 

A  foul  as  even  as  a  calm  ;   pray  think  us 

Thofe  we  profefs,  peace-makers,  friends,  and  fervants. 

Cam.  Madam,  you'll  find  it  fo  :  you  wrong  \®ur  vir« 
With  thefe  weak  womens*  fears,  A  noble  fpint,     [tuca 
As  your's  was  put  into  you,  ever  caffs 
Such  doubts,  as  falfecoin,  from  it.  The  K:ng  loves  you  j 
Beware  you  lole't  not  ;  for  us  (if  you  pleafe 
To  truft  us  in  your  bufinefs)  we  are  ready 
To  ufe  our  utmoft  ftudies  in  your  fervice. 

Queen.  Do  what  you  will,  my  Loids  j  and  pray  for- 
If  1  have  us'd  my felf  unmannerly.  [give  me, 

You  know  I  am  a  woman,  lacking  wit 
To  make  a  feemly  anfwer  to  luch  peribns. 
Pray  do  my  fervice  to  his  MaieOy. 
He  has  may  heart  yet  j  and  fhdii  have  my  prayers, 
While  I  mail  have  mv  life.   Come,   Re<  rend  fathers^ 
Beftow  your  counleli  on  me      She  now  begs. 
That  little  thought,  when  (he  let  footing  here, 
She  fljould  have  bought  her  d.gnitles  i'o  dear       [Exeunt* 
i>     C     E     N      E       II 
An  anticbatnber  to  the  King's  apartment. 
Enter  Duke  of  Norfolk,  JOuke  of  Suffolk,  Lord  Surrey, 
and  Lord  Chamberlain. 

■Nor.  If  you  will  now  unite  in  your  complaints, 
And  force  them  with  a  conftancy,  the  Cardinal 
Cannot  ftand  under  them.     If  you  omit 
The  offer  of  thin  time,   I  cannot  promife, 
But  that  you  (hall  fu  tain  more  new  difgraces, 
With  thofe  you  bear  already. 

Sy.    I  am  joyful 
To  meet  the  leaft  occafion  that  may  give  me 
Remembrance  of  my  father-in-law,  the  Duke, 
To  be  reveBg'd  on  him. 

Suf.  Which  of  the  peers 
Have  uncontemn'd  gone  by  him,  or  at  leaft 
Stood  not  neglected  ?  when  did  he  regard 
The  ftamp  of  nobknefs  in  any  perfon  j 

Out 
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Out  ofthimfelf? 

Cbam.  My  Lords,  you  fpeak  your  pleafures. 
What  he  deferves  of  you  and  me,  I  know  : 
What  we  can  do  to  him,  (though  now  the  time 
Give  way  to  us),  I  much  fear.     If  you  cannot 
Bar.  his  accefs  to  the  King,  never  attempt 
Any  thing  on  him  j  for  he  hath  a  witchcraft 
Over  the  King  in's  tongue. 

Nor.  O,  fear  him  not,  > 

His  fpell  in  that  is  out  j  the  King  hath  found 
Matter  againft  him,  that  for  ever  mars 
The  honey  of  his  language.     No,  he's  fettled, 
Not  to  come  off,  in  his  mod  high  difpleafure. 

Sur.  I  fhould  be  glad  to  hear  fuch  news  as  this 
Once  every  hour. 

Nor.  Believe  it,  this  is  true. 
In  the  divorce,  his  contrary  proceedings. 
Are  all  unfolded  j  wherein  he  appears, . 
As  I  would  wifh  mine  enemy. 

Sur.  Hew  came 
His  practices  to  light  ? 
Suf.  Moft  ftrangely. 
Sur    How  ? 

Suf,  The  Cardinal's  letters  to  the  Pope  mifcarried, 
And  came  to  th*  eye  o'  th'  King  ;  wherein  was  read* 
Hew  that  the  Cardinal  did  intreat  his  Holinefs 
To  flay  the  judgment  o'  th'  divorce  j  for  if 
It  did  take  place,  I  do,  quoth  he,  perceive 
My  King  is  tangled  in  affection  to 
A  creature  of  the  Queen's,  Lady  Anne  Bullen. 
Sur.  Has.the  King  this  ? 
Suf.  Believe  it. 
ic»r.  Will  this  work  ? 

Cbam.  The  King  in  this  perceives  him,  how  he  coafts 
And  edges  his  own  way.     But  in  this  point 
AH  his  tricks  founder  j  and  he  brings  his  phyfic 
After  his  patient's  death  ;  the  King  already 
Hath  married  the  fair  Lady. 
Sur.  'Would  he  had  ! 
Suf.  May  you  be  happy  in  your  wim,  coy  Lord  j 
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For  I  profefs  you  have  it. 

Sur.  Now  all  joy 
Trace  the  conjunction  ! 

Suf.  My  Amen  to't ! 

Nor.  All  mens'  ! 

Suf.  There's  order  given  for  her  coronation: 
Marry,   this  is  yet  but  young,  and  may  be  left 
To  fome  ears  unrecounted.      But,  my' Lords, 
She  is  a  gallant  creature,  and  compleat 
In  mind  and  feature.     I  perfuade  me,  from  her 
Will  fall  fome  bleffing  to  this  land,  which  fhall 
In  it  be  memoriz'd. 

Sur.   But  will  the' King 
Diceft  this  letter  of  the  Cardinal's? 
The  Lord  forbid  ! 

Nor.  Marry,  Amen ! 

Suf.  No,  no  : 
There  be  more  wafps  that  buzz  about  his  nofe, 
Wiii  make  this  fting  the  fooner.  Cardinal  Campeius 
Is  ftoln  away  to  Rome,  has  ta'en  no  leave, 
Hath  left  the  caufe  o'th'  King  unhandled  ;  and 
Is  pofted,  as  the  agent  of  our  Cardinal, 
To  fecond  all  his  plot.     I  do  affare  vou, 
The  King  cry'd  Ha  !  at  this. 

Cham.  New  God  incenfe  him  ; 
And  let  him  cry  Ha,  louder! 

Nor.  But,  my  Lord, 
When  returns  Cranmer  ? 

Suf.  He  is  return'd  with  his  opinions,  which 
Have  fatisfy'd  the  King  for  his  divorce, 
Gather'd  from  all  the  famous  colleges 
Almoft  in  Chriftendcm      Shortly,   I  believe, 
His  fecond  marriage  fhall  be  publiih'd,  and 
Tier  coronation.     Catherine  no  more 
Shall  be  call'd  Queen,  but  Princefs-dowager, 
As  widow  to'Prince  Arthur. 

Noe.  This  fame  Cranmer 's 
A  worthy  fellow,  and  Hath  ta'en  much  pain 
In  the  King's  bufinefs- 

Suf.  He  has,  and  wc  fhall  fee  him 

For 
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For  it  an  Archbilhop. 

Nor.  So  I  hear. 

Suf.  'Tisfo. 

Enter  Wolfey  and  Cromwell. 
The  Cardinal—— 

Nor.  Obferve,  obferve,  he's  moody. 

Wol.  The  packet,  Cromwell, 
Gave  it  you  the  King  ? 

Crom.  To  his  own  hand  in's  bed-chamber. 

Wol  Look'd  he  o'th*  infide  of  the  paper  ? 

Crom.  Prefently 
He  did  unfeal  them,  and  the  firft  he  view'd, 
He  did  it  with  a  ferious  mind  j  a  heed 
"Was  in  his  countenance.     And  you  he  bade 
Attend  him  here  this  morning. 

Wol.  Is  he  ready  to  come  abroad  ? 

Crom,  I  think  by  this  he  is. 

Wol.  Leave  me  a  while.  [Exit.  Cromwell* 

It  {hall  be  to  the  Dutchefs  of  Alanfon,  [4f/det 

The  French  King's  lifter ;  he  lhall  marry  her. 
Anne  Bullen !  no,  I'll  no  Anne  Bullens  for  him,— 

There's  mure  in  it  than  a  fair  vifage Bullen  !— — 

No,  we'll  no  Bullens! fpeedily,  I  wifh 

To  hear  from  Rome — the  Marchionefs  of  Pembroke!— 

Nor.  He's  difcontented. 
Suf  May  be  he  hears  the  King 
Does  whet  his  anger  to  him. 

Sur.  Sharp  enough, 
Lord,  for  thyjuftice!  - 

Wol.     [A/ide.]     The  late  Queen's  gentlewoman  !  a 
Knight's  daughter  ! 
To  be  her  miftrefs*  miftrefs!  the  Qeeen's  Queen!— 
This  candle  burns  not  clear  :  'tis  I  muft  muff  it, 
Then  out  it  goes— What  though  I  know  her  virtuous, 
And  well  deferving  ?  yet  I  know  her  for 
A  fpleeny  Lutheran  ;  and  not  wholfome  to 
Our  caufe,  that  (he  mould  lie  i'th'  bofom  of 
Our  hard-rul'd  King.     Again,  there  is  fprung  up 
An  heretic,  anarch  one,  Cranmer }  one 
Hath  crawl'd  into  the  favour  of  the  King, 


! 


Sc.  3.        KiNC  Henry  VIII.         3 25 

And  is  his  oracle. 

Nor.  He's  vex'd  at  fomething. 

scene      irr. 

Enter  King,  reading  a  fcbedule  ;  and  Lovell. 

Sitr.  I  would   'twere  fomething  that  would  fret  the 
The  mafter-tord  ofs  heart !  [firing, 

Suf.  The  King,  the  King. 

King.  What  piles  of  wealth  hath  he  accumulated 
To  his  own  portion !  what  expence  by  the  hour 
Seems  to  flow  from  him  I  how,  i'th*  name  of  thrift, 
Does  he  rake  this  together  !  Now,  my  Lords, 
Saw  you  the  Cardinal  ? 

Nor.  My  Lord,  we  have 
■Stood  here  obferving  him.     Some  Grange  commotion 
Is  in  his  brain  :  he  bites  his  lip,  and  ftarts  j 
Stops  on  a  fudden,  looks  upon  the  ground, 
Then  lays  hie  finger  on  his  temple  }  ftrait 
Springs  out  into  faft  gate,  then  flops  again  ; 
Strikes  his  breaft  hard,  and  then  anon  he  carts 
His  eye  againft  the  moon  ;  in  moft  ftrange  poflures 
We*  ve  feen  him  fet  himfelf. 

King.  It  may  well  be, 
There  is  a  mutiny  in's  mind.     This  morning 
Papers  of  ftate  he  fent  me  to  perufe, 
As  I  requir'd  5  and  wot  you  what  I  found 
There,  on  my  confeience  put  unwittingly  ? 
Forfooth,  an  inventory,  thus  importing  ; 
The  feveral  parcels  of  hit  plate,  his  treafure, 
Rich  fluffs  and  ornaments  of  houmold,  which 
I  find  at  fuch  proud  rate,  that  it  out-fpeaks 
Pofieffion  of  afubje£t. 

Nor.  'Tis  heavVs  will ; 
Some  fpirit  put  this  paper  in  the  packet, 
To  blefs  your  eye  withall. 

King.  If  we  did  think, 
His  contemplations  were  above  the  earth, 
And  fix'd  on  fpiritual  objects,  he  mould  ftill 
Dwell  in  his  mufings  j  but  I  am  afraid 
His  thinkings  are  below  the  moon,  nor  worth 
His  ferious  confidering. 
Vol.  V.  E  e  n& 
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[He  takes  bis  feat,  tvbifpers  Lovell,  ivbogoes  to  Wolfey. 

Wol.  Heav'n  forgive  me- 
Ever  God  blefs  your  Highnefs  !  ■ 

King.  Good  my  Lord, 
You  are  full  of  heav'nly  fturV,  and  bear  the  inventory 
Of  your  beft  graces  in  your  mind  j  the  which 
You  were  now  running  o'er  j  you  have  fcarce  time 
To  fteal  from  fpiritual  leifure  a  brief  fpan, 
To  keep  your  earthly  audit  j  fure,  in  that 
I  deem  you  an  ill  husband,  and  am  glad 
To  have  you  therein  my  companion. 

Wol.  Sir, 
For  holy  offices  I  have  a  time ; 
A  time  to  think  upon  the  part  of  bufinefs 
I  bear  i'  th'  ftate  j  and  nature  does  require 
Her  times  of  prefervation,  which,  perforce, 
I  her  frail  fon,  amongft  my  brethren  mortal, 
Muft  give  my  tendance  to. 

King .  You  have  faid  well. 

Wol.  And  ever  may  your  highnefs  yoke  together, 
As  I  will  lend*  you  caufe,  my  doing  well 
With  my  well  faying  ! 

King.  'Tis  well  faid  again  5 
And  'tis  a  kind  of  good  deed  to  fay  well. 
And  yet  words  are  no  deeds.     My  father  lovM  you  5 
He  faid  he  did  j  and  with  his  deed  did  crown 
His  word  upon  you.     Since  I  had  my  office, 
I've  kept  you  next  my  heart  j  have  not  alone 
Employ'd  you  where  high  profits  might  come  home; 
But  par'd  my  prefent  havings,  to  beftow 
My  bounties  upon  you. 

Wol.  What  fhould  this  mean  ?  \Afide* 

Sur.  The  Lord  increafe  this  bufinefs  !  \AJide» 

King.  Have  I  not  made  you 
The  prime  man  of  the  ftate  ?  I  pray  you  tell  me 
If  what  I  now  pronounce,  you  have  found  true  ; 
And,  if  you  may  confefs  it,  fay  withal, 
If  you  are  bound  to  us  or  no  ?  What  fay  you  ? 

Wol.  My  Sovereign,   I  confefs  yovir  royal  graces 
Showr'd  on  me  daily  have  been  more  than  could 

My 
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My  ftudied  purpofes  requite,  which  went 
Beyond  all  man's  endeavours-f-.     My  endeavours 
Have  ever  come  too  fliort  of  my  defues ; 
Yet,  fill'd  with  my  abilities,  mine  own  ends 
Have  been  mine  fo,  that  evermore  they  pointed 
To  th*  good  of  your  moft  facred  perfon,  and 
The  profit  of  the  ftate.     For  your  great  graces 
Heap'd  upon  me,  poor  undeferver,  I 
Can  nothing  render  but  allegiant  thanks  j 
My  pray'rs  to  heav'n  for  you  ;  my  loyalty, 
Which  ever  has,  and  ever  mall  be  growing, 
Till  death,  that  winter,  kill  it. 

King.  Fairly  anfwer'd. 
A  loyal  and  obedient  fubjeft  is 
Therein  illuftrated  j  the  honour  of  it 
Does  pay  the  aft  of  it,  as  i'  th-  contrary 
The  foulnefs  is  the  punifhment.     I  prefume, 
That  as  my  hand  has  open'd  bounty  to  you, 
My  heart  dropp'd  love  ;  my  pow'r  rain'd  honour  more 
On  you,  than  any  ;   fo  your  hand  and  heart, 
Your  brain,  and  ev'ry  function  of  your  power, 
Should,  «otwithftanding  that  your  bond  of  duty, 
As  'twere  in  love's  particular,  be  more 
To  me,  your  friend,  than  any. 

Wol.  I  profefs, 
That  for  your  Highnefs*  good  I  ever  labour'd, 
Wore  than  mine  own  5  that  am  I,  have  been,  will  be. 
Though  all  the  world  mould  crack  their  duty  to  you, 
And  throw  it  from  their  foul  ;  though  perils  did___ 
Abound  as  thick  as  thought  couTTmake :  WTand, 
Appear  in  forms  more  horrid  :  yet  mv  dutyT 
As  doth  a  rbcJc  agamft  the  chiding  flood, 
Should  the  approach  of  this  wild  river  break. 
And  tfand  unfhaken  your's. 

King.   'Tis  nobly  fpoken  ; 
Take  notice,  Lord's,  he  has  a  loval  breaft, 
For  you  have  feen  him  open't.     Read  o'er  this, 
.  [Giving  bint  papers* 

*nd,  after,  this  j  and  then  to  breakfaft,  with 

■\  Endeavours  for  deferts. 

£  e  2  What 
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What  app«tite  you  may. 

[Exit  King,  frowning  upon    Cardinal  Wolfey  ;  tU 
Nib  la  throng  after  bim>  ivhifpering  and Jmi  ling, 
SCENE      IV. 

Wol  What  fhould  this  mean  ? 
What  fudden  anger's  this  ?  how  have  I  reap'd  it  ? 
He  parted  frowning  from  me,  as  if  ruin 
Leap'd  from  his  eyes.     So  looks  the  chafed  lion 
Upon  the  daring  huntfman,  that  has  gall'd  him  } 
Then  makes  him  nothing.     I  rauft  read  this  paper* 
I  fear  the  ftory  of  his  anger— —'tis  fo*— — 

This  paper  has  undone  me 'tis  th'  account 

Of  all  that  woild  of  wealth  I've  drawn  together 
For  mine  own  eHds  j  indeed,  to  gain  the  popedom, 
And  fee  my  friends  in  Rome.     O  negligence, 
Fit  for  a  fool  to  fall  by  !  What  crofs  devil 
Made  me  put  this  main  fecret  in  my  packet  . 
1  feat  the  Kiag  f  Is  there  no  way  to  cure  this  > 
No  new  device  to  beat  this  from  his  brains  ? 
I  know  'twill  ftir  him  ftrongly  j  yet  I  know 
A  way,  if  it  take  right,  in  fpight  of  fortune, 
.  Will  bring  me  off  again.     What's  this— To  the  Pope  f 
The  letter,  as  I  live,  with  all  the  bufinefs 
I  writ  to's  Holinefs.     Nay,  then  farewel  ; 
I've  touch'd  the  higheft  point  of  all  my  greatnefc  j 
And  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory 
I  hafte  now  to  my  fetting.     I  ihalHall, 
Like  a  bright  exhalation  in  the  evening. 
And  no  man  fee  me  more. 

SCENE       V. 
Bhter  ft  Wolfey,  the  Dukes  •/ Norfolk  and  Suffolk,  fi 
Earl  c/Surrey,  and  the  Lord  Chamberlain, 

Nor.  Hear  the  King's  pleafure,  Cardinal,  who  com 
To  render  up  the  great  feal  prefently  [mands  yo 

Into  our  hands,  and  to  confine  yourfelf 
To  Afher-houfe,  my  Lord  of  Wiachefter's, 
Till  you  hear  further  from  his  Highnefs. 

mi.  Stay". 
Where's  your  commuTicn,  Lords  >  words  cannot  carry 
Authority  fo  mighty. 


: 
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Suf,  Who  dare  crofs  'em, 
Bearing  the  King's  will  from  his  mouth  exprefjly  ? 

Wol.  Till  I  find  more  than  will,  or  words  to  do  it, 
(1  mean  your  malice,)  know,  officious  Lords, 
I  dare,  and  muft  deny  it.     Now  I  feel 
Of  whatcoarfe  metal  ye  are  molded,-      -Envy  • 
How  eagerly  ye  follow  my  difgrace, 
As  rf  it  fed  ye  j   and  how  fleek  and  wanton 
Y'appcar  in  ev'ry  thing  may  bring  my  ruin. 
Follow  your  envious  courfes,  men  of  malice  • 
You've  Chriftian  warrant  for  'em,  and,  no  douht, 
In  time  will  find  their  fit  rewards.     That  feal 
You  afk  with  fuch  a  violence,  the  King 
(Mine  and  your  matter)  with  his  own  hand  gave  me  ; 
Bade  me  enjoy  it,  with  the  place  and  honours, 
During  my  life  j  and,  to  confirm  his  goodnefs, 
Ty'd  it  by  letters  patents.     Now,  who'll  take  it  ? 

&ur.  The  King,  that  gave  it..  | 

Wol.  It  mud  be  himfelf  then. 

Sur.  Thou'rt  a  proud  traitor,,  prieft.  - 

Wol.  Proud  Lord,  thouLyeft.. 
"Within  thefe  forty  hours  Surrey  durft  better 
Have  burnt  that  tongoe,^han  faid  fo. 

Sur.  Thy  ambition, 
Thou  fcarlet  fin,  robb'd  this  bewailing  land    I 
Of  Noble  Buckingham,  my  father-in-law. 
The  heads  of  all  thy  brother  Cardinals, 
(With  fhee  and  all  thy  beft  parts  bound  together,) 
Weigh'd  not  a  hair  of  his..   Plague  of  your  policy  I 
You  fent  me  Deputy  for  Ireland, 
Far  from  his  fuccour  j  from  the  King  j  from  all 
That  might-have  mercy  on  the  fault  thou  gav'A  him  & 
Whilft^yoor  great  goodnefs,  out  of  holy  pity, 
Abfolv'd  him  with  an  ax. 

Wtl  This,  and  all  elfe 
This  talking  Lord  can  lay  upon  my  credit, 
I  anfwer,  is  moft  falfe.     The  Duke  by  Uw 
Found  his  deferts.     How  innocent  I  was  .. 
From  any  private  malice  in  his  end, 

"noble  jury  and  foul  caufe  can  witaefs, 

*  e  3  * 
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If  I  lov'd  many  words,  Lord,  I  mould  tell  you, 
You  have  as  little  honefty  as  honour  j 
That  I,  i*  th*  way  ofloyalty  and  truth 
Toward  the  King,  my  ever-royal  mafter, 
Dure  mate  a  founder  man  than  Surrey  can  be, 
And  all  that  love  his  follies. 

Sur.  By  my  foul, 
Your  long  coat,  prieft,  protects  you  j  thou  ftiouldft  fe 
My  fword  i*  th'  life  blood  of  thee  elfe..  My  Lords, 
Can  ye  endure  to  hear  this  arrogance  ? 
And  from  this  fellow  ?  If  we  live  thus  tamely, 
To  be  thus  jaded  by  a  piece  of  fcarlet, 
Farewel,  nobility  j  let  his  grace  go  forward, 
And  dare  us  with  his  cap,  like  larks. 

Wol.  All  goodnefs 
Is  poifon  to  thy  ftomach. 

Sur.  Yes,  that  goodnefs 
Of~gleaning  all  the  land's  wealth  into  one,.. 
Into  your  own  hands,  Card'nal,  by  extortion  j 
The  goodnefs  of  your  intercepted  packets 
You  writ  to  th'  Pope,  againft  the  King  ;  your  goodnefsj 
Since  you  provoke  me,  /hall  be  moft  notorious. 
My  Lord  of  Norfolk,  as  you're  truly  noble, 
As  you  refpect.  the  common  good,  the  ftate 
Of  our  defpis'd  nobility,  our  iffucs, 
Who,  if  he  live,  willfcarce  be  gentlemen, 
JProduce  the  grand  fum  of  his  fms,  the  articles 
Collected  from  his  life.     I'll  ftartle  you, 
iVorfe  than  thefacring  bell,  when  the  brown  wench. 
XiJry  kiffing  in  your  arms,  Lord  Cardinal. 

Wol.  How  much,  methinks,  I  could  defpife  this  man 
But  that  I'm  bound  in  charity  againft  it ! 

JW,  Thofe  articles,  my  Lord,  are  in  th'  King's  hand; 
But  th«much,  they  are  foul  ones. 

JVol.  Ho  much  fairer 
And  fpotlefs  /hall  mine  innocence  arife, 
"When  the  King  knows  my  truth. 

Sur.  This  cannot  fave  you. 
I  thank  my  memory,  I  yet  remember 
Some  of  tbefc  iSticles,  and  out  they  mall. 

Now 
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Now,  if  you  can,  blufh,  and  cry,  Guilty,  Cardinal  j 
You'll  (hew  a  little  honefty. 

JVol.  Speak  on,  Sir  ; 
I  dare  your  worft  objections  :  if  I  blufh, 
It  is  to  fee  a  nobleman  want  manners. 

Sur.  I'd  rather  want  thofe  than  my  head  j  have  at  you. 
Firft,  that  without  the  King's  affent  or  knowledge, 
You  wrought  to  be  a  legate  j  by  which  power 
You  maim'd  the  jurifdiclion  of  all  birtiops. 

Nor.  Then,  that  in  all  you  writ  to  Rome,  or  elfe 
To  foreign  princes,  Ego  &  Rex  meut 
Was  ftill  infcrib'd  j  in  which  you  brought  the  King 
To  be  your  fervant. 

Suf.  That,  without  the  knowledge 
Either  of  King  or  council,  when  you  went 
Ambaflador  to  th'  Emperor,  you  made  bold 
To  carry  into  Flanders  the  great  feal. 

Sur,  Item,  You  fent  a  large  commifiion 
To  Gregory  de  Caflado,  to  conclude, 
Without  the  King's  will,  or  the  ftate's  allowance, 
A  league  between  his  Highnefs  and  Ferrara. 

Suf.  That,  out  of  mere  ambition,  you  have  made 
Your  holy  hat  be  ftamp'd  on  the  King's  coin, 

Sur,  That  you  have  fent  innumerable  Aims 
(By  what  means  got,  I  leave  to  your  own  confcience) 
To  furnifh  Rome,  and  to  prepare  the  ways 
You  have  for  dignities,  to  th'  mere  undoing 
Of  all  the  kingdom.     Many  more  there  are, 
Which,  fince  they  are  of  you,  and  odious, 
I  will  not  taint  my  mouth  with* 

Cham.  O,  my  Lord, 
Prefs  not  a  falling  man  too  far  j  'tis  virtue  : 
His  faults  lie  open  to  the  laws  j  let  them, 
Not  you,  correct  him.     My  heart  weeps  to  fee  him 
So  little  of  his  great  felf . 

Sur.  I  forgive  him. 

Suf.  Lord  Cardinal,  the  King's  further  pleafure  is, 
Becaufe  all  thofe  things  you  have  done  of  late 
By  your  pow'r  legatine  within  this  kingdom, 
Fall  in  the  coxnpafs  of  a  framunire, 

That 
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That  therefore  fuch  a  writ  be  fu'd  againft  you, 
To  forfeit  all  your  goods,  lands,  tenements, 
And  chatties,  and  whatsoever,  and  to  be 
Out  of  the  King's  protection.     This  is  my  charge. 

Nor.  And  fo  we'll  leave  you  to  your  meditations- 
How  to  live  better.     For  your  ftubborn  anfwer, 
About  the  giving  back  the  great  feal  to  us,  [yott* 

The  King  mall  know  it  j  and,  no  doubt,  mall  thank- 
So  fare  you  well,  my  little  good  Lord  Cardinal. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Wolfey* 
SCENE      VI. 

W»l.  So  farewel  to  the  little  good  you  bear  rae  ! 
Farewel,  a  long  farewel  to  all  my  gveatnefs ! 
This  is  the  ftateof  man  :  To-day  he  puts  forth 
The  tender  leaves  of  hopes  j  to-morrow  bloflbms, 
And  bears  his  bluftiing  honours  thick  upon  him  j 
The  third  day  comes  a  froft,  a  killing  froify 
And  when  he  thinks,  good  eafy  man,  full  furely 
His  gteatnefs  is  a-ripening,  nips  his  fhoot } 
And  then  he  falls,  as  I  do.     I  have  ventur'd, 
Like  little  wanton  boys,  that  fwim  on  bladders, 
Thefe  many.fummers  in  a  fea  of  glory  j 
.But  far  beyond  my  depth  ;  my  high-blown  pride 
At  length  broke  under  me  ;  and  now  has  left  me, 
Weary,  and  old  with  fervice,  to  the  mercy 
Of  a  rude  ftream,  that  muft  for  ever  hide  me.. 
Vain  pomp  and  glory  of  the  world,  I  hate  ye  j    : 
I  feel  my  heart  new  open'd.     Oh,  how  wretched  •> 
Is  that  poor  man  that  hangs  on  princes'  favours ! 
There  is,  betwixt  that  fmile  he  would  afpire  to, 
Thatfweet  afpeet  of  princes,  and  his  ruin, 
More  pangs  and  fears  than  war  or  women  have  j 
And  when  he  falls,  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 
Never  to  hope  again. 

Enter  Cromwell,  fianding  atnax'S* 
Why,  how-new*  Cromwell  ? 

Crom.  I  have  no  power  to  fpeak,  Sir 

#V.  What,  amaz'd 
At  my  misfortunes  ?  can  thy  fpirit  wonder 
A  great  man  ihouJd  decline  ?  nay,  if  you  weep, 
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I'm  fallen  indeed. 

Crom.  How  does  your  Grace  ? 

Wol.  Why,  well, 
Never  fo  truly  happy,  my  good  Cromwell. 
I  know  myfelf  now,  and  I  feel  within  mc 
A  peace  above  all  earthly  dignities ; 
A  ltill  and  quiet  confeience.     The  King  has  eur*d  me* 
I  humbly  thank  his  Grace  j  and,  from  thefe  moulder^ 
Thefe  ruin'd  pillars,  out  of  prty  taken 
A  load  would  fink  a  navy,  too  much  honour. 
O,  'tis  a  burden,  Cromwell,  'tis  a  burden, 
Too  heavy  for  a  man  that  hopes  for  heav'n  !  [of  it* 

Crom.  I'm  glad  your  Grace  has  made  that  right  ufe 

JVvl,  I  hope  I  have  :  I'm  able  now,  methinks, 
Out  of  a  fortitude  of  foul  I  feel, 
T'endure  more  mifenes,  and  greater  far, 
Than  my  weak  hearted  enemies  dare  offer« 
What  news  abroad* 

Cram.  The  heavieffc  and  the  worft, 
Is  your  difpleafure  with  the  King, 

Wol.  God  blefs  him ! 

Crom.  The  next  is,  that  Sir  Thomas  More  is  chofea 
Lord  Chancellor  in  your  place. 

Wol.  That's  fomewhat  fudden 
But  he's  a  learned  mani     May  he  continue 
Long  in  his  Highnefs*  favour,  and  do  juftice 
For  truth's  fake  and  his  confeience  ;  that  his  bones, 
When  he  has  run  his  courfe,  and  fleeps  in  bleffings, 
May  have  a  tomb  of  orphans*  tears  wept  on  him  1 
What  more  ? 

Com.  That  Cranmer  is  returned  with  welcome  J 
Inftall'd  Lord  Archbifliop  of  Canterbury. 

Wol.  That's  news  indeed. 

Crom.  Laft,  that  the  Lady  Anne, 
Whom  the  King  hath  in  fecrecy  long  married, 
This  day  was  viewed  in  open  as  his  Queen, 
Going  to  chapel  j  and  the  voice  is  now 
Only  about  her  coronation.  [Cromwell, 

Wd.  There  was  the  weight  that  pull'd  me  down.     Q 
The  King  has  gone  beyond  me  1  all  my  glories 

la 
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In  that  one  woman  I  have  loft  for  ever. 

No  fun  /hall  ever  ufoer  forth  my  honours, 

Or  gild  again  the  noble  troops  that  waited 

Upon  my  fmileS      Go,  get  thee  from  me,  Cromwell  ■ 

I  am  a  poor  fall' n  man,  unworthy  now  ^ 

To  be  thy  ord  and  mafter.     Seek  the  King, 

What  Z lFay  may  never  fe0  i  ^ve  told  him 

Some  Utti        trUe  'J00  art ;  he  wil1  ad™«  theei 
Jome  little  memory  of  me  willftir  him, 

I  know  his  noble  nature,  not  to  let 

N~W°rPhful  ferViC£  Pe,ri/h  t00'     Good  Cromwell, 
Kegledthimnot}  make  ufe  now,  and  provide 
*or  thine  own  future  fafety. 

Crcm.  O  my  Lord, 
Muft  J  then  Jeave  you?  muft  I  needs  forego 
So  good,  f0  noble,  and  fo  true  a  mafter  ? 
Bear  witnefs,  all  that  have  not  hearts  of  iron, 
With  what  a  forrow  Cromwell  leaves  hie  Lord. 
J;  be  King  /hall  have  my  femce  j  but  my  prayers 
I,°^v7er,  and  for  ever,  fhall  be  yours. 

mi  Cromwell,  I  did  not  think  to  fhed  a  tear 
jn  all  my  miferies ,  but  thou  haft  forc'd  me, 
Uut  of  thy  honeft  truth,  to  play  the  woman 

AnV  dlY  °rr  eye/  :  and  thu8  far  hear  me>  Cromwell, 
And  when  I  am  forgotten,  as  I  /hall  be, 

And  fleep  in  dull  cold  marble,  where  no  mention 

Ul  me  muft  more  be  heard,  fay  then  I  taught  thee: 

^ay,  Wolfey,  that  once  rode  the  waves  of  glory,   ' 

And  founded  all  the  depth  and  /hoals  of  honour, 

■round  thee  a  way,  out  of  his  wreck,  to  rile  in  : 

A  fureand  fafe  one,  though  thy  mafter  mifs'd  it. 

Mark  but  my  fall,  and  that  which  ruin'd  me: 

Cromwell,  I  charge  thee,  fling  away  ambition  ; 

By  that  fin  fell  the  angels  j  how  can  man  then 

(Tho*  th'  image  of  his  Maker)  hope  to  win  by't  ? 

Love  thyfelf  laft  j  cheri/h  thofe  hearts  that  wait  thee!  - 

Corruption  wins  not  more  than  honefty. 

Still  in  thy  right  hand  carry  gentle  peace, 

To  filence  envious  tongues.     Be  juft,  and  fear  not. 

Let  ail  the  ends  thou  aim'ft  at,  be  thy  country's, 

Thy 
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Ihou  fall  ft  a  blefied  martyr.     Serve  the  King  :     ,  weJJ 

And  pr  ythee  lead  me  in .  6*    lweiJ» 

There  take  an  inventory  of  all  I  have, 

To  the  laft  penny,  'tis  the  King's.     My  robe, 

And  my  integrity  to  Heav'n,  is  all 

Ld Yt  TV"1!  minc  own*     °  Cromwell,  Cromwell 
Had  I  but  ferv'd  my  God  with  half  the  zeal  ' 

Iferv  d  my  King,  he  would  not  in  mine  age 
Have  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemies. 
Qom.  Good  Sir,  have  patience. 
Wol.  So  I  have.     FareweJ 
The  hopes  of  court  I  my  hopes  in  heav'n  do  dwell. 

[Exeunt, 
j  A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E    I. 

AJlreet  in  Wejlminftcr. 
Enter  two  Gentlemen,  meeting  one  another . 
I  Gen.  yOu're  well  met  once  again. 
X       2  Gen.  And  fo  are  you. 

Th'e  Ladv  \Z\0™r  l°c  takty°Ur  ftand  here>  and  behold 
1  rie  Lady  Anne  pafs  from  her  coronation 

ThJ.nl l  "r;V11,mylbufinefs-     At  ™rl**  encounter 
The  Duke  of  Buckingham  came  from  his  trial.  ' 

Thlc  T,i8.VCry  trUC'     But  that  time  offer'd  forrow: 

This,  general  joy.  '"now, 

2  Gen.  'Tis  well;  the  citizens, 
I In 1  fure,  have  fhewn  at  full  their  loyal  minds  5 
And  let  em  have  their  right,  they're  ever  forward 
In  celebration  of  thefe  days  with  mews 
Pageants,  and  fights  of  honour. 

1  Gen.  Never  greater, 

Nor,  1*11  aflbre  you,  better  taken,  Sir. 

2  Gen.  May  I  be  bold  to  ask  what  that  contain*, 
1  hat  paper  in  your  hand  ?  * 

1  Gen.   Yes  j  'tis  the  lift 
Of  thofc  that  claim  their  offices  this  day, 
Br  cuftom  of  the  coronation. 
The  Duke  of  Suffolk  is  the  flrft,  and  claims 

T« 
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To  be  High  Steward  ;  next,  the  Duke  of  Norfolk, 
To   be  Earl  Marfhal  ;  you  may^  read  the  reft. 

2  Gen.  I  thank  you,  Sir.    Had  I  not  known  thefe 
[cuftoms, 
I  mould  have  been  beholden  to  your  paper. 
But,  I  befeech  you,  what's  become  of  Catharine, 
The  Princefs  Dowager  ?  how  goes  her  bufinefs? 

i  Gen.  That  I  can  t*ll  you  too.     The  Archbifliop 
OfCanterbury,  accompanied  with  other 
Learned  and  Rev* rend  fathers  of  his  order, 
Held  a  late  court  at  Dunftable,  fix  miles 
From  Ampthil,  where  the  Priocefs  lay;  towhicb 
She  oft  was  cited  by  them,  but  appear*  d  not: 
And,  to  be  fhort,  for  not  appearance,  and 
The  King's  late  fcruple,  by  the  main  aflent 
Of  all  thefe  learned  men  fhe  was  divorc'd, 
And  the  late  marriage  made  of  none  effeft : 
Since  which,  flie  was  remov'd  toKimbolton, 
Where  me  remains  now  flck. 

7.  Gen.  Alas,  good  Lady ! 

The  trumpets  found  }  ftand  clofe,  the  Queen  is  coming, 

[Hautboys. 

The  orfier  of  the  coronation. 

I  •  A  lively  fouri/h  of  trumpets. 

2.  Then  two  judges. 

3.  "Lord  Chancellor ,  with  the purfe  and  mace  before  him. 

4.  Cborifter finging.  [Mufic. 
$.  Mayor  of  London,  bearing  the  mace.     Then   Garter  m 

his  coat  of  arms,  and  on  his  head  a  gilt  copper  crown. 

6.  Marquis   of  Dorfet,  bearing  a  fceptre  of  gold,  on  his 

head  a  demi-coronal  of  gold.  With  him,  the  Earl  of 
Surrey,  bearing  the  rod  of  fiver  with  the  dsvet 
crown* d  with  an  EarVs  coronet.     Collars  of  SS. 

7.  Duke  of  Suffolk  in  his  robe  ofjlate,  his   coronet  en  hit 

bead,  bearing  a  long  white  wand,  as  High  Steward, 

With  him  the  Duke  of  Norfolk,  with  the  rod  of  Mar- 

fkalfhip,  a  coronet  on  bis  head.     Collars  of  SS. 

g;  A  canopy  borne  by  four  of  the  Cinque-ports,  under  it  the 

Sheen  in  her  robe  j  in  her  hair  richly  adorned  with 

p!frlr 
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pearly  crowned.     On  each  fdc  her  the  Bifhops  of  Lon- 
don and  Wtncbefter. 
9.   Tbc  e  d  Ducbefs  of  Norfolk,  in  a  coronal  of  gcllivr ought 

ivitb  flowers,   btarir.g  the  Queen  s  train. 
IQ.   iertan  Ladies  cr  (  ci n'JJrs,  -with  plain  circled  of '  gcli 

ividt\i  flowers. 
They  paj sever  thejiuge  in  order  and/late,  and  then  exeunt, 
•with  a  great  flour  1  jh  of  trumpets. 
2  Gen.   A  royal  train,  believe  me  j   thefe  I  know. 
Who's  that  who  bears  the  fceptre? 

1  G  n.   Mj'-quis  Dorfet. 
And  that  the  Earl  of  Surrey  with  the  rod. 

x  Gen.  A  bolri  brave  Gentleman.  The  next  mould  be 
The  Duke  of  Suffolk 

l  Gen.  'Tis  the  fame  :   High  Steward. 
a  Gen.  And  that  my  Lord  of  Norfolk. 
I  Gen.  Ves. 

1  Gen.   Heav'n  blefs  thee  ! 
Thou  haft  the  fwecteft  face  I  "ver  look'd  on. 
Sir,  as  I  have  a  foul,  fhc  is  an  angel  j 
Our  King  has  all  the  Indies  in  his  arms, 
And  more  and  richer,  when  he  (trains  that  lady. 
I  cat  not  blame'his  confeience. 

1  Gen.  They  that  bear 

The  cloth  of  Qate  ?bovc  her,  -are  four  barons 
Of  the  Cinque-ports. 

2  Gen.  Thofe  feien  avebappy  ;  fo  are  all  are  near  her. 
I  take  it,  iuH-  that  carries  up  the  train. 

Is  that  old  noble  Lady  the  Di'chefs  of  Norfolk. 

1  Gin.  Jt  is,  and  all  the  reft  are  Counteffes. 

2  Gen.  Their  coronets  lay  fo.     Thefe  are  ftars  indeed  j 
And  fometimes  falling  ones. 

I  Gen.  No  more  of  that. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 
Cod  fave  yoo,  Sir!  Say,  where  have  you  been  broiling-? 

3  Gen.  Among  the  crowd  i'-th  Abbey,  where -a  finger 
Could  not  be  wedgV.  in  more  ;   ind  I  am  ftlfled 

With  the  mere  rankoefs  of  the:r  joy. 
i  Gen.  You  faw  the  ceremony  ? 
3  Gen.   I  did. 
Vol.  V,  J  f  f  Gen. 
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z  Gen,  How  was  it? 

3  Gen.   Well  worth  the  feeing. 

Z  Gee.   Good  Sir,    fpeak  il  to  us. 

3  Gtn.  As  well  as  I  am  able.     The  rich  ftream 
Of  Lords  and  Ladies,  having  brought  the  Queen 
To  a  prepar'd  place  in  the  choir,  fell  off 
A  diftance  from  her ;   while  her  Grace  fat  down 
To  reft  a  while,  fome  half  an  hour,  or  lb, 
In  a  rich  chair  of  ftate,  oppofing  freely 
The  beauty  of  her  perfon  to  the  people  j 
(Believe  me,  Sir,  me  is  the  goodlieft  woman 
That  ever  lay  by  man)  ;  which  when  the  people 
Had  the  full  view  of,  fuch  a  noife  arofe 
As  the  fhrouds  make  at  fea  in  a  ftiff  tempeft  j 
As  loud,  and  to  as  many  tunes.     Hats,  cloaks, 
Doublets,  I  think,  flew  up;  and  had  their  faces 
Been  loofe,  this  day  they  had  been  loft.     Such  joy 
I  never  faw  before.     Great-belly'd  women, 
That  had  not  Haifa  week  to  go,  like  rams 
In  the  old  time  of  war,  would  make  the  prefs, 
And  make  it  reel  before  'em.     No  man  living 
Could  fay,' This  is  my  wife  there,  all  were  woven 
So  ftrangely  in  one  piece. 

a  Gen.  But  pray  what  follow'd  ?  [pacej 

3  Gen.  At  length  her  Grace  rofe,  and  with  modeft 
Came  to  the  altar,  where  me  kneel'd  ;  and,  faint-like, 
Caft  her  fair  eyes  to  heav'n,  and  pray'd  devoutly  : 
Then  rofe  again,  and  bow'd  her  to  the  people  : 
"When  by  the  Arch  bi /hop  of  Canterbury, 
Sh*  had  all  the  royal  makings  of  a  Queen  j 
As  holy  oil,  Edward  Confeflor*s  crown, 
The  rod,  and  bird  of  peace,  and  all  fuch  emblems 
Laid  nobly  on  her:  which  perform'd,  the  choir, 
With  all  thechoiceft  mufic  of  the  kingdom, 
Together  fung  TeDeum.     So  (he  parted, 
And  with  the  fame  full  ftate  pae'd  back  again 
To  York-place,  where  the  feaft  is  held. 

x  Gen.  You  muft  no  more  call  it  Tori -$>!aee>  that**  paft. 
For  fince  the  Cardinal  fell,  that  title's  loft  j 
•Tis  now  the  King's,  and  call'd  Whitehall, 

^Gtn, 
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3  Qui,  I  know  .-  : 
But  'tis  fo  late))  z\\t.\t  tluc  the  old  name 
Is  frem  about  me. 

a  Gen.  What  two  reverend  bifhops 
Were  thofe  that  went  on  each  iide  of  the  Queen  ? 

3  Gen.  Stokefly  and  Gardiner  j  the  one  of  Winchefter, 
Newly  pieferr'd  from  the  King's  Secretary  j 
The  other,  London. 

2  Gen.   He  of  Winchefter 
h  held  no  great  geed  lover  of  th'  Archbifhop, 
The  virtuous  Cranmer. 

1  Gen.  All  the  land  knows  that  r 

However,  yet  there's  no  great  breach  ;  when'tcomej, 
Cranmer  wilJ  find  a  ftiend  will  not  fhrin.k  from  him. 

2  Gen.   Who  mav  that  be,  I  pray  you  ? 

3  Gen.    Thomas  Cromwell, 

A  wan  in  much  efteem  with  th'  King,  and  truly 
A  worthy  friend.     The  Kin^  has  made  him 
Matter  o'  tn'  jewel-houfe, 
AnoAve,  already,  of  the  privy  council. 

2  G.n.  He  wiil  defer ve  more. 

3  C,e*.  Yes,   without  all  doubt. 

Corne,  Gentlemen,  you  lnall  both  go  my  way, 
Which  is  to  the  court,  and  there  fhall  be  my  guefts; 
Something  I  can  command  j  as  I  walk  thither, 
I'll  tell  you  more. 

Botb.   You  may  command  u«,  Sir.  [Exeunt, 

S   C  E  N  E    II.  Cbangrs  to  Kimbolton. 

.E/.fVrCathanne  dowager,  fick,  led  between  Griffith   Lit 

Gentleman  Ufner.  and  Patience  her  woman, 

Grif,  How  does  your  Grace  ? 

Ca:b.  O  Griffith,  fide  to  death  : 
My  legs,  like  loaded  branches,  bow  to  th*  earth, 
Willing  to  leave  their  burden.     Reach  a  chair. ■  ■.■«. 
So — now  methinks  I  feel  a  little  eafe.       [Sitting  down. 
Did  thou  not  tell  me,  Griffith,  as  tbou  led'll  me, 
That  the  great  child  of  honour,  Cardinal  Wolfey, 
Was  dead  ? 

Grif.  Yes,  Madam;  but  I  think  your  Grace, 
Out  of  the  pain  you  fuffcr'd,  gave  nc  ear  to't. 

Ffz.  Qub, 
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Catb.  Pr'ythee,  good  Griffirh,  tell  me  how  he  dy'd* 
If  well,  he  itept  before  me  happily, 
For  my  example. 

Gnf%  Well,  the  voice  goes,  Madam. 
Por  after  the  ftout  Earl  of  Noithumberland 
Arretted  him  at  York,  and  brought  him  forward 
(As  a  man  forely  tainted)  to  his  anfwer, 
He  fell  fick  fuddenlj ,  and  grew  lo  ill 
He  could  not  fit  his  mule. 

Catb.  Alas,  poor  man ! 

Grif.  At  laft,  with  eafy  roads  he  came  to  Leicerter \ 
Lodg*d  in  the  abbey,"  where  the  Rev'rend  Abbot, 
With  all  his  convent,  honourably  receiv'd  him  ;. 
To  whom  he  gave  thefe  words,  O  Father  Abbat, 
An  old  man,  broken  with  the  ftorms  of  ftate, 
Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  bones  among  ye  j 
Give  him  a  little  earth  for  charity  ! 
So  went  to  bed  }  where  eagerly  his  ficknefs 
Purfu'd  him  flill,  and  three  nights  after  this. 
About  the  hour  of  eight,  (which  he  himfelf 
Foretold  mould  be  his  laft,)  full  of  repentance, 
Continual  meditations,  tears,  and  forrows, 
He  gave  his  honours  to  the  world  again, 
His  clefl'ed  part  to  Heav'n,  and  fiept  in  peace. 

Catb.  So  may  he  reft,  his  fauhs  lie  gently  on  him! 
Yet  thus  far,  Giiffith,  give  me  leave  to  fpeak  him  j 
And  yet  with  charity.     He  was  a  man 
Of  an  unbounded  ftomach  ;  ever  ranking 
Himfelf  with  princes:  one  that,  by  fuggefron, 
Ty'd*  all  the  kingdom  :  ftmonv  was  fair  play  \. 
His  own  opinion  was  his  law.     l*"th*  prefence 
He  would  fay  untruthr,  and  be  ever  double 
Both  in  his  words  and  uaraning.     He  was  ncrer. 
Cut  where  he  meant  to  ruin,  pitiful. 
Hb  promifes  were,  as  he  then  was,  mighty  j. 
But  his  performance,  as  he  now  is,  nothing. 
Of  his  own  body  he  was  iH,-f>  and  gave 

*  i.  e.  irtflaved. 

f  i.e.  bedttfedbisbadf  by  Utan^ranee and 'luxury. 

The 
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The  clergy  ill  example. 

Grif.  Noble  Madam, 
Mens'  evi!  manners  lire  in  bn(V,  their  virtues 
We  write  in  water.     May  it  pleafe  your  Highocfi 
To  hear  mc  fpeak  his  good  now  > 

Catb.   Yes,  good  Griffith, 
I  were  malicious  elfe. 

Grif.  This  Cardinal, 
Though  from  an  humble  flock,  undoubtedly 
Was  fafhion'd  to  much  honour  from  his  cradle* 
He  was  a  fcholar,  and  a  ripe  and  good  one  j 
Exceeding  wife,  fair  fpoken,  and  perfuading  ; 
Lofty  and  four  to  them  that  lov'd  him  not  -, 
But  to  thofe  men  that  fought  him,  fweet  as  fumm<\r. 
And  though  he  were  unfatisfy'd  in  getting, 
(Which  was  a  fin) ;  yet  in  be/towing,  Madam, 
He  was  mod  princely.     Ever  witnefs  for  him 
Thofe  twini  of  learning  that  he  rais'd  in  you, 
Ipfwich  and  Oxford  !  one  of  which  fell  with  him, 
Unwilling  to  outlive  the  good  he  did  it : 
The  other,  though  unfini/h'd,  yet  fo  famous, 
So  excellent  in  art,  and  ftill  fo  rifing,. 
That  Chriftendom  /hall  ever  fpeak  his  virtue. 
His  overthrow  heap'd  happinefs  upon  him  ; 
For  then,  and  not  till  then,  he  frit  himfeif> 
And  found  the  bleflednefs  of  being  little  : 
And,  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 
Than  man  co~uld  give  him,  he  dy'd  fearing  God.  . 

Catb.  After  my  death  I  wifh  no  other  herald,  , 
No  other  fpeaker  of  my  living  actions,    . 
To  keep  mine  honour  from  corruption,.  . 
But  fuch  an  honeft  chronicler  as  Griffith.  - 
Whom  1  moft  hated  living,  theu  haft  made  me, 
W'rth.  thy  religious  truth  and  modefty, 
Now  in  hi*  afhes  honour.     Peace  be  with  him  !    • 
Patience,  be  near  me  ftill,  and  fet  me  lower. 
I  have  nc4  long  to  trouble  thee.     Good  Griffith,  . 
Caufe  the  muficians  play  me  that  fad  note 
I  nam'd  my  knell,  whilft  I  fit  meditating 
On  that  ecleftial  harmony  I  go  to. 

Si    3  Sad- 
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Sad  and  folemn  mufie. 
Grif.  Sheisafleep:  good  wench,   let's  fit  down  quiet 
For  fear  we  wake  her.     Softly,  gentle  Patience. 
The  vifan.     Enter  folemnly  one  after  another ,  fix  perfen- 
ages,  clad  in  white  robes,  wearing  on  their  heads  gar- 
lands ofbays,  and  golden  vizards  on  their  faces  j  branches? 
of  bays  or  palm  in  their  hands,  Theyfrfl  congee  unto  her, 
then  dance  j  and  at  certain  changes,  thefrf^wo  hold  a 
fpsre  garland  over  her  head,  at  which  the  other  four 
make  reverend  curtjics  :  then  the  two  that  held  the  gar- 
land, deliver  the  fame  to  the  other  next  two  ;  who  ob- 
ferve  the  fame  order  in  their  changes,  and  holding  the 
garland  over  her  head ;  which  done,  they  deliver  the 
fame  garland  to  the  la  ft  tw*,  who  likewife  obferve  the 
fame  order  :■  (at  -which,  as  it  were  by  inspiration,  /be- 
makes  in  her  fleep  fgns  ofrejacing,  and  boldeth  up  her 
hands  to  heaven. }  And  fo  in  their  dancing  they  vanijh^ 
carrying  the  garland  with  them    The  mufic  continues, 
Cith.  Spirits  of  peace,  where  are  ye  ?  are  ye  gone  ? 

And  leave  me  here  in  wretchednefs  behind  ye  ? 
Grif.  Madam,  we're  here. 
Catb.   It  is  not  you  I  call  for  ; 

Sew  ye  none  enter  fince  I  flept  ? 
Grif.  None,  Madam. 
Catb.  No  .*  faw  ye  not  ev'n  now  a  blefled  troop 

Invite  me  to  a  banquet,  whofe  bright  faces 

Caft  thoufand  beams  upon  me,  like  the  fun  ? 

They  promis'd  me  eternal  happinefs, 

And  brought  me  garlands,  Griffith,  which  I  feel 

3  am  not  worthy  yet  to  wear :  I  /hall  affuredly. 

Grif.  I  am  mod  joyful,  Madam,  fuch  good  dream* 

Poflefs  your  fancy. 

Catb.  Bid  the  mufic  leave, 

*Tis  harfh  and  heavy  to  me.  \Mufc  ctafes, 

Pat.  Do  you  note 

How  much  her  Grace  is  alter*d  on  the  fudden  ? 

How  long  her  face  is  drawn  ?  how  pale  ihe  looks, 

And  of  an  earthly  cold  ?  obferve  her  eyes. 

Grif.  She's  going,  wench.     Pray,  pray,— — 
JP<«.  Heav'n  comfort  he* « 

Entir 
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Enter  a  Jlftjfcngtr. 

Mejf.   An't  like  your  Grace 

Catb.  You  are  a  faucy  fellow  j 
Dcferve  we  no  more  rev'rence  ? 

Grif.  You're  to  blame, 
Knowing  fhe  will  not  lofc  her  wonted  greatnefs, 
To  ufe  fo  rude  behaviour.     Go  to,  kneel. 

MeJT.  I  humbly  do  intreat  your  Highnefs  pardon  : 
My  hide  made  me  unmannerly.     There  is  ftaving 
A  gentleman  fent  from  the  King,  to  fee  you.' 

Catb.  A  Imit  him  entrance,  Griffith.     But  this  fellow 
Let  me  ne'er  fee  again.  [Exit  M'Jenger, 

Enter  Lord  Capucius. 
If  my  fight  fail  not, 

You  fhould  be  Lord  Ambaffador  from  the  Emperor, 
My  Royal  nephew,  and  yeur  name  Capucius. 

Cap.  Madam,  the  fame,  your  fervant. 

Catb.     O  my  Lord, 
The  times  and  titles  now  are  alter'd  ftrangely 
With  me,  fince  firft  you  knew  me.     But,  I  pray  you, 
What  is  your  pleafure  with. me  ? 

Cap,  Noble  Lady,. 
Firft,  mine  own  fervice  to  your  Grace  ;  the  next 
The  King's  requeft  that  I  would  vifit  you  j 
Who  grieves  much  for  your  weaknefs,  and  by  mc 
Sends  you  his  princely  commendations, 
And  heartily  intreats  you  take  good  comfort. 

Catb.  Q  my  good  Lord,  that  comfort  comes  too  late  | 
*T:s  like  a  pardon  after  execution  ; 
That  gentle  phyfic  giv'n  in  time,  had  cur'd  me. 
But  now  I'm  part  all  comforts  here  but  prayers. 
How  does  his  Highoefs  * 

Cap.  Madam,  in  good  health. 

Catb.  So  may  he  ever  do,  and  ever  floorim, 
When  I  mall  dwell  with  worms,  and  my  poor  name  be 
Banifh'd  the  kingdom !  Patience,  is  that  letter 
I  cau3'd  you  write,  yet  fent  away  t 
Pat.   No,  Madam. 

Catb.  Sir,  I  mud  humbly  pray  you  to  deliref 
This  to  my  Lord  the  King, 
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Cap.  Moft  willing,  Madam. 

Cath.  In  which  I  have  commended  to  his  goodnefs 
The  model  of  our  chafte  loves,  his  young  daughter  ; 
(The  dews  of  heav'n  fall  thick  in  bleflings  on  her  !) 
Befeeching  him  to  give  her  virtuous  breeding, 
(She's  young,  and  of  a  noble  modeft  nature  j     , 
I  hope  fhe  will  deferve  well),  and  a  little 
To  love  her  for  her  mother's  fake,  thatlov'd  him, 
Heav'n  knows,  how  dearly  !  My  next  poor  petition 
Is,  that  his  Noble  Grace  would  have  feme  pity 
Upon  my  wretched  women,  that  fo  long 
Have  follow'd  both  my  fortunes  faithfully  : 
Of  which  there  is  not  one,  I  dare  avow, 
(And  now  I  mould  not  lye),  but  well  deferves, 
For  virtue  and  true  beauty  of  the  foul, 
For  honefty  and  decent  carriage, 
A  right  good  husband,  let  him  be  a  noble  j 
And  fure  thofe  men  are  happy  that  mall  have  'em. 
The  laft  is  for  my  men  :  they  are  the  pooreft  j 
But  poverty  could  never  draw  'em  from  me  ; 
That  they  may  have  their  wages  duly  paid  'em, 
And  fomething  over  to  remember  me. 
If  Heav'n  had  pleas'd  to've  giv'n  me  longer  life, 
And  able  means,  we  had  not  parted  thus. 
Thefe  are  the  whole  contents.     And,  good  my  Lord, 
By  that  you  love  the  deareft  in  this  world, 
As  you  wifli  Chriftian  peace  to  fouls  departed, 
Stand  thefe  poor  people's  friend,  and  urge  the  King 
To  do  me  this  laft  right. 

Cap.  By  Heav'n,  I  will, 
Or  let  me  lofe  the  fafhion  of  a  man! 

Cath.  I  thank  you,  honeft  Lord.     Remember  roe 
In  all  humility  unto  his  Highnefs  ;  ' 
And  tell  him,  his  long  trouble  now  is  paflmg 
Out  of  this  world.     Tell  him,  in  death  I  blefs'd  hfrnj 

For  fo  I  will Mine  eyes  grow  dim.     Farewel, 

My  Lord Griffith,  farewel Nay,  Patience, 

You  muft  not  leave  me  yet.     I  muft  to  bed—— 

Call  in  more  women When  I'm  dead,  good  wench, 

Let  ae  be  o»M  with  honour  j  ftrew  me  ovet 

Yrun 
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With  maid  m- flow' rs,  that  all  the  world  may  know 

I  was  a  chafte  wife  to  my  grave  :  embalm  n.e, 

Then  lay  me  forth  }  although  unqueen'd,  yet  like 

A  Queen,  and  daughter  to  aKine,  inter  me. 

I  can  no  mort  i     i  [Exeunt,  leading  Catharine* 

ACTV.        SCENE    I. 

Before  (be  fa  lace. 

Entcf  Gardiner  B'Jbop  tf  Winchester,  a  Page  with  * 

torch  b-fore  him,  net  by  f>ir  Thomai  Lovell. 
Card.   >'T^1S  one  o'clock,  By,  is't  not? 
L       Boy.  It  hath  irruck. 

Gard.  Thefe  mould  be  hours  for  ncceflities, 
Not  tor  delights  j  times  to  repair  our  nature 
With  comforting  repofc,  and  not  for  us 
To  wide  thefe  times.     Goodjjou;  of  night,  Sir  Tho- 
Whither  folate  r  [mail 

L«v.  Came  you  from  the  K'nc.  my  Loid  ? 

Card.  I  did,  S.r  rbonus,  and    tit  mm  at  Piime.o 
With  the  Duke  of  Suffolk  , 

Lrv.  I  muft  to  him  too. 
Before  he  go  to  bed.      I'll  take  my  leave. 

Card.  Not  yet,  Sir  rnoiaas  Lovei;  ;  what's  the  mat* 
It  fetms  jroii  are  in  hade  :  and  if  theie  be  £ter  ? 

No  great  efface  belongs  to't,  give  your  friend 
Some  touch  of  ycur  late  bufinefs.   Affairs  that  walk 
(A*  they  fay  fpiritc  do)  at  midnight,  have 
In  them  a  wildei  f  nature,  than  the  bufincfl 
That  fecks  difpatch  by  day. 

Lev.  My  Lord,  I  love  you  ; 
And  durft 'com mend  a  fecret  to  your  ear 
Much  weightier  than  this  work.     The  Queen's  in  la- 
They  f»y,  in  great  extremity  ;   'tis  fear'd  [bour. 

She'll  with  the  labour  end. 

Card.  The  fruit  me  goes  with 
I  pray  for  heartily,  that  it  may  find 
Coed  time,  and  live  j  but  for  the  ftcck.  Sir  Thomas, 

+  tvi'd,  for  unctmmiu 

I  wiCi 
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I  vvi/h  ic  grubb'd  up  now. 

Lo-v.  Metbinka  I  could 
C«7  the  Amen;  and  yet  my  conscience  6ra 
She  s  a  good  creature,  and  (fweet  Lady)  does 
JDeferve  our  better  wi/hes, 

Gard.  But,  Sir,  Sir— 

Hear  me,  Sir  Thomas You're  a  Gentleman 

Or  mine  own  way  ;   I  know  you  wife,  religious  j 
And  let  me  tell  you,  it  will  ne'er  be  well, 
Twill  not.  Sir  Thomas  JLoveU,  take't  of  me, 
Till  Cranmer,  Cromwell,  her  two  hands,  and  Hie, 
Sleep  in  their  graves. 

Lev.  Now,  Sir,  you  fpeak  of  two 
The  moft  remark'd  i'  th*  kingdom.  As  for  Cromwell. 
Befide  that  of  the  jewel-houfe,  he's  made  Mafter 
O'  th'  Rolls,  and  the  King's  Secretary  ;   further, 
Stands  in  the  gap  and  tread  for  more  preferments, 
With  which  the  time  will  load  him.     Th'  Archbiftiop 
Js  the  Kind's  hand  and  tongue  3   and  who  dare  fpeak 
One  fyilable  againft  hioi  ? 

Card.  Yes,  Sir  Thomas, 
There  are  that  dare  ;  and  I  myfclf  hare  ventur'd . 
To  fpeak  my  mind  of  him.    Ir.detd,  this  very  day, 
(Sir,  I  may  tell  it  you,)  I  think  I  have 
Incens'd  the  Lords  o'  th*  council,  that  he  is, 
(For  fo  I*  now  be  is,  they  know  he  is) 
A  moft  arch  heretic,  a  peftilence 
That  does  in  fed  the  land  ;  with  which  they  mov'd, 
Have  broken  with  the  King;  who  hath  fo  far 
Giv\-v  car  to  our  complaint,  of  his  great  grace 
And  princely  care,  forefeeing  thofe  fell  mifchiefs 
Our  reafons  laid  before  him,  he  hath  commanded, 
To-morrow  morning  to  the  council-board 
He  be  convented.     He's  a  rank  weed,  Sir  Thomas, 
And  we  muft  root  him  out.     From  your  affairs 
I  hinder  you  too  long.     Good  night,  Sir  Thomas. 

[Exeunt  Gardiner  and  Page. 

Lev.  Many  good  night?,  my  Lord !    I  reft  your  fer* 
vant,  [Exit  Lovell. 
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SCENE      II.    Changes  to  an  apartment  intbc  palate. 
Enter  King  and  Suffolk, 
*'»£•  Charles.  I  will  play  no  more  to-night? 
My  mind's  not  on't,  you  are  too  hard  for  me. 
Suf.  Sir,  I  did  never  win  of  you  before. 
King.  But  little,  Charles  j 
Nor  mall  not  when  my  fancy's  on  my  play. 

Re-enter  LovelJ. 
Now,  Lovell,  from  the  Queen  what  is  the  new*  r 

L*v.  I  could  not  perfunally  deliver  to  her 
What  you  commanded  me,  but  by  her  woman 
I  fent  your  meflage  ;    who  return 'd  her  thanks 
In  greaufl .  humblenefs,  and  begg'd  your  Highnef, 
Molt  heartily  to  pray  for  her. 

King.  What  fay'ft  thoo  !  ha  » 
To  pray  for  her !   what  !  is  /he  crying  out  I 

Lav   So  (aid  her  woman,  and  that  her  fuff'rance  made 
Almoft  each  pang  a  death. 
King.  Alas,  good  Lady  ! 
Suf  God  fafely  quit  her  of  her  burthen,  and 
With  gentle  travel,  ro  the  gladding  of 
Your  Highnefs  with  an  heir  ! 

King.  *Tis  midnight,  Charles  j 
Pr/ythee  to  bed  j  and  in  thy  prayers  remember 
Th   eflate  of  my  poor  Queen.     Leave  me  alone  : 
For  Imuft  think  of  that  which  company 
Would  not  be  friendly  to. 

Suf  I  wifli  your  Highnefs 
A  quiet  night,  and  my  good  miftrefs  will 
Remember  in  my  prayers. 

King  Charles    a  good  night.  [Exit  Suffolk. 

Well,  sir,  what  follows  > 

Enter  Sir  Anthony  Denny. 
Denny.  Sir,  I  have  brought  my  Lord  the  Archbi/W 
As  you  commanded  me. 

King.  Ha  !  Canterbury  ! 

Denny ,  Yea,  my  good  Lord. 
King.  *Tis  true — wh?re  is  he,  Denny  ? 
Denny.  He  attends  your  Highnefs'  pieafure. 
K,ng.  Bring  him  to  us.  [Exit  Denny. 

Lov. 
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Lev.  This  is  about  that  which  the  Bi/hop  fpake. 
2  am  happijy  come  hither.  [Afide. 

Enter  Cranmer  and  Denny. 

Kng,  Avoid  the  gallery.  [Lovtti  feemttb  toftay* 

Hj  !— I  have  faid— be  gone. 

What ! Exeunt  Lovell  and  Denny. 

SCENE      JII,  ; 

Cran.  I  am  much  fearful ;  wherefore  frowns  he  thus? 
*Ti   his  afpecl  of  terror.     All's  not  well. 

King.  How  now,  my  Lord  ?  you  do  defare  to  knew 
Wherefore  I  fentfor  you. 

Cran.  It  is  mytluty 
T'atttnd  your  HighnetV  pleafure. 

King    Pray  you,  rife, 
My  good  and  gracious  Lord  of  Canterbury. 
Come,  you  and  I  mud  walk  a  turn  together : 
I've  news  to  tell  you.     Come,  give  me  your  hacd. 
Ah.,  my  good  Lord,  I  grieve  at  what  I  fpeak  j 
And  am  right  forry  to  repeat  what  follows. 
I  have,  and  moft  unwillingly,  of  late 
Hearo  many  grievous,  1  do  fay,  my  Lord, 
Grievous  complaints  of  you  j  which  being  corifider'd, 
Have  mov'd  us  and  our  council,  that  you  "ftiall 
This  morning  come  before  us  j  where  I  know 
You  cannot  with  fuch  freed,  m  purge  yourfelf  j 
But  that,  till  further  rrial,  in  thofe  charges 
Which  will  require  your  anfwer,  you  mutt  take 
Your  patience  to  you,  and  be  well  contented 
To  make  your  houfe  our  Tower.     You  a  brother  of  u  j, 
It  tits  we  thus  proceed,  or  elfe  no  witnefs 
Would  come  againft  you. 

Cran.  I  humbly  thank  your  Highnefs, 
And  am  right  glad  to  catch  this  goorl  occasion 
Moft  thoroughly  to  be  winnow'd,  where  my  chaff 
And  corn  fhall  dv  afunder.     For  I  know 
There' b  n^ne  ftands  under  more  calumnious  tongues 
Than  I  myielf,  poor  man- 

King.  Stand  up,  good  Canterbury. 
Thy  truth  *nd  thy  integrity  is.  rooted 
In  us,  thy  friend.     Give  me  thy  hand,  (land  up  ; 

Pr'ythee 
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Pr'ythec  let's  walk.     Now,  by  my  holy  Dame, 
Wuat  manner  of  man  are  you  ?  My  Lord,  1  look'd 
You  would  have  given  me  your  petition,  that 
I  fhould  haveta'en  Tome  pains  to  bring  together 
Yourfdf  and  your  acculerj,  and  have  heard  you 
Without  indnrance  further. 

C>an.  Moft  dread  Liege, 
The  good  1  iland  on  is  my  truth  and  honefty. 
If  they  ihall  fail,  I  with  mine  enemies 
Will  triumph  o'er  my  perfon  j  which  I  weigh  not 
tteing  of  thofe  virtues  vacant.     I  fear  nothing       ' 
What  can  be  faid  againft  me. 

King.  Know  you  not  rWOrld  > 

How  your  ihte   (lands  i'  th'  world,  with   the  who!- 
Your  toes  are  many,  and  notfmallj  their  practices 
Muit  bear  the  fame  proportion  $   and  not  ever 
The  juitice  and  the  trurh  o'  th'  queftion  carries 
T  he  due  o*  th'  verdift  with  it.     At  what  eafe 
Might  corrupt  minds  procure  knaves  as  corrupt 
1  o  iwear  againfl  you  ?  Such  things  have  been  done, 
Vou  re  potently  oppos'd  j  and  with  a  malice 
Or  as  great  fize.     Ween  you  of  better  luck, 
I  mean,  in  perjur'd  witnefs,  than  your  matter, 
Whofe  miniiter  you  are,  while  here  he  liv'd 
Upon  this  naughty  earth  ?   Go  to,  go  to  j 
You  take  a  precipice  for  no  leap  of  danger, 
And  woo  your  own  deftruaion. 

Cr-an,  God  and  your  Majefty 
Protect  mine  innocence,  or  I  fail  into 
The  trap  is  laid  for  me  ! 

King,  lie  of  good  cheer  j 
They  lhall  no  more  prevail,  than  we  give  way  to. 
Keep  comfort  to  you,  and  this  morning  fee 
You  do  appear  before  them.     If  they  chance, 
In  charging  you  with  matters,  to  commit  you  5 
I  he  belt  perfuafions  to  the  contrary 
Fail  not  to  ufe,  and  with  what  vehemency 
Th'  occafion  fhall  inftrucl  you.     If  intreatics 
Will  render  you  no  remedy,  this  ring 
Deliver  them,  and  your  appeal  to  us 

Vot«  V«  G  g  There 
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There  make  before  them.  Look,  the  good  man  weeps  ! 
He's  honeft,  on  mine  honour.     God's  blefs'd  mother  ! 
I  fwear  he  is  true-hearted  ;    and  a  foul 
None  better  in  my  kingdom.     Get  you  gone, 
And  do  as  1  have  bid  you.  [Exit  Cranrner, 

H'as  itrangled  all  his  language  in  his  tears. 
Enter  an  old  Lady. 

Gen.  \Witbin.~\  Come  back  j  what  mean  you  ? 

Lady.  I'll  not  come  back;  the  tidings  that  1  bring 
Wili  make  my  boldnefs  manners.     Now  good  angeta 
Fly  o'er  thy  royal  head,  and  fliade  thy  perfon 
Under  their  blefled  wings! 

King.  Now  by  thy  looks 
I  guefs  thy  meflage.     Is  the  Queen  deliverM  ? 
Say  Ay,  and  of  a  boy. 

Lady.  Ay,  ay,  my  Liege  ; 
And  of  a  lovely  boy  ;  the  God  of  heav'n 
Both  now  and  ever  blefs  heH— 'tis  a  girl, 
Promifes  bovs  hereafter.     Sir,  your  Queen 
Defires  your  vifitation,  and  to  be 
Acquainted  with  this  flranger  j  'tis  as  like  you, 
As  cherry  is  to  cherry. 

King.  Lovell'.— — 

Lov,  Sir. 

King.  Give  her  an  hundred  marks.  I'll  to  the  Queen. 

[Exit  King, 

Lady-  An  hundred  marks  \  by  thisligbt,  Til  ha*  more. 
An  ordinary  groom  is  for  fuch  payment. 
I  will  have  more,  or  fcold  it  out  of  him. 
Said  I  for  this,  the  girl  was  like  him  ?  I'll 
Have  more,  or  elfe  unfay't ;  now,  while 'tis  hot, 
I'll  put  it  to  tne  iflue.  Exit  Latfy* 

SCENE     IV.     Before  the  councii-cbambtr. 
Enter  Cranmei. 

Cran.  I  hope  I'm  not  too  laie  j  and  yet  the  Gentle- 
man 
That  was  fent  tome  from  the  council,  pray'd  me 
To  make  great  hafte.  Ali  faft?  what  means  this  ?    oa? 
Who  waits  there  r*  lure  you  know  me  ? 

Enter 
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net  /-   r •».  •_  '-'» 

D  Kteptr,  Yes,  my  Lord  : 
But  yet  1  cannot  help  you. 

C  an.  Why  ? 

D.  K.tep,  Your  Grace  mull  wait  till  you  be  call'd  for. 
Enter  Doctor  Butts. 

Cran.  So— — 

B  <tts.  This  is  a  piece  of  malice.     I  am  glad 
I  came  this  way  (o  happily.     The  King 
Shall  underhand  it  prefently.  [Exit  Butts. 

(  ran,  'Tis  Butts, 
The  King's  phyfician.   As  he  pafs'd  along, 
How  earneftly  he  caft  his  eyes  upon  me  1 
Pray  heav'n,   he  found  not  my  difgrace  I  for  certain, 
This  is  of  purpofe  laid  by  fume  that  hate  me, 
(God  turn  their  ruurts  !    I  never  fought  their  malice,) 
To  quench    mine  hooour  :   they  w\  uld  fliame    to  make 
Wait  el&  at  doer  ;  a  fellcw-counfellor,  [me 

sMo;  gJboySj  and  grooms,  ano  lackeys  !  hut  their  pica- 
Mill  ic  rulrill'd,  and  I  attend  with  pat'erce.  [lures 
Enter  the  King  and  Butts,  at  a  window  abo^:e, 

Buttg.  I'll  fhew  your  Grace  the  ftrangeit  fight— — 

Kf>.g.  What's  that,  Butte? 

But';.  I  think  your  Highnefs  faw  this  many  a  day. 

King.  Body  o'  me  ;   where  is  it  f 

Butts.  There,  my  Lord. 
Trie  high  promotion  of  .his  Grace  of  Canterbury, 
Who  holds  his  (rate  at  door  'mongft  purfui  varus, 
Page.:-,  ar.d  foot-boys. 

King,  Hi'  'tis  he  indeed. 
I?  this  the  honour  they  do  one  another  ? 
'Tis  well  theie's  one  above  'em  yet.     I  thought 
They'd  parted  (o  much  honefty  among  'cm, 
At  leaft    good  manners,  a?  not  thus  to  fufter 
A  man  of  his  place,  and  To  near  our  tavou; , 
To  dance  attendance  on  their  Lordfhips'  pleatures  ; 
And  at  the  door  too,  like  a  poft  with  packets. 
By  holy  Mary,  Butts,  there's  knavery  ; 
Let  'em  alone,  and  draw  the  cuitain  clofe, 
We  mall  hear  mere  anon.— 

Ggi  SCENE 
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SCENE  V.  7 'be  council. 
A  council- table  brought  In,  ivitb  chairs  ar.d  fiooh^  and  pla- 
ced under  the  Jiate.  Enter  Lord  Chancellor,  pfoces  bim- 
f el  fat  the  upper  end  of  the  table  on  the  left  hand,  a  feat 
being  left  void  above  him,  as  for  the  Archbifbop  a/Can- 
terbury. Duke  of  Suffolk,  Duke  of  Norfolk,  Surrey,. 
L'jrd  Chamberlain,  and  Gardiner,  feat  tbemfehes  in  or- 
der on  each  fide.  Cromwell  at  the  loiver  end,  as  Secre- 
tary. 

Chan.  Speak  to  the  bufinefs,  Mr.  Secretary  ; 
Why  are  we  met  in  council  ? 

C'CJte.  Plwrfe  yonr  Honours, 
The  caufe  concerns  his  Grace  of  Canterbury, 
Card.  Has  he  had  knowledge  of  it  ? 
Crom.  Yes. 

Nor.  Who  waits  there  ? 
D.  Keep.  Without,  my  Noble  Lords  ? 
Gird.  Yes. 

D.  Keep.  My  Lord  Archbifbop  ; 
And  has  done  half  an  hour,  to  know  your  plcafures. 
Chan.  Let  him  come  in. 
D.  Keep.  Your  Grace  may  enter  now. 

[Cranmer  approaches  the  couticil'tab/e. 
Chan.  My  good  Lord  Archbifbop,  I'm  very  lorry 
To  fit  here  at  this  prefent,  and  behold 
That  chair  ftand  empty.     But  we  all  are  men 
In  our  own  natures  frail,  and  capable 
Of  frailty,  few  are  angels:  from  which  frailty, 
And  want  of  wifdom,  you  that  beft  mould  teach  us, 
Have  mifdemean'd  yourfelf,  and  not  a  little  j 
Tovv'rd  the  King  firfl,  and  then  his  laws,  in  filling 
The  whole  realm,  by  your  teaching  and  your  chaplains, 
(For  fo  we  are  inform'd,)  with  new  opinions 
Divers  and  dang'rous,  which  are  herefies  ; 
And  not  reform'd,  may  prove  pernicious. 

G.n-d.  Which  reformation  mufl  be  fudden  too, 
My  Noble  Lords  j  for  thofe  that  tame  wild  horfes, 
Pace  'em  not  in  their  hands  to  make  'em  gentle  j 
But  flop  their  mouths  with  ilubborn  bits,  and  fpur  'em, 
Till  they  obey  the  manage.     If  we  fufler 

■  (Out 
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(Out  of  our  eafinefsand  childifh  pity 

To  one  man's  honour)   this  contagious  ficknefr, 

Fartwel  allphyfic  ;   and  what  lair W8  then  ? 

Commotions,  uproars  with  a  general  taint 

Of  the  whole  ftute  :   as  of  late  days  our  neighbour 

The  upper  Germany  can  dearly  witnef*, 

Yet  frelhly  pitied  in  our  memories. 

Gran.  My  good  Lords,  hitherto,  in  all  the  prcgrefs 
Both  of  my  life  and  office,  I  have  labour'd 
(And  with  no  little  Iludy)  that  my  teaching, 
And  the  ftrong  courfe  of  my  authority, 
Might  go  one  way,  and  fafely  ;  and  the  end 
Wj.;  ever  to  do  weJl  :  nor  is  there  living 
(I  fpeakit  with  a  fingle  heart,  my  Lords) 
A  man  that  more  rietefts,  more  ftirs  agamfr, 
(Both  in  his  private  confeience  and  his  place,) 
Defacers  of  the  public  peace,  than  I  do. 
Pray  Heav'n,  the  King  may  never  find  a  heart 
With  lefs  allegiance  in  it  !  men  that  make 
Envy  and  crooked  malice  nourishment, 
Dare  bite  the  heft.     I  do  befeech  your  Lordrtiips, 
Thar,  in  this  cafe  of  juftice,  my  a'ceufers, 
Be  what  they  will,   may  ftand  foith  free  to  face,. 
And  freely  urge  againft  me.. 

S-uf.  Nay,  my  Lord, 
Tr.at  cannot  be  ;  you  are  a  counfellor, 
And  by  that  virtue  no  man  dareaccufe  you.  [ment, 

GW.   My  Lord,   becaufe  we've  bufinefs  of  more  mo' 
We  will  be  ftort  w>'  you.     'Tis  his  Highncfs'  pleafure 
And  our  confenr,  for  better  trial  of  you, 
From  hence  you  be  committed  to  the  Tower  j 
Where  being  but  a  private  man  again, 
You  ihail  know  many  dare  accufe  you  boldly, 
More  than,  I  fear,  you  are  provided  for. 

Cran.  Ay,  my  good  Lord  of  Winchefter,  I  thank  you, 
lou're  always  my  good  friend  ;  if  your  will  pafs, 
I  mail  both  find  your  Lord/hip  judge  and  juroi. 
You  are  fo  merciful.     I  fee  your  end, 
*Tis  my  undoing.    Love  and  meekntfs,  Lord, 
Become  a  churchman  better  than  ambition: 

G  6  3  Win 
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Win  i^raying  fouls  with  modefly  rgain, 
Caft  none  2vvay.     That  I  fhall  clear  myfeif, 
(Lay  all  the  weight  ye  can  upon  my  patience  J 
•    I  make  as  little  doubt,  as  you  do  conference 
Iij  doing  daily  wrongs.      I  cculd  fay  more, 
But  rev'rence  to  your  calling  makes  me  modeff. 
Gard.  My  Lord,-  my  Lord,  you  area  feclary, 
That's  the  plain  truth  ;   your  painted  glofs  difcovcrs,. 
To  men  that  underhand  you,  words  and  weaknefs. 
Com.  My  Lord  of  Wir.ehefter,  you  are  a  little, 
By  your  good  favour,  too  fharp  ;   men  (b  noble. 
However  faulty,  yet  fhould  find  refpeel 
For  what  they  have  been.     'Tis  a  cruelty. 
To  load  a  failing  man. 

Gard.  Good  Mr  Secre'arv, 
I  cry  your  Honour  mercy  ;  you  may,  worft 
O.'"  all  this  table,  fay  fo. 
Cram.  Why,  my  Lord  ? 
Gjrd.  Do  not  I  know  you  for  a  favouier 
Of  this  new  feci  >  ye  are  not  found. 
Crom.  Not  found  ? 
Gard.  Not  found,  I  fay. 
Crtm.  Would  ycu  were  half  fo  honeft! 
Mens'  prayers  then  would  feek  you,  not  their  fears. 
Gard.  I  ihali  remember  this  bold  language. 
Crctn.  Do. 
Remember  your  bald  life  too. 

Cham.  This  is  too  much; 
Forbear  for  /hame,  my  Lords. 
Gard.  I've  done. 
Crom.  And  I. 

Cham.  Then  thus  for  you,  my  Lord  :  It  ftands  agreed,. 
1  take  it,  by  all  voices,  that  forthwith 
You  be  convev'd  to  th'  Tower  a  prifoner  ; 
There  to  remain,  till  the  King's  further  pleafure 
Be  known  unto  us.    Are  you  all  agreed,  Lords? 
jtll  We  are. 

Cran.  Is  there  no  other  way  of  mercy, 
Eut  I  muft  needs  to  th'  Tower,  my  Lords  ? 

Sard.  What  other  WouJd 
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Would  you  expect  ?  you're  ftranpely  ttoublcfome  ; 
Let  tome  o'  th'  guard  be  ready  thc:e. 

Eater  Guard* 

Crsi.   For  rr.e  ? 
Maft  I  go  like  a  traitor  then  ? 

Card.   Receive  him. 
And  lee  him  fafe  i'  th'  Tcwcr. 

Cran    Stay,  good  my  Lords, 
I  have  a  little  yet  to  fay.    Look  there,   Lords; 
By  villus  of  that  ring  I  take  my  caufe 
Cut  of  the  tripes  of  c:  uel  men,   and  give  it 
To  a  moft  noble  judge,  tht  King  my  mafter. 

Cham.   This  is  the  King's  ring. 

Sur.  'Tis  no  counterfeit. 

Suf.  'Tis  his  right  ring,   by  Hear'n.     I  told  ve  al!, 
"When  we  firft  put  this  dang'rous  ftone  a-rowling, 
'Twould  fall  upon  ouifelves. 

Nor,  D*  you  think,  my  Lords, 
The  King  will  fufTer  but  the  little. finger 
Of  this  man  to  be  vex'd  ? 

Cham.  'Tis  now  too  certain. 
How  much  moie  is  his  life  in  value  with  him  * 
Would  I  were  fairly  out  on*f. 

Crom.   My  mind  gave  me, 
In  feeking  tales  and  informations 
A.ainft  this  man,  whofe  honefty  the  devil 
And  his  difciples  only  envy  al, 
Ye  blew  the  fire  that  burns  ye  :  now  have  at  ye! 
SCENE     VI. 
Enter  King,  frowning  on  them  ;   takes  bis  feat, 

Gard.  Dread  Sov'reign,  how  much  are  we  bourd"  to 
In  daily  thanks,  that  gave  us  fuch  a  prince  •         Heav'jj 
Not  only  good  and  wife,  but  raoit  religious  ? 
One  that  in  all  obedience  makes  the  church 
The  chief  aim  of  his  honour  ;  and  to  Strengthen 
That  holy  duty,  out  of  dear  refpefl, 
His  royal  felf  in  judgment  comes  to  hear 
The  caufe  betwixt  her  and  this  great  offender. 

King.  You're  ever  good  at  fudden  commendations^ 
Bifliop  of  Wuuhefter ,    But  know,  I  eome  not 

To 


356        King  Henry   VIII.         Ad.  v. 

To  hear  fuch  flatt'ries  now  ;  and  in  my  prefence 

They  are  too  thin  and  bafe  to  hide  offences. 

To  me  you  cannot  reach  :  you  play  the  fpaniel, 

And  think  with  wagging  of  your  tongue  to  win  me. 

But  whatfoe'er  thou  tak'ft  me  for,  I'm  fure 

Thou  haft  a  cruel  nature,  and  a  bloody. 

Good  man,  lit  down.     Now  let  me  fee  the  proudeft 

[To  Cran. 
He  that  dares  moft,  but  wag  his  finger  at  thee. 
By  all  that's  holy,  he  had  better  ftai  ve, 
Than  but  once  think  this  place  becomes  thee  not, 

Sur.   May't  pleafe  your  Grace 

King-  No,  Sir,  it  does  not  pleafe  me. 
1  thought  I  had  had  men  of  fome  underftanding 
And  wifdom,  of  my  council ;  but  I  find  none. 
"Was  it  difcretion,    Lords,  to  let  this  man, 
This  good  man,  (few  of  you  deferve  that  title,) 
This  honeft  man,  wait  like  a  lowfy  foot-boy 
At  chamber-door,   and  one  as  great  as  you  are  ? 
Why,  what  a  fhame  was  this  ?  did  my  commiffion 
Bid  ye  fo  far  forget  yourfelves  ?  I  gave  ye 
Pow'r,  as  he  was  a  counfellor,  to  try  him, 
Not  as  a  groom.     There's  fome  of  ye,  I  fee, 
More  out  of  malice  than  integrity, 
Would  try  him  to  the  utrooft,  had  ye  means  j 
Which  ye  fhall  never  have  while  I  do  live.  [Grace 

Cham.  My  moft  dread    Sovereign,    may  it  like  your. 
To  let  my  tongue  excufe  all.     What  was  purpos'd 
Concerning  his  imprifonment,  was  rather, 
If  thf  re  be  faith  in  men,  meant  for  his  trial, 
And  fair  purgation  to  the  world,  than  malice  j 
I'm  fore  in  me. 

King.  Well,  well,  my  Lords,  refpeft  him ; 
Take  him,  and  ufe  him  wellj   he's  worthy  of  it. 
]  will  fay  thus  much  for  him,  if  a  prince 
May  be  beholden  to  a  fubjeft,  I 
Am,  for  his  love  and  fervice,  fo  to  him. 
Make  me  no  more  ado,  but  all  embrace  him ; 
Be  friends  for  fhame,  my  Lords.     My  Lord  of  Canter- 
I  have  a  fuit  which  you  muft  not  deny  me.  [bury, 

There 
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There  is  a  fair  young  maid,  that  yet  wants  baptifm  ; 
You  muft  be  godfather,  and  anfwer  for  her 

Cran.  The  greateit  monarch  now  aJive  may  glory 
In  fuch  an  honour  ;  h  >w  may  I  deferve  it, 
That  am  a  poor  and  humble  fobjeft  to  you  ? 

King.  Come,  come,  my  Lord,  you'd  (pare  your  fpoons; 
you  (hall  have 
Two  noble  partners  with  you  ;  the  old  Duchefs 
Of  Norfolk,  and  the  Lady  Marquis  Dorfet— — • 
Once  more,  my  Lord  of  Wincheiler,  I  charge  yott 
Embrace  and  love  this  man, 

Gard.  With  a  true  heart 
And  brother's  love  I  do  it. 

Cran.  And  let  Heaven 
Witnefs  how  dear  I  hold  this  confirmation. 

King.  Good  man,  thofe  joyful  tears  (hew  thy  true 
The  common  voice,   I  fee,  is  verify'd  [heart; 

Of  thee,  which  fays  thus  :  do  my  Lord  of  Canterbury 
Bur  one  (hrewd  turn,  and  he's  your  friend  for  ever. 
Come,  Lords,  we  trifle  time  aw.ty  :   I  long 
To  have  this  young  one  made  a  Chriftian. 
As  I  have  made  ye  one,  Lords,  one  remain  : 
So  I  grow  ftronger,  von  more  honour  gain.        [Exeunt. 
SCENE     VII.      Tbe  palace- yard. 
No'tfe  and  tumult  within.     Enter  Porter  and  his  Man, 

fort.  You'll  leave  your  noife  anon,  ye  rafcals  j  do  you 
trske  the  court  for  Paris  Garden  ?  ye  rude  fiaves,  leave 
your  gaping. 

Within.  Good  Mr.  Porter,  I  belong  to  th'  larder. 

Port.  Belong  to  the  gallows,  and  be  hang'd,ye  rogue  j 
is  this  a  place  to  roar  in  ?  fetch  me  a  dozen   crab-tree 

ftaves,  arrd  ftrong  ones  ;  thefe  are  but  fwitches. To 

*em.  I'll  fcratch  your  heads  ,  you  muft  be  feeing  chri- 
ftenings  ?  Do  ye  look  for  ale  and  cakes  here,  you  rude 
rafcals  ? 

Man.  Pray,  Sir,  be  patient  ;  'tis  as  much  impoflible 
(Unlefs  we  fweep  them  from  the  door  with  cinnons) 
To  fcatter  'em,  as  'tis  to  make  'em  deep 
On  May-day  morning  ;  which  will  never  be  : 
We  may  as  well  pu(h  againft  Paul's,  as  (Hr  'cm, 

Pert. 


358        Kmig  Henry  VII?*  Aflv. 

Ptrt.  How  got  they  in,  and  fee  hang'd  ? 
Man.  Alas,  I  know  net  ;  bow  gets  the  tide  in  ?  - 
As  much  as  one  found  cudgel  of  four  foot 
(You  fee  the  poor  remainder)  could  difixibute-, 
J  made  no  fpare,  Sir. 

Port,  You  did  nothing,  Mr. 

Man    I  am  not  Samfon,  nor  Sir  Guy,  nor  Colebrand^ 
to  mt  w  'em  down  before  me  ;  but  if  I  fpar'd  an>  that  had" 
a  head  to  hit,  either  young  or  old,  he  or  (he,  cuckold  or 
cuckold-maker,  let  me  never  hope  to  fee  a  chine  again  5 
and  that  !  would  nr:  for  a  crow,  God  fave  her. 
Within.   Do  you  hear,  Mr    Portei  ? 
Port.  I  fhall  be  with  yru  prefently,  gocd  Mr.  Puppy. 
Keer  fhe  door  clofe,  firrah. 

Man.  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 
Pert  V.  hat  fljouW  you  do,  but  knock  'cm  down  by 
the  dizers  ?  Is  tl  i  M<  refields  to  mufier  in  ?  01  have  we 
fene  Grange  Indian  w.th  the  great  tool  come  to  court, 
the  women  fr>  b.fiege  us?  Blef;  me!  what  a  fry  of  for- 
nication is  at  the  door  ?  on  my  Chriftian  confcience,  thai" 
one  chnftening  will  beget  a  thoufand  5  here  will  be  fa- 
ther,  godfather,  and  all  together. 

Man.  The  fpoon*  will  be   the  bigger,  Sir.     There  is 
a  felhw  f-mewhat  n^ar  the  door,  he  rtiould  be  a  brafier 
by  his  face  ;  for,  o'my  ccnfcience,  twenty  of  the  dog- 
day'  new  reign  in's  n*  fe ;   all    that  ftand   about  him  are 
under  the  line,  they  med   no  other  penance  :   that  fire- 
d-^ke  did  1  hit  three  times  on  the  he?d,  and  three  times. 
Was  his  nofe  difcharged  agiinft  me  ;  he  ftands  there  like 
a  mortar-piece  to  blow  us  up-   There  was  a  haberdaiher  s 
wife  of  fmall  w't  near  him,  that  rail'd  upon  me.till  her- 
pink'd   porringer  fell  rff  her  head,  for  kindling  fuch  a 
cumbuftion  in  the  ftate.      I  mifsM  the  meteor  <  nee,  and 
bit  that  weman,  v>ho  cry'd  out,  Clufc  !  v.r.en  I  mignt 
fee  turn  far  f.me  forty  truncheoneers  draw.to  her  iuc- 
cour:  «hieh  were   the  hope   of  the  Strand,  where  fhe 
was  quartered      They  fell  on  ;   I  made  good  my  pfe«  i 
at  length  they  came  to  th'  broom-ftaff  wnh  me,   I  de- 
fVd  'em  flill  ;  when  fuddenly  a  file  of  boys  behind  em 
delivci'd  iuch  a  ftowex  of  pebbles,  loofe  <hot,  that  I  was 
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fain  to  draw  mine  honour  in,  and  let  *em  win  the  work* 
The  devil  was  amongft  'em,   I  think,  furely. 

Port.  Thefe  are  the  you'hs  that  thunder  at  a  p'ay- 
hocle,  and -fight  for  bitten  apples  ;  that  no  audience  but 
the  tribulation  of  T  wer-hill,  or  the  limbs  of  Lime- 
houfe,  their  dear  brothers,  are  able  to  endure.  I  have 
fome  of  'em  in  Limbo  Vatrum,  and  there  they  arc  like  to 
dance  thefe  three  days  ;  befides  the  running  banquet  of 
two  beadieo  ihat  is  to  come. 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain. 
Cham    Mercy  o'me  !   what  a  multitude  are  here  > 
They  grow  fall  too  }  from  all  parts  they  are  coming, 
As  if  we  kept  a  fair.      Where  are  thefe  porters  > 
Thefe  lazy  knaves  ?  ye've  made  a  fine  hand,  fellows  • 
There's  a  trim  ribbie  let  in  ;   are  all  thefe  ' 

Your  faithful  friends  o»th*  fubuibs  ?  we  fhall  have 
Great  ftore  of  room,  no  doubt;    lef:  for  the  ladies 
When  they  paf>  back  from  th'  chrifi'ning  ? 

Port.   Pleafe  your  honour, 
We  are  but  nv-n  ;  and  what  (o  many  may  do, 
Not  being  torn  in  p.eces,  we  have  done  j 
An  army  cannot  rule  'cm. 

Cham.   As  1  live, 
If  the  K.ng  blame  me  for't,  I'll  lay  you  al! 
By  th'  heeis,   and  lujd -n!y  j    -,nd  on  your  heads 
Clap  round  fines  for  negleft  :   y'are  lazy  knaves : 
And  here  ye  lie  baiting  of  bumbard-.  when 
Ye  Humid  do  fervice.     Hark,  the  trumpets  founds 
Th*  are  come  already  from  the  chnften.ng  j 
Go  break  among  the  p,efs;  and  find  a  way  out 
To  let  the  troop  pafs  rairiy  ;   or  I'll  find 
A  marfhaHea  fhali  hold  you  play  thefe  two  months. 
Port.   M-.ke  way  there  for  the  rVinceft  ! 
Man.   You  great  fellow,  ftand  clofe  up,  or  I'll  make 
your  head  ake. 

tort.   Y  u  i\h'  camblet,  get  up  oW  nil,   I'll  peck 
you  o'er  the  pales  elfe  r Exeu  f 

SCENE      VIII.  Change,  to  the     dace. 

Enter  trump,  ts  foundin?  j  then  '«;,  lHcm:cn ,  Lord  Mayor, 
Garter,  ^tanmcr,  Duke  oj  Norfolk  with  bit  Mur,b  i/»i 
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fiaffy  Bake  of  Suffolk,  two  Noblemen  bearing  great 
Handing  bowls  for  the  chrijlening. gifts  j  then  four  No- 
blemen bearing  a  canopy,  under  which  the  Duchefs  of 
Norfolk,  godmother ,  bearing  the  child  richly  habited  in 
a  mantle,  Sec.  train  borne  by  a  Lady  :  then  follows  the 
Marchionefs  of  Dorfet,  the  other  godmother,  and  ladies, 
Tbetrocppafs  once  about  tbejiage,  and  Garter  /peaks, 
Gart.  Heav'n,  from  thy  endlefs  goodnefs,  fend  long 
And  ever  happy,  to  the  high  and  mighty  [life, 

Princefs  of  Eng  and,  fair  Elifabeth  ! 

Flourijb.     Enter  King  and  Guard. 
Cran.  And  to  your  Royal  Grace,  and  the  tood  Queen, 
My  noble  partners,  and  myfelf  thus  pray  j 
All  comfort,  joy,  in  this  mo<t  gracious  Lady, 
That  heav'n  e'er  laid  up  to  make  parents  happy, 
May  hourly  fall  upon  ye  ! 

King.  Thank  you,  good  Lord  Archbimop : 

What  is  her  name  ? 

Cran.   Elifabeth. 

King    Stand  up,  Lord. 
Withlhis  kifs  take  my  bleffmg  :  God  protect  thee, 
Into  whofe  hand  I  give  thy  life* 

Cran.   Amen.  ... 

Kinr.  My  noble  goffips,  y'have  been  too  prodigal, 
I  thank  you  heartily :  fo  mall  this  Lady, 
"When  (he  has  fo  much  Englifh. 

Cran.  Let  me  fpeak,  Sir  ;  _ 

(For  Heav'n  now  bids  me),  an d  the  wo ds  I  utter, 
lit  none  think  flattery,  for  they'll  find   em  truth. 
This  roval  infant,  (heaven  fiill  move  about  her), 
Though  in  her  cradle,  yet  now  P»°™J« 
Upon  this  land  a  thoufand  thouland  bleffings 
Which  time  mall  bring  to  ripenels.     She  mail  be 
JSS  few  now  living  can  behold  that  goodnefs) 
A  oattern  to  all  princes  living  with  her, 
And  Si  that  mail  fucceed.     iheba  was  never 
Vi     „  mvprnus  cf  wifdom  and  fair  virtue, 
¥h"n  S3*5*  *>»!  mall  be.     All  prince.y  graces, 
That  mould  up  fuch  a  mighty  piece  as  this, 
With  all  the  virtues  that  attend  the  good,  ^ 
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Shall  ftill  be  doubled  on  her.     Tiuth  fhall  nurfe  her: 

Holy  and  heav'nly  thi  ughts  flill  covn&l  hr  1  1 

She  fhall  be  lov'd  and  fear'd.   Her  cwr  fhall  blefs  her  • 

Her  foes  fhake,  like  a  field  cf  be  ten  corn,  [her. 

And  hang  their  heads  with   forrow.     Gt.od  grows  with 

In  her  days,  ev'ry  man  fhall  eat  infrfety 

Under  his  own  vine  what  he  plants,  and  fing 

The  merry  fongs  of  peace  to  all  his  neighbours. 

God  fhall  be  truly  kn<  wn,  and  thofe  about  her 

From  her  fhall  read  the  perfect  ways  of  honour, 

And  claim  by  thofe  their  greatnefs,  not  by  b'ood. 

Nor  fhall  his  peace  fleep  with  her  ;  but  as  when 

The  b;rd  of  wonder  dies,  the  maiden  phoenix, 

Her  afhes  now  create  anothe-  heir, 

As  great  in  admiration  as  herfelf  j 

So  fhall  fhe  leave  her  bleflednefs  to  one, 

(When  heav'n  fhall  call  her  from  this  cloud  ofdarknefs) 

Shall  ftar-like  rife,  as  great  in  fame  as  fhe  was, 

And  fo  ftand  fixed.     Peace,  plenty,  love,  truth,  terror, 

That  were  the  fervants  to  this  chofen  infant, 

Shall  then  be  his,  and  like  a  vine  grow  to  h-m  ; 
Where-ever  the  bright  fun  of  Heav'n  fhall  fhine, 

His  honour  and  the  greatnefs  of  his  name 

Shall  be,  and  make  new  nations.      He  fhall flourifh, 

And,  like  a  mountain-ced:.r,   teach  his  branches 

To  all  the  plains  about  him  :   childrens'  children 

Shall  fee  this,  and  blefs  Heav'n. 
King.  Thou  fpeakeft  wonders. 
Cran.  She  fhall  be,  to  the  happinefs  of  England, 

An  aged  Princefs  ;  many  days  fhall  fee  her, 

And  yet  no  day  without  a  deed  to  crown  it 

"Would  I  had  known  no  more  !  but  fhe  mud  die, 

She  muft,  the  faints  mult  have  her  yet  a  virgin  j 

A  mod  unfpotted  lily  fhall  fhe  pafs 

Unto  th'  ground,   and  all  the  world  fhall  mourn  her. 
King.  O  Lord  Archbifhop, 

Thou' ft  made  me  now  a  man ;  never  before 

This  happy  child  did  I  get  any  thing 

This  oracle  of  comfort  has  fo  pleas'd  me, 

That  when  I  am  in  htav'n,  I  fhall  defire 

Vol.  V,  H  h  T. 
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To  fee  what  this  child  does,  and  praife  my  Maker. 

I  thank  ye  all. To  you,  my  good  Lord  Mayor, 

And  your  good  brethren,  I  am  much  beholden  : 

I  have  receiv'd  much  honour  by  your  prefence, 

And  ye  fhall  find  me  thankful.      Lead  the  way,  Lords  ; 

Ye  muft  all  fee  the  Queen,  and  {he  muft  thank  ye, 

She  will  be  fick  elfe.     This  day  no  man  think, 

H'as  bufmefs  at  his  houfe,  for  all  mall  ftay  ; 

This  little  one  fhall  make  it  holiday.  [Exeunt* 


EPILOGUE. 

\ n-' I S  ten  to  ene ,  this  phy  can  never  pleafe 

J-      All  that  are  here.      >ome  come  to  take  their  eafet 
And  pep  an  atl  or  two  ;  but  thofe  we  fear 
We've  frighted  with  our  trumpets  :  fo  "'tis  clear, 
They'll  fay  'tis  naught      Other;,   to  hear  the  city 
Abus'd  extremely,  and  to  cry,  That's  witty  ! 
Which  ive  have  not  done,  neither  ;   that  1 fear j 
All  the  expected  good  w'are  like  to  hear 
For  this  play  at  this  time,  is  only  in 
The  merciful  conftrutlicn  of  good  women  ; 
(  For  jwb  a  one  we  pew'  d'em  )     If  they  fmi  re, 
And  jay  'twill  do,   I  knew  within  a  while 
All  the  beft  me-n  are  ours  ;  for    tis  ill  hap, 
If  they  hold  when  their  ladies  bid  ''em  clap. 


'  The  End  of  the  Fifth  Volume- 


